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RAINBOW 

Earth's noblest thing-a woman perfected. 

VOL. VI. NIAGARA FALLS, ONT., JULY, 1899. No. J. 

lDear 1Rtagara. 
Often in my dreams, dear Niagara , I'm back again, 

Back to thy waters that go thundering below: 
Often in my dreams I can see the blackmaek again 

Flying o'er the flood in the sun's rubescent glow, 
0, my love, I can see the water shimmering, 

. 0, my heart, I can see the mighty flow; 
Light of ~y life, I can see the rainbow glim

mering 
Down there on the river where the waves are 

white as snow! 

Leaping down the ridge I see the torrents flash 
again, 

Gold in the sunlight, and silver in the moon: 
And I can hear the reverberating crash again 

As the foaming freshets thunder on the dune: 
0 my life, how I love the w ater izlittering; 

Love thy sur.isets, purple and maroon: 
Heart of n:1Y heart, I can feel my pulses flittering, 

Throbbing for thy love, like a blooming bride 
in June! 

Over_in tr~e orchar~ the apple-trees are pink again, 
Dainty ts the primrose, the sassafras is sweet: 

Har_k ! _I can hear the golden bobolink again 
Singing to the lavender a-lying at his feet. 

0, my love! the happy, happy days I spent, 
Heart of my heart, in that beautiful retreat 

0, my life! the music and the merriment, ' 
Down there in the garden where the rivulets 

meet. 

Glorious Niagara! Niagara the beautiful! 
Thou art the jewel, the diamond of the West! 

And all thy children, so loyal and so dutiful, 
Laud thee, and honor thee, and love thee the best! 

0, my love! I l~ng to see thy halls again: · 
For my heart 1s· full of all unrest: 

Light of m Y. life! I long to see th y falls aga in , 
Once again, for thou indeed art Paradise the 

8lest. 
J. E. JOHNSTONE. 

1Subbbtsm. 

'71+/fl HEN sciolists, actuated by a deep-rooted 
~ animosity against the Christian religion, 

boldly assert that the doctrines of Christ are 
derivative instead of being original, and that they 
are derivated from Buddhism, it behooves us to 
look more closely into this religion which its 
votaries claim antedated the system of Jesus by 
five hundred years. 

Buddhism pure and simple is unqualified pessi
mism, the doctrine of discontent, of negation, of 
total an nihilation . It had its origin in the land of 
jungles, jugglers, and Juggernauts ; thence it 
spread intu Thibet the country of paupers and 
praying-machines, and it has its strongest foot
hold and widest popularity in the region of rice, 
rats, rags and Chinamen. At first it was only a 
system of philosophy, which Gautama Buddha 
adopted with little variation from the Brahmans; 
but afterwards its humanitarianism made it the 
state religion. As such it was established by 
Muhee-putee, the putative father of Buddha, and 
enforced by the eleven successors of that poten
tate, who waged war on Brahmanism, at least so 
say the Brahmans. After the murder of King 
Adityn, about 300 B. C, the Buddhists in turn 
were persecuted by the Brahmans; and driven 
out of Hindoostan, they disseminated their 
doctrines throughout the neighboring countries 
of Burma, Siam, Ceylon, Thibet and China. 

The religion of Gautama was introduced into 
India at a most opportune time for its rapid de
velopment. Brahmanism by its intolerance, its 
exactions, its expensive ceremonial, its strongly
drawn caste distinctions, its tyranny had alienated 
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the hearts of the people and become odious in 
their eyes . It was a syndicate of saintly 
swindlers; a system of superstition so vast, so 
complex, so powe, ful, that it bound the life of 
the Hindoo in a formalism as hard as iron , and 
ground the peasant down to the very dust. The 
priests and the princes played an everlasting 
game of battledoor, and the pecple were the 
shuttlecocks that were kept flying between them. 
In consequence, when Buddha systematized his 
philosophy which recognized no caste and no 
priesthood, no formalism and no prayer, the 
ribbl€-rnbble flocked to him The altruism a nd 
self-s;1crifice of his ethics appealed to them; and 
his democracy brought him in vogue immediately. 
But there were external causes for the rapid 
growth and expans:on of Buddhism, also; and 
chi efest of these was state-intervention. The 
reigning king was a low- born usurper, who had 
pitted against him the high -born Brahmans and 
the degenerate royalists. To checkmate these, 
and to est;1blish the new dynasty on securer 
foundations, Muhee-putee became a proselyte to 
the new teachings , and set up th e moral code of 
Buddha as the state religion. 

It has been claimed, even by so careful a 
writer as Dr. Findlater, that Buddhism is th e 
religion of the majority of the human race . Other 
authors say that out of the 1,500,000,000 inhabi
tants of the earth, at least 500,000,000 are 
Buddhists. This is extravagant. The very best 
authority on the subject claim that there are no 
more than 100,000,000 real Buddhists in th e 
world. Says Prof. Legge, the Chine<;e scholar: 
" I would be surprised if it were proved that 
there are one hundred millions of men who 
would write themselves down as believers in 
Sakya-muni and his doctrines. " Thus, instead 
of being the religion of the m;ijority, Buddhism 
really numbers less adherents to its doctrine than 
does Christianity, Confucianism, and even Mo
hammedanism. 

A MULTITUDE OF BUDDHAS. 

Gautama enumerates eighty-one Buddhas who 
preceded him; but the Buddhist Scriptures claim 
that during the cycles that elapsed from the time 
of Sakya-muni·s wish to become a Buddha , to the 
consummation of that desire, 125 ,000 Enlightened 
Ones appeared. During these eons1 Gautama w 1s 

born a great number of times, and in his many 
transmigrations met a multitude of his prede
cessors . We know nothing definitive of any of 
these, save the twenty-four that immediately 
preceded Siddartha: and these, with biograph
ical sketches, are enumerated in the Jatakas or 
Birth-Stories. 

In the Tri-pitaka, or sacred canon of the Bud
dhists, we read that when a Buddha comes forth 
to his manifestation, three great chiliocosms con. 
stitute the sphere of his operation. In numbers 
as in everything else the Oriental is a juggler: 
and the ease with which he handles millions is 
manifest, when one considers that a "small chil
iocosm" is a thousand and a "great chiliocosm" 
ten million worlds. This is the sphere of a single 
Buddha, who, immediately upon his attainment 
to Bucldhahood, begins to transhape, transmute, 
and transvert everything, until they are carried 
over to Nirvana, or total extinction. · This Nir
vana, then , or the absorption of the myriad worlds 
with all their contents into the bosom of th e 
chaotic void is the ultimate hope and culminating 
point of Buddhism. This tota l annihilation, this 
eternal death, this everlasting sleep in the grave 
of oblivion, is the consummation of Buddhist 
happiness , the highest heaven of the true be
liever. 

GAUTAMA, FROM A BUDDHISTIC STANDPOINT 

Siddartha is loo ked upon as the fourth Buddha 
in the present cycle of time. Very little tangible 
information can be gleaned about his life, for the 
reason that not till hundreds of years after his 
demise was anything concerning him committed 
to paper. The Sarasagraha says that "after the 
Nirvana of Buddha, for 450 years the text ;ind 
commentaries and all the works of Tathagata 
(Ga utama) were preserved and transmitted orallv, 
by learned )'riests ." If this be true, it prov~.5 
th at all the manuscripts illustrative of the life of 
Sakyamuni belong to the Christian era, a point 
to bear in mind, when the wonderful resemblance 
of Buddhism to Christianity in many things, 
makes it patent that one of the great masters was 
familiar with the tenets of the other. 

The Buddhists claim that their first books were 
composed in the latter part of the first century 
before Christ. But the claim cannot be substan
tiated , for Prof. Olden berg says that thesi; 
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writings "contain neither a biography of Buddha, 
nor the slightest trace of the former existence of 
any such work." Look as we will ir. the 
Lalita Vistara, the Book of the Great Decease, 
the Temee Jetu, the Mahavagga or any other of 
the Buddhist Scriptures, we cannot find a real 
life of Buddha, a life that bears upon its face those 
marks of credibility, which we note in the 
evangel's account of Jesus. All is extravagance, 
absurdity and tergiversation The eastern mind 
has no genius for the historical and chronological. 
It is either metaphysical or imaginative: and 
when it becomes discursive, it revels in the 

mysterious and marvelous 
Come we now to the Buddhist account of 

Gautama, as gleaned from the Jataka Book, the 
first part of which contains Siddartha 's life from 
his birth to his entrance upon his public mission 
as a religious teacher. Rhys Davids refers this 
book to the third century before Christ. 

For a vast number of years, the Bodhisat had 
a strong desire to become a Buddha. To this end 
he toiled and moiled, suffered in silence, and en
dured with patience all manner of misfortune, 
tribulation and adversity. At last his mother 
bore hirn in the shape of a white elephant. His 
birth was heralded by the angels, who received 
the infant prodigy in a golden net, while four 
kings knelt in hom;ige and placed him on a mat 
of antelope skin . An archangel held a white 
canopy over him, and another followed the . 
Divine One with the fan and other ensigns of , 

royalty. 
Advancing seven steps, Buddha shouted : 

"I am the chief of the world." Like the 
Messiah, Buddha had certain marks to distinguish 
him. The Buddhist Scriptures refer to 32 prin
cipal and 80 secondary characteristics. It would 
appear, judging by some of these notes , that 
Gautama had an admixture of Negro blood in 
him: for he is said ·to h~ve had black, crisp, 
curly hair, a heel of extraordinary length, and 
the prognathous jaw of the African. The 
Jatakas and the Lalita Vistara go on to relate a 
series of most absurd stories about his young 
manhood: such as the tale of his wonderful 
shooting for a wife, the well-known story of the 
four visions, his great renunciation of all the 
splendors of the world , his escape, his dreadful 

temptation, his attainment to Buddhahood, his 
first converts, and his return home to the palace 

of his father. 
Suffice it to notice here his great temptation , 

and then we pass on to consider the historical 
Buddha . Many anti-christian writers have made 
a great ado about this legend, insinuating that 
Christ imitated Buddha in the instance of his 
temptation . Now the fact is, that in the early 
Pali texts which contain the doctrines of primitive 
Buddhism, there is not 0ne word with regard to 
the story, nor any mention ot Mara the hideous 

tempter. 
.The Lalita Vistara gives the following highly 

colored account of the temptation: "Seated 
under th e Bo-tree, Gautama made this vow: 
'Here on this seat, m :1y m y body dry up and my 
flesh dissolve, if I raise myself from this seat be
fore I attain Buddhahood ' 

"The 'Evil One commrnded Gautam ;1 to leave 
the tree and speak to him . Upon his refusal to 
do so, the Wicked One drew his sword from its 
scabbard and called out: •Rise up, as I order. 
Obey me, or be cut to pieces!' Then the spirits 
of darkness hurled the giants of the forest and 
mountains of flames at the Bodhisat. Hissing 
fire-balls hurtled through the air, immense masses 
of iron, and terrible javelins , dipped in poison 
Serene and unperturbed the Buddha withstood 
all the assaults of the demons, diverting the 
course of the j:ivelins and causing the fire-bolts to 
fall in a blush of flowers at his feet. 

Then Gautama invoking Brahma , and all the 
Buddhas that live at the ten horizons , smote the 
ground until it rocked as with an earthquake, 
and prayed th;it the gods might disperse the 
crew of Krishna Immediately the horses , 
chariots and elephants of the infernal army were 
overturned and shattered; and the imps, fiends, 
and hell-cats of the tempter dispersed ." 

Such was the famous temptation of Buddha, 
full of absurdity and extravagance. How widely 
different this lurid description from the simple 
story of Christ 's temptation, as narrated in the 

gospel! 
Pantagruel, the hero of that holy harlequin , 

Fran cis Rabel,iis, never went through such won
derful adventures as the Buddhist Books ascribe 

to Gautama. 
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BUDDHA, CONSIDERED HISTORICALLY. 

Let us now look upon the Buddha of history. 
In such a maze of mystery, fable, fiction, and 
contradiction is the life of Gautama involved that 
it is no matter of wonderment that Kern and 
Senart doubt the existence of the man altogether, 
trying to explain it by a solar myth. Prof. Wil
son also doubts it. 

As to the time of Buddha's birth, there is a 
discrepancy, between the earliest and latest dates, 
of over 2,000 years . We have thirty different 
statements on the subject: some Buddhist writers 
in Thibet assigning 2422 B. C. as the time of his 
nativity, others in China, fixing upon the year 
1 1 30 B. C. as the correct date; and othersome in 
India bringing it down as late at 220 B. C. 

It is generally conceded that he was born 
about the fifth century before Christ, at a place 
one hundred miles north of Benares, India. 
According to some authors, Buddha was the son 
of a wealthy landowner, with no claim to king
hood. According to others, he was the son of 
Muhee-putee, king of Benares. This is Ward's 
view in his History of the Hindoos . Others 
again, maintain that he was the son of Suddho
dana, a raja in Kapilavastu, 100 miles north of 
Benares. Such is the opinion of men like Dr. 
Findlater and Rhys Davids. The Buddha 's in
dividual name was Siddartha, his family name 
Gautama, while the name of his moth er was 
Maya. 

The stories of his conception by the Holy 
Ghost, his miraculous birth of the Virgin Maya, 
his presentation in the temple, and others of that 
complexion, are indubitably additions that the 
primitive Buddhists never dreamed of. Not an 
allusion is made to them in the early Pali texts. 
To an unbiased mind it is patent that the Bud
dhists rngrafted Christian ideas and manifold upon 
the original doctrine, according to their time
honored custom of assimilating GXotic thought, 
and giving it the semblance of indigenous. Be 
it understood that the Hindoos of Buddha·s time 
were well acquainted with the Jewish prophecies: 
for the Jews scattered throughout all India, 
everywhere i::arried their Sacred Books. And be 
it remembered, too, that the Buddhists who 
wrote the Stories of Buddha in the Jatakas and 
the Lalita Vistara were familiar with the tenets 

and traditions of Christianity, as carried irito 
India by St. Bartholomew and his companions. 

Early in life, Gautama married his cousin 
Yasodara: and according to tradition he had 
many other wives. It is said that when about 
twenty-nine, becoming convinced of the vanity of 
earthly things, he donned the garb of an ascetic, 
abandoned his wife and child, and placed him
self under the tutorship of two Brahmans, who 
indoctrinated him in the wisdom of their own 
philosophy. This did not satisfy him, however; 
and perhaps, ac tuated by a desire to found a new 
system of philosophy, like Zeno the Greek, after 
exhausting the knowledge of his masters, he set 
up an eclectic school. Attaching himself to a 
company of five ascetics, Buddha began his 
famous fast. Sitting in the grilling glare of the 
sun, he gradually reduced his daily allowance of 
food to one grain of rice. He tortured his body, 
overmuch, in other ways also, but not finding 
that peace and placidity which he looked for, he 
abandoned his . new-found friends, and betaking 
himself to the Bo-tree sat there in meditation 
until he acquired the gift of " perfect enlighten
ment." 

This knowledge consists in the recognition and 
acceptance ofthes e four so called verities: present 
existence is merely a link in an endless chain of 
transmigrations; all existence involves suffering 
of some sort: the human race can be delivered 
from pain and sorrow only by the extinction of 
all desire: the desire for life therefore is inordinate, 
and is to he deprecated as the basal principle of 
all evil: surcease of suffering can be effected only 
by the severance of all family ties, and inexorable 
self-repression. 

At first it is said Buddha contemplated resting 
in inaction-for this is the Hindoo's ideal of hap
piness-but Brahma appea red to him and made 
it mandatory for him to preach the new doctrine. 

Becoming an itinerant, · Buddha preached his 
first sermon to a band of ascetics at Benares. 
The Mahavagga tells us that in his discourse he 
deprecated a life given to se nsu;i lity as tending to 
brutify, and a life of self-abnegation as useless; 
then he expatiated on ;i golden mean, the famous 
eight-fold path that leads to perfect enlighten
ment and final extinction of all desire and suffer
ing. Buddha also expounded and dilated upon 
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the four noble truths, which are the cardinal 
points of his whole doctrine. These succinctly 

stated are: 
1st. All existence whether on earth or in 

heaven involves pain and suffering. 
2d. All suffering is caused by lust or desire of 

three kinds : sensual pleasure, wealth, or ex

istence. 
3d. Cessation of suffering is simultaneous with 

extinction of lust , craving and desire . 
4th Extinction of lust, etc ., and cessation of 

suffering are accomplished by perseverance in the 
noble eight-fold path: Right belief, right resolve, 
right speech, right work, right livelihood, right 
training, right mindfulness, right mental concen
tration. Buddha then concluded with the well
known dictum, with which, like Cato's Carthago 
delenda est, he terminated all his preachments: 
"Whatsoever is subject to origination is subject 
also to the condition of cessation " 

BUDDHA'S DEATH. 

Even accord ing to the Buddhist Books, Gauta
ma died from partaking too freely of a dish of 
pork prepared for him by the wealthy smith, 
Kunda Instead of dying the sublime death of a 
martyr, of a Christ, pouring out his precious 
blood for the redemption of hum ankind , this 
fanatic or fakir, whichever you please to call him , 
died the ignoble death of a glutton Be it re
membered, too, th at one of his commandments 
forbade the killing of an anima l; and much more 
the eating of the same : but yet, withal, this man 
who fulminated all his life against desire, sensu
.1lity, gluttony , etc., died from the effects of a 
dinner that would far better become a sybarite 
than an anchorite. 

The body was cremated . The Maha-parinib-
bana Suttana ascribes the time of his death to the 
year 420 B. C. 

HIS DOCTRINES. 

Buddha was a pessimist that saw nothing but 
evil in the world. His system was pantheistic, 
or more correctly, atheistic. According to his 
belief there was no primordial deity, no self
existent and etern:il God, no omnipotent Creator. 

A few prelusive remarks on Buddhist meta
physics will make it evident why Buddha 
eliminated the idea of God, of Providence, from 
his philosophy. His system was a negative one. 

Like Pyrrho, like Berkeley, he taught that all 
objects are illusory or subjective, the mere 
efformations of our own mind. Everything is 
intra-mental : there are no extra-mental objects. 
Hence, who speaks of things existing indepen
dently . of us, speaks unphilosophically. The 
universe of things, therefore, is a category of 
names without anything whatsoever corres
ponding to them: and the direct resultant of such 
a system is the denial of everything apart from 
self. The highest knowledge consists in the 
knowledge that nothing can be known. Hence, 
if ideas have no counterpart nothing to cor
respond with them outside the idea ting principle, 
Buddha must needs deny the objectivity of God. 

Consistent with his theory of ideation, then, 
Gautama denied the existence of any superior 
deity, claiming that he himself was the greatest 
person in the universe. "In the world of gods, 
I have no equal," says he, " 1 am the most noble 
being in the world, the irrefutable teacher, the 
sole, all-pervasive Buddha." 

Gautama recognized, however, the various 
gods of the Hindoo pantheon: but these gods 
with the exception of Mara , the principle of evil, 
were supposed to be good Buddhists of a former 
time. They were little better than lay-figures. 
Few loved them , and fewer feared th em. Like 
mortals they were liable to death: and from the 
state of a god in hea ven , they might through 
trdnsmigration, be reduced to the ~ate of the 
most insignificant animal. Even Brahm a, the 
principal god, was not exempt from the iron law 
of Karma. From a deity to a donkey is a great 
descent, but in the Buddhist mind such a thing is 
not connected with the idea cif the ridiculous. 

POLYTHEISM. 

The radical atheism of Buddha induced a belief 
in polytheism. As the seed, deeply planted in 
the loam, struggles toward the light, until finally 
it bursts the clod and puts forth its cotyledons to 
the sun; so does the human heart buried in the 
dungeon of darkness, long to break its shackles, 
and come forth into the love and the light of the 
all-pervasive God. 

The mind may be entertained with theories, 
but the needs of the heart must be satisfied with 
truths. This Buddha soon found out: for though 
he could direct the thoughts of the man, he could 



108 NIAGARA RAINBOW. 

not control or transform his feelings, his sympa
thies. And these sympathies, these affections of 
the heart, since they could not go out to a su
preme and omnipotent God created for themselves 
a multitude of inferior deities, to which they did 
homage and obeisance. Accordingly Buddhism 
became polytheistic, its gods being multifarious. 

The primitive Buddhists mostly worshipped 
Indra. Agni, the fire-god, and Antaka, god of 
death, found numerous votaries also. To coun
teract the influence of the gods, a number of 
demons were conceived, who like the Greek 
Titans were always at war with the powers 
above. These were called the Asuras. 

In addition to these devils, there were other 
malignant demons called Pisacas: and a multi
tude of Rakshasas, or man-eaters. Belief in 
ghosts and goblins was universal, the Hindoo 
mind giving them gigantic forms and terrific ap
pearances. These beings were the Pretas of 
whom we read so much in Buddhist legend. 

Idolatry was the inevitable outcome of such 
a system; and it went to an extravagant length. 
The priests cosened and deceived the people 
right and left They made statues that seemed 
to talk, roll the eyes, lift the hands, and nod the 
head; and otherwise worked on the superstitions 
of the ribble -rabble to an incredible extent. This 
idolatry became so gross that both animate and 
inanimate things were actually worshipped. 
Even Buddha committed himself to these iniquit
ous practices. "He who worships the pipal-tree, 
will receive the same reward as if he worshipped 
me" said Gautama; and for centuries the pipal
tree has been an object of actual worship in 
Buddhist countries. The fetishism of Africa is 
not more degrading than the rank idolatry that 
stigmatizes Buddhism. 

THE SOUL. 

In the system of Buddha there is no place for 
the soul. Man, for two consecutive minutes, is 
never the same; hence there is no a biding prin
ciple within him. 

In the Sabbasava Sutta, Gautama speaking of 
delusions, characterizes belief in the soul as the 
greatest of all hallucinations: 

"This, brethren, is called the walking in delu
sion; the puppet show of delusion; the writhing 
of delusion; the fetter of delusion. Bound, breth-

ren, with the fetter of delusion, the ignorant, un
converted man becomes not free from birth, de
cay, and death: from sorrows, lamentations, 
pains, griefs, and from expedients, I say he does 
not become free from pain " 

Belief in the soul, therefore, is reprobated as 
something heretical in the ethics of Buddhism. 
The true Buddhist believes only in karma, that is 
the merit or demerit that determines the future 
happiness or unhappiness of a being in his tn,ns
migrations, and which passes, at the time of 
death, from one body into another. It is the 
karma, and the upadana (that is, the clinging to 
existence), which is the link connecting the series 
of bodies which one passes through in his pro
gress to the ultimate goal, Nirvana . 

The absurdity of this doctrine is patent to 
everybody but a Buddhist. He cannot perceive 
the inconsistency of the statements that man has 
not a soul, and yet has a personality, a karma. 
He cannot perceive the utter fatuity of the belief 
that man can remember his experiences in former 
states of existence, and yet have no conscious 
principle, passing on from one form of being 
into another. This leads us to speak of 

TRANSMIGRATION. 

The doctrine of transmigration is anterior to 
Buddhism itself, and was taught centuries be
fore GautamJ, by the Brnhmans, who derived it, 
in all probability, from the Egyptians. Belief in 
transmigration is taught in the early poems of 
the Rig-Veda , poems which, according to Sir 
Monier-Williams, Barthelemy St Hilaire, Wilson 
and others, date back to 1500 B. C. 

Transmigration teaches that when a man dies 
his soul passes into some other creature born to 
receive it, and then goes the round of existence 
in earth, water and air. This cycle of life for the 
soul was supposed to take place once in three 
thousand years. This is transmigration according 
to the Egyptians. The Buddhists however, 
ignoring the soul, taught that instead of trans
migration of spirit, there was a transmigration of 
character or personality. How this was really 
effected they do not say. That which connects 
individuals in the chain of existence is called 
karma. Karma is nothing else than the merit or 
demerit of a man's actions in life: in other words, 
his character, though many Buddhists speak of it 

:c .. 
0.. 
5· 
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vaguely as if they attached no definitive meaning 
to it. 

When a man, angel or brute died, another 
being was produced in a more or less painful 
state according to the karma of the being that 
died. Every man believed, then, that he was the 
cause of his own WM, for it was the iniquity of 
his preceding life that was the cause of his misery 
in this . And the priests to enrich their coffers, 
declared that if a man was liberal and generous 
to the clerics in this life, . his karma would pass 
into a higher form of existence in the next. 

In the 7th book, calleJ the Jatakas, of the nine 
Dhammas which constitute the Buddhist Scrip
tures , Buddha is said to have had 555 different 
births. He was born once as a frog, once as a 
gambler, and again as a dog : once more as a 
snake-charmer. Twice was he born as a rat and 
a pig; and very often as a jackal, a crow, and a 
fish . Eighty -three times he was born as an an
chorite, and eighty-five times as a king He 
came into the world four times as a bull , a horse, 
an eagle, and a peacock: five times a slave , six 
times an elephant, ten times a lion, and eighteen 
times as a mo11key . 

In these Jatakas is a story so like King Solo
mon ·s judgment, that in the estimation of many 
eminent scholars , Buddha must have borrowed 
the tale from the Jews, who infested the cities of 
Hindostan about his time. We subjoin the story 
as the Buddhists have it: 

" A woman carrying her child went to the 
future Buddhist's tank to wash. And having first 
bathed the chi ld, she descended into the water to 
bathe herself Then Yakshini (a wicked genius) 
seeing the child, had a craving to eat it. And 
taking the form of a woman, she drew near and 
asked the mother: 'Friend, that is a very pretty 
child; i.,; it one of yours?" Being told that it was. 
she asked if she might nurse it. This being al
lowed, she nursed it a little, and then carried it 
off But when the mother saw this, she ran 
after her, and caught hold of her, crying out : 
'Where are you taking my child?' The Yakshini 
boldly said: 'It is mine! ' And so quarre ling they 
passed the door of the future Buddha's judgment 
hall Hearing the noise , he sent for them, and 
after inquiring into the matter, he asked if they 
would abide by his decision . 

"They agreed to do so, and he then had a line 
drawn on the ground, and told the Yakshini to 
take hold of the chi ld 's arms, ·and the mother to 
take hold of its legs. 'The child,' said he, 'shall 
be hers who drags him over the line.' 

"But as soon as they pulled him, the mother 
seeing how he suffered, grieved as if her heart 
would break, and letting him go, she stood there 
weeping. 

' Then the future Buddha asked the bystanders : 
'Whose hearts are tender to babes: those who 
have borne children, or those who have not?' 

"And they answered: '0 Sire! the hearts of 
mothers are tender. ' " 

J. E. JOHNSTONE. 

(TO BE CONTINUEO.) 

:a IDo-gage to tbe <rape. 
By Charles DuVal. 

(Obtained through the courtesy of the religious of the Institute of Mary, 
Loretto Convent, Pretoria , Transvaa l ; the sole possessors of the complete 
edition of ''News of the Camp," fo r w hi ch it was written, and w hich, in dy
ing, the writer bequeathed to them.) 

ON THE ROAD TO SOUTH AFRICA-SOUTHAMPTON 

WATER-PLYMOUTH SOUND-THE BAY OF Bl~CAY. 

" Adieu , adieu, my native shore 
Fades o'er the waters blue." 

1f Tis pleasant there is at least somebody, if 
only a poet, who can thus bid farewell to 

th.e land of his birth, but had the writer of the 
above lines enjoyed the companionship ;f the 
voyagers in the good ship Nubian, lea ving South
ampton on the 20th of November, in the year of 
grace 1879, he w0uld have seen but little blue 
w ater to inspire his po etical ideas as he took a 
hist retrospective gaze at "Old England on our 
lee." A blinding shower of snow, impelled by 
a cutting nor'east wind, whose every blast 
searched through the marrow, in spite of outer 
covering of fri eze ulster and tiger-skin rug, was 
too stern a reminder of the reality of existence to 
permit the ideal to take the field in the mind's 
eye, as we steamed away on the road to South 
Africa . 

A gle;im of delusive sunshine broke for a few 
moments, as though a smi le of mockery cast in 
derision by the Amerirnn weather prophet in the 
polar regions , who was evidently forwarding in 
(:old haste the extra sleet, snow, and " wintry 
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wind" which the denizens of the Arctic Zone 
could most easily spare for others' uses . 

Taking advantage, however, of a momentary 
break in the snow storm, I looked leftwards to 
discover, if possible, the ruins of Netley Abbey, 
and, pacing the deck to and fro, recalled the 
lines of Ingoldsby, wherein he says: 

I saw thee, Netley. as the sun 
Beneath the western wave 

Was sinking slow, and a golden glow 
To thy roofless towers he gave. 

An honest tar, actuated, I sadly fear, by the wish 
which is said to be father t0 the thought, pointed 
out the ruins for my edification, but, alas and 
alack, my landsman's eyes were all too dull to 
pierce the low-lying haze, that seemed, as it 
were, to form a winding sheet for this long head
land running out to the sea. This tar, enveloped 
in sea boots, oilskin coat, and "sou'-wester," had 
but an hour before, attired in full uniform of blue, 
been negotiating a small matter of a bunch 
of violets with a young lady of Southampton, 
who had evidently come to the dock to say 
farewell. Why men select the profession of a 
sailor, with all its attendant hardships, partings, 
long absence, dangers, and deprivations, is a 
problem it will take a much clearer head than 
mine to work out to a successful solution. 

While meditating thus, our ship steamed on, 
and we arrived in due course at Plymouth Sound, 
where, after a delay of four hours beyond the ap
pointed time, the mail tender arrived, and having 
taken on board the various communications 
addressed to our cousins in South Africa, the 
anchor weighed, the screw revolved, and we bid 
good-bye to that little i le upon whose dominion 
the orb of day is said never to set. 

Have you ever seen the Eddystone Lighthouse 
standing out alone and solitary, miles and miles 
away from land, a guardian of the deep, keeping 
watch and ward, warning the mariner of sunken 
rock and hidden reef, its glittering beacon like 
the great eye of England, greeting the coming, 
speeding the parting guest? 

If you have not, and possess a train of fancies, 
its utter isolation, the wild storms that dash over 
it, the light it sheds, rippling on the rising and 
falling waves, together with the fact of people 
residing for months at a time upon it, will, when 

your opportunity offers, afford ample food for re
flection, and the awakening of hidden thought. 

Throb! throb! throb! splash! splash! splash! 
engine and screw in joint co-partnership speed 
along the gallant ship-miles which now we 
count by units will soon increase to tens, the 
tens to hundreds, the hundreds to thousands be
fore our course is finished, our voyage completed. 

A fine vessel, a good commander, a splendid 
crew, a liberal table, stewards and serving men 
all attention. Why am I not happy? Can it be 
that coming events are casting a darkened 
shadow over my gastric region? Is it that 
Biscay Bay of evil renown is the fly in the 
treacle of my present hour? Sea-sickness, avaunt! 
Ocean, thou mighty monster, I defy thee! 

Steam is an excellent thing in its way. It 
se,1ds the iron horse careering along at sixty 
miles an hour; it drives the stately ship through 
the waves at fourteen to eighteen knots; the 
spindles of the manufactory fly in unison at its 
command; the sheets of the newspaper roll off 
victoriously 20,000 per sixty minutes; it is useful 
in several ways, I admit, but when it wakens 
you in your berth aboard ship, by bursting the 
hot-air pipe in your cabin, producing the sensa
tion of semi-suffocation, allied to compressed 
Turkish bath, I hold that steam is a mockery, a 
delusion, and a snare. Such, however, was my 
second night's experience on the voyage, and 
until the main supply tap was turned off, I 
enjoyed the privilege of a more close study of 
the more intimate effects of steam upon the 
human subject. 

But yet another misery !-well did you say, old 
Eccles, " how much more sharper than a serpent's 
folds it is, to have a toothless child"-the steam 
is turned off, and quietude once more obtains, 
when lo! the early morning air (four o'clock) is 
laden with the gum-distracted lamentations of a 
young gentleman of very tender years, engaged 
upon a somewhat necessary, if likewise disagree
able. operation of cutting his teeth. He is temp
orarily quiet. 1 secure opportunity to seek repose 
once more. I begin to dream , the throb of the 
engine suggests all sorts of things to my steam
child disordered imagination . "Now, go care
ful," •·Mind the rock, sir, " "Hunkey Dorum," 
and a thousand and one equally fanciful sayings 
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flit through my dreaming brain, when suddenly 
the squall rises t1gain, and routed sleep completes 
the evacuation of my wearied brain. 

Day dawns; the sun in morning wrapper of 
many hues rises in crimsoned streaks on the 
horizon, and we are informed that we are rapidly 
approaching that part of the voyage most dreaded 
by persons whose digestive organs are not in 
strict accord with the "m .)tion of the ocean," in 
fact, in an hour's time we shall be in the Bay of 
Biscay. It may be th_at the adage ''give a dog a 
bad name," etc., has been applied to this portion 
of the watery hemisphere, as with the exception 
of a somewhat pronounced swell there was little 
evidence of that evil repute, which has rendered 
''the Bay" a bete noire to the nervous sea traveller. 
So comparatively calm was the sea as to call 
forth at the breakfast table the congratulations of 
the captain on seeing the guests at his board so 
well represented. 

How absolute a commander of a ship is, in his 
limited world, monarch of all he surveys within 
the bulwarks, from bow to taffrail, and great is 
his power for good or ill, especially regarding the 
comforts of his passengers. It was our good 
fortune to find in the person of our commander, 
"a guide, philosopher, and friend" who com
bined many desirable attributes and whilst ex
hibiting much affability of disposition, and great 
appreciation of the first principles of fun and 
humour, still maintained the all-important impress 
of authority necessary to a position of responsi
bility and command. An unlooked-for event 
happened the second day of crossing the Bay of 
Biscay-notably, the sudden death of one of the 
fore-cabin passengers, and the next day being 
Sunday, instead of the usual morning service of 
the Church of England being performed, the 
burial service of the same ritual was read, and 
the remains of the deceased man committed to 
the deep. 

A funeral at sea-clang! clang! clang !-slowly 
and solemnly rings out the bell, its sound answered 
by the splash of the waters as the good ship 
moves along, responsive to her screw and sail
for she carries a f~ir amount of canvas, steamer 
though she be. All the officers and crew, in full 
uniform, are mustered for'ad, and the service for 
the dead is duly spoken by the captain, as the 

bearers carry the body to the vessel's side. 
There, enwrapt in the Union Jack, the fl ag which 
has floated triumphantly over countless deeds of 
daring and valour, performed by his countrymen 
in every sea and every clime, lie the mortal 
remains of one who but an hour before was 
talking wildly of vengeance on the Zulus of 
South Africa, whom, it appears, he held responsible 
for the death of a brother in the late war. The 
text "vengeance is mine, saith the Lord, " was 
never more fully exemplified than now. At the 
words, "commit this body to the deep," the 
remains are slipped overboard from the stretcher, 
and, heavily weighted with shot, sink, to rise 
no more-'' without a grave, uncoffined, and 
unknown." Apropos of this unpleasant event, a 
story went the rounds of crew and passengers, 
that a shark had been seen following the vessel 
for a day or two previous, but as the rumor 
originated amongst the former, and as Jack is 
universally a superstitious animal, and as we 
heard nothing a bout it until after this occurrence, 
I confess I allied myself with the sceptics, who 
severely doubted the truth of the story, though 
it gained credence with many from its blood
curdling sentiment. There is no doubt the 
public do most thoroughly enjoy a ghoul-like 
dish, well seasoned with horrors 

Sunday evening brought church service, the 
captain officiating, assisted by the ship's surgeon, 
a Scottish musical enthusiast, as organist. The 
bell calling the people to church out on the bosom 
of the broad Atlantic, was so full of home 
suggestions, that many passengers, probably 
those who had never before left home, kindred, 
friends, and associations, felt a strong emotion 
rising in their hearts, and as the brazen call rang 
out in purest tones, it awakened vivid re
collections of many a house of prayer, in the cosy 
vales of England, the green slopes of Ireland, the 

'heather-clad hills of Scotland, or the sun-dried 
plains of South Africa, where they were wont to 
assemble on the seventh day "to keep it holy. " 

MADEIRA SIGHTED-IN THE BAY-AMONG THE 

ROLLERS-A SQUALL. 

On Wednesday, the 26th of November, we 
sighted the island of Madeira , famed for good 
climate, and indifferent wine. In approaching it 
we p~~~~g \W9 ~mailer islands, which may be 
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fairly described as satellites, namely Porto Santo 
,1nd the Desertas, the latter looking like a huge 
turtle squatted on the water. As we steamed up 
more immediately near to Madeira, we discovered 
the upper portions of the island were heavily 
enveloped in mist, its mountain peaks struggling 
through the clouds, which broke and rent as the 
boisterous wind drove them along before it A 
small rocky promontory first met the eye, sur
mounted by sharp points and lying low in the 
immediate foreground, a picturesque object Ap
proaching the shore the breeze freshe~ed consid
er Jbly, so much so that all idea of landing pass
engers or taking mails, until the sea calmed 
down, had to be abandoned. We consequently 
rolled about in Funchal Bay, and thinking how 
nice the town looked from the ship, wished 
most heartily for the opportunity of judging 
whether the ship looked equally as well from the 
town. 

Madeira belongs to Portugal, and one of the 
strongest sentiments that exhibits itself i"n the 
good people of that nation, appears to be the 
desire to follow the example of their great grand. 
sires to the very letter, and whose motto is or 
should be status quo. As a n,1tural consequence 
there is no attempt at anything-like harbor accom
modation- a breakwater is not thought of- and 
you can scarcely call it a pier, the shelf of wall 
that does duty for a landing place. We felt the 
want of a harbor on this occasion sadly, and we 
thought with feelings of the deepest reverence on 
Holyhead, Kingstown, and a few other places 
w·here the triumph of engineering man has con
verted the comparatively open sea into a wall
bound dock . 

While we were engaged in singing, " Thou art 
so near and yet so far" to the town of Funchal, 
which, by the way, is the chief town of the 
Island, let us try as well as the roaring waves 
and piLhing vessel will permit, to take a word
picture of the scene before us. There lies the 
town, -built almost entirely of white houses ex
tending up from the shore, and scattered away 
in patches, until the fringe breaks, and the habi
tations stand here, there, and everywhere up the 
mountain sides, like outposts on duty, keeping a 
bright look out for the main body below. The 
packground is extremely b~a~tiful, as mountains 

rising from the water's edge are broken into 
clefts and fissures, and mottled with colored 
patches of red, green, or grey, the whole pre
senting a charming picture, the arrangement of 
which has lain with the artist Nature, and well 
he has completed his work. With a good glass 
small objects are discernible, and one of the most 
picturesque effects is that of an old fort standing 
to the left, on the Loo Rock, the surrounding sea 
forming a natural moat, which, no doubt, ren
dered it a somewhat impregnable fortress in the 
days of long ago. 

It is futile, however, to devote much attention 
to a description of the scene, as a rising wind, 
heavy sea, and coming squalls are not assistants 
to a graphic exposition by pen or pencil, and 
such are the agreeable adjuncts of Funchal Bay. 

It is interesting to watch the movements of a 
brig:mtine and schooner doing their level best to 
get away to the open sea in the teeth of half a 
gale of wind blowing right inshore. Tack after 
tack, now to the right, now to the left, goes the 
brigantine, followed closely by the schooner, 
who evidently thinks example better than pre
cept, now pinnacled high upon the rising billows, 
now half-mast down in the trough of the sea, 
the waves dashing in foam over her bows, every 
rise showing her brown painted side, intersected 
by a thin streak of white, her sails wet with 
spray, glittering brilliantly in the flashes of sun 
that occasionally brt>ak through the angry clouds 
above . The sea, as we get more directly op
posite the town, becomes a paler green, heavy 
clouds darken the background and envelop the 
mountain It is decided that we must put out to 
sea and run at half speed against the wind to ride 
the gale out, which desideratum is expected by 
the knowing ones in less than twenty-four hours ' 
time, when it is proposed to return to Madeira, 
and effect a landing, more moderate wind and 
calmer weather permitting. This decision must 
have been particularly agreeable to one of our 
passengers, who was quietly viewing his house, 
garden , and possibly his "cousins and his aunts," 
on shore, with the prospects of renewing their 
acquaintance, a matter for future hope. We 
also had a couple of voyagers whose nervous 
dispositions were so markedly exhibited that 
~hey declared if the oppgftµnity ~id offer f?f 
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landing, they would embrace it, and return to 
England by next steamer homeward bound, and 
they most religiously kept their word, as far as 
the landing was concerned. 

OFF MADEIRA-FUNCHAL AND ITS ENVIRONS. 

" The tables full ! Here is a place reserved, " 
was the exclamation and reply at the banquet 
where Macbeth was interviewed by the obliging 
spirit of the defunct Banquo. Had the Thane of 
Fife and Cawdor dropped in at our dinner table 
off Madeira, l:e would have found several places 
reserved, but few occupied; indeed. it would 
seem as though the majority of our passengers 
had suddenly become vegetarians, or thought it 
wise to propitiate heaven by a thorough and 
complete fast. 

Do you know what a fiddle is ? Why. of 
course, a violin ! Ah, yes, that is all very well 
on land, but a fiddle at dinner on board ship is a 
very different instrument, and displays a decided 
appreciation of harmony by preventing that en
joyable work becoming a medley of the direst 
confusion . From the "overture •· of soup, 
through the "introduction" of enlree, the "grand 
Marceau" of remove, the "variations" of rele-ves, 
pastries, and dessert, to the ' ' finale " of coffee 
and toothpicks, the "fiddle" plays an important 
part. 

It is possible that many whose experiences of 
sea travelling have been limited to a cross channel 
run from Holyhead to Kingstown, or Dover to 
Calais, may not be personally acquainted with 
the manifold virtues of this estimable instrument. 
It consists of a series of wooden frames, affixed 
to the dining tables, and constructed to hold 
plate, teacup, tumbler and wineglass, as it is 
conceded that it is healthier and better to 
swallow your soup, to drink your tea, and sip 
your wine, than to have the first precipitated 
into your shirt front, the second cataracted upon 
your knees, or the last distributed generously 
over your wearing apparel, all of which pleasing 
results would be rendered extremely probable in 
a lively sea. were it not for the safeguard 
afforded by the fiddle. Can you, therefore, 
wonder at the space I have taken up to sing the 
praises of this most necessary accompaniment to 
a satisfactory dinner on the mighty ocean's 
rollers ? 

After a particularly bad night, we returned to 
Madeira ,and cast anchor in the Bay of Funchal, 
close in to the town of that name. Going on 
deck I found a couple of boats alongside, full of 
the amphibious youth of Funchal, who ever and 
anon would dive. and with marvellous celerity, 
almost invariably bring up any coins which our 
more sportively-inclined voyagers threw into the 
water. 

The frog is generally admitted to be a fairly 
good swimmer, the seal is not too bad, the por
poise somehow manages to keep an end up in 
the watery element, but the Portuguese boy of 
Madeira combines the ability of the trio in his 
reptile and fish-like propensities, to which he has 
super-added that virtue said to be concentrated 
in lawyers and money-lenders, namely: a just 
appreciation of the root of all evil and as much as 
ever he can get of it 

Governmtnt and Customs officers come off to 
our vessel to . interrogate us, receive mails, etc. 
The officials representing the Portuguese nation, 
sit enveloped in boat cloaks and cowls, looking 
like a couple of monks of the olden time; that 
illusion is, however, soon dispelled as they 
cheerily interchange greetings, in well spoken 
English, with our worthy commander, bobbing 
about at the ship's side the while, for ,1 surging 
swell, a consequent of the previous night's gale, 
is the order of the morning in Madeira waters 

By the time the examination is concluded, a 
crowd of boa ts surround the ship, each manned 
by Portuguese sailors, sinewy of arm and bronzed 
of vi sage. The " tar" is much the same thing 
"al l the world around, " whether you call him 
Jack at Portsmouth , Je:in at C.ilais, or Juan at 
Madeira . The family resemblance of followers 
of the se.1 still obtains, and clime, creed, or 
country cannot obliterate it. His honesty, how
ever, though much praised at sea, is somewhat 
corrupted in harbor, the more so I fear at ports 
of call, where he exhibits in the capacity of 
waterman only, and hugs the shore in preference 
to the broader region of the great ocean's ex
panse . We found this to be the case on return
ing to the ship, as the boatmen refused to take 
us back for less than dJUble the price agreed 
upon, which extoqion brought forward some 
strong adjectives anent the honesty of the Madeira 
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boatmen from several incensed " 'Arrys," to 
whose ears the music of Bow Bells alone is sweet. 

These mariners of Funchal, however, exhibit 
no inferiority of physique to their confraternity 
elsewhere, in fact, they may be said to rather 
present a superiority in many points where 
agility and suppleness are required 

" Who is for the shore ?'' becomes at once a 
debatable question, receiving not a few affirma
tives from our more enterp rising passengers, who 
are quite willing to risk a probable ducking in 
landing, to leave untrodden the verdant slopes of 
the timber island , for such is the origin of its 
name-Madeira. 

A strong pull, and a pull all together, is neces
sary to bring our high-prowed boat through the 
swelling sea to the apo logy for a quay, which 
lies hidden behind the Loo Fort; and a consider
·able amount of athletic and judicious nerve is 
requisite to effect a landing when it is reached. 

Several of our party had the luxury of a sea 
bath up to the armpits, and anathemas both loud 
and deep, and pronounced with strong London 
accent, were hurled at ·Madeira, its arrangements 
in general , and the Portuguese in particular. 
The first objects that ;ittracted attention, after 
landing, were the bullock sleighs, wheeled vehi
cles being apparently unknown in this region , 
aJl'd indeed, owing to its conformation and style 
of paving, a hackney coach would be as much 
out of place there as a bicycle on an iceberg, or a 
codfish on a gravel walk . The streets, more or 
less hilly, are paved with sharp pieces of stone, 
through the interstices the grasses gro w without 
let or hindrance, and over which the runners of 
the sleighs glide with a fairly easy motion , to a 
most musical accompaniment of tinkling ox bells, 
each beast carrying o·ne of these " tintinnabulatory 
appendages" hung round his neck Another 
mode of conveyance is th e slung hammock at
tached " fore and aft" to a pole, borne on the 
shoulders of two men, with the third as a relief, 
an easy and pleasant means of compassing dist
ance for the occupant, but how about the bearers? 

Preferring Shank's mare to the slow but sure 
movem ents of the Madeira ox, our party was 
accompanied by a couple of guides through the 
narrow labyrinthine streets of Madeira's capital. 
How is it these guides crop up wherever there is 

anything to be seen, show n, or exhibited? Mar
vellously alike they appear to be, and automatic 
to a degree in their unvaried detail, impertu rbab le 
in manner, impenetrable as to humour, except 
the s tock allowance they let off for the benefit uf 
th e "conducted party, " and sublimely indifferent 
to most things but the inevitable " backsheesh" 
which forms the "Finis" to their books of infor
mation. 

Two of these parasitical plants had fixed their 
octopus arms arou nd our party the moment we 
landed, and clung on with a s ucker-like power it 
was impossible to shake off; a word in th eir 
favor, however, they carried baskets, chairs, 
fruit , drank a ll the wine left in the g lasses and 
bottles, dregs inclusive, and acce pted their gra
tuities without growlin g, or regarding the donor, 
as though they had received a mortal injury at 
his hand. 

Fruits ripened, 0owers _blooming, aroma an d 
perfume exhaled on every side; and this is winter, 
we are told ! It is difficult to credit the state
ment, with the warm sun rendering even moder
ate walking a work of serious import to our 
colder constitutions. Every second person met, 
carrying an umbrella or sunshade, adds to our 
difficulty, but when at length reason bids our 
acceptance of the fact, and we reflect upon the 
winter left behind us-the slush, the snow, th e 
sleet, th e cutting east wind, the northern blast, 
the rain, the mud, th e fog, and the ge neral dis
comfort of the British Kingdom during that sea
son-it does much to reconcile our feelings to 
temporary exi le, and we ag ree that they certain ly 
have the advantage of us in Madeira in the mat·
ter of November weBther arra ngem ents . 

OFF MADEIRA- FUNCHAL AND ITS ENVIRONS. 

The houses of Funchal are bui lt substantially
thick walls, and greyish-brown tiled roofs; th e 
reason, I presume, of the ex tra thick walls to 
buildings in warm climates is on th e same prin
ciple as the Irishman's frieze coat , which, he said , 
kept th e heat out in the sum mer and the cold out 
in the winter. All th e windows of the better 
class houses have Venetian sh utters; these, how
ever, as the sun was not excessive to the native 
born, were mostly th rown open, and we were 
occasiona lly favored with a g lance from some of 
the "weaker vessels," whom, I suppose, in gal-
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lantry, it is necessary to call the "fairer sex," 
though a strict sense of the truth would suggest 
that they were exceedingly brown and decidedly 
unprepossessing. Having visited the post-office, 
a primitive bui ldin g, loose boards on the stairs, 
absence of whitewash visible, and paint conspic
uous by its absence, we took a look at the 
Cathedral This building, one of the most im
portant in the tow n, is chiefly composed of large 
blocks of red and grey stone, and contains some 
magnificent altars and stations of the cross. The 
Roman Catholic religion is per se in Madeira an 
absol ute power Th ere can be but few persons 
of other denominations to dispute its sway. But 
one step brings us from the place where sins are 
most forgive n to that where punishments are 
meted out, namely, the town prison At the 
door a Portuguese soldier, clad in a uniform of 
black or dark g reen, somewhat resembling an 
English rifleman or Irish constable, stands, acting 
the part of Cerberus. If t!.e rest of the Portuguese 
army resemble thi few specimens that garrison 
Madeira, they are not calculated (if appearances 
mean anything) to strike terror into the hearts of 
their opponents, as a more miserable-looking. 
shambling, unsoldier like set I have seldom seen, 
except in a batch of militia recruits at th eir second 
parade. The interior of the prison , to which we 
were immediate ly ad mitted by the turnkey, 
without a word of question, was much on a par 
with the sentry outside, and the prisoners , who 
appeared to have nothing to work at, were 
penned in two rooms, one allotted to males, the 
other to females . They swarmed to the barred 
doors on the advent of stra ngers, and sm iled, 
nodded , and laughed agreeably-some of the 
ladies ap parently seemed desirous to create a 
favorab le impression on the susceptible hearts of 
our bachelor friends , and shot quite killing g lances 
through the iron grate at the more prepossessing 
members of our band . We went up two flights 
of stairs, but as we lost the perfume of the tropi
ca l fruits and 0owers th e higher we ascend ed, 
receiving therefor a substitute which our nasal 
organs refused to appreciate, we thought it bet
ter to give aforesaid organs an opportuni ty of in
haling the less mixed atmosphere outside. I 
may add that, hav ing had ten minutes ' experience 
of · the prison at Funchal, if stern and relentless 

fate should for any future time reserve Madeira as 
my dwelling place, while such sojourn obta ins I 
sha ll be specially careful to conform to the laws 
of the place, as I have little desire to re-make the 
acquaintance of the abode whose motto should 
be, "Cease to do evil, and learn to do well ." 

After running the gauntlet of numerous beg
gars, of which there are in Funchal as many 
specimens of the maimed, the halt, and the blind , 
as would cause the heart of a 'physiologist to 
throb with responsive emotion, we sought the 
market place. Whether it was that the winter 
season was adverse to the fruit crop, or whether 
the market resources had been specially strained 
I cai1 not say, but the fact was patent to a ll that 
the fruit market as a place wherein to buy fruit 
was a fraud. There were some corpulent mel
ons, a few half-ripe bananas, and some ye llow 
ora nges, whose gold en lustre paled by contrast 
with the more yellow cheeks of th e ancient 
basket-women who vended them T hese de
generate descendants of Mother Eve tempted our 
modern Adams in vain with the forbidding if not 
fo rbidd en fruit. It is but lair to add that alth ough 
the vines have latterly been a fail ure, and the 
produce of Madeira wines has consequently some
what decayed, th e island produces in due season 
tropical fruits in ' great abundance, and on our 
return to th e steamer we found the lun cheon 
table quite rich in a display of mangoes, bananas, 
melons, tomatoes, custard apples, etc , a change 
of diet much appreciated after a week out. 

It is a charmin g island, this Madeira, and it is 
no wonder that persons suffering from or threat
ened with chest complaints visit it as a hea lth 
resort. Thirty-five miles by twelve of beautiful 
scenery, lofty mountains, the Pico Ruivo stand
ing over 6,000 feet above the sea level ; remark
ab le valleys, amongst which the "Cumal," cleft 
by the hand of nature, sinks two thousand feet 
deep; mountain and va lley abou nding in tropical 
fruits, plants, and flowers of every scent, hue, 
an d variety; g irt round by massive walls of cliff ; 
the whole set in a glitterin g ocean where storms 
are few and winds seldom prevail; the god of 
day shining down upon the entire scene with a 
resp lendent power, and shedding over all that 
go lden hue, which adds a burnish to the ric hness 
of the picture. 
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As we are about to leave the shore a gentle 
shower of rain, like the tears of farewell, is wafted 
down from the mountain slopes, and as we add 
distance to lend its enchantment to the view--an 
exquisitely beautiful rainbow exhibits itself, and 
like the succeeding smile of hope, seems to be 
glowing with good wishes to cheer us on our 
way. 

LEA YING MADEIRA-CANARY ISLANDS-PEAK OF 

TENERIFFE. 

Charming as Madeira is, and delightful as the 
sensation of having something under foot more 
reliable than a plank or two may be, like all 
things in this mutable world, our visit must have 
an end, so receiving the benediction of our guides , 
and several buono Senores, in response for certain 
medallion portraits of Her Britannic Majesty, we 
returned to our good ship, lying anchored in the 
bay. On our arrival we found the quarter-deck 
converted into a bazaar, where a brisk business 
was being conducted by some enterprising 
tradesmen, in basket work, wicker chairs, silk
knitted shawls, work-boxes, Zodiac rings, photos 
of the island, etc. ; in point of fact, no oppor
tunity appeared to be lost of earning an honest 
penny. There was this peculiarity observable, 
that the prices asked were of such an amount as 
to admit of considerable reduction in closing the 
bargain; and although I scorn to impugn the 
rectitude of these insular vendors of home manu
factures, I personally succeeded in reducing the 
price of several articles I purchased as souvenirs, 
to exactly one half of the original one asked, and 
venture to throw out the suggestion to visitors 
to Funchal Bay, that as " plain figures on all 
goods " is not in vogue there, they need not 
flood the market with British gold . when silver 
will do equally as well. This reminds me that 
these traders, some of whom bear a strongly 
marked nasal resemblance to the lost tribes of 
Israel, will gladly exchange silver for gold; and on 
inquiring the cause, discovered that. the English 
gold sovereign would fetch 22s. silver coinage of 
Portugal, which explained the unknown quantity 
as exemplified in Funchal practice. 

The departure bell rings, and all is hurry-skurry 
to the ship"s side ; over which baskets of fruits, 
knick-knacks, and damageable articles are lowered 
to the boats alongside, whi_le less .delicate items, 

such as wicker-work tables and chairs, .go by 
the board without much hesitation, to take their 
chance of rescue from a watery home by the 
look-outs below. There is a noisy, racking 
sound as the donkey-engine weighs up our 
anchor, away we steam, and in a brief period of 
time Madeira, with its many varied attractions, 
and few counter ones, sinks bluely into the 
horizon, and, ere evening foils, is scarcely visible, 
even in faintest tracery, on the far-off sky line. 

Water! water! everywhere! There is nothing 
impresses upon the mind so much the immensity 
of the world we inhabit as a long sea voyage. 
As far as the eye can reach, for days and days 
together, nothing is seen to break the unvaried 
monotony of -sea and sky; not even a passing 
vessel dipping gradually down out of sight, first 
her hull vanishing, followed in turn by mainsail, 
topsail, and royals, until at last the little pennant 
fluttering at the highest point of her slender mast, 
is absorbed in the far-off distance. Hour after 
hour you may gaze around without such a vision 
passing before you, and when the multitude of 
craft of all countries, making their way over the 
ocean, is considered, it is truly astonishing how 
few are seen by voyagers at sea . 

The Canaries! land ho! on the port-quarter-
the first glimpse of the Canaries! Ladies of Great 
Britain, to whom the word canary will at once 
suggest a dear little feathered pet, _whose throat 
is ever ready to emit sweet sounds, or swallow 
sweet sugar at your will, had you caught sight 
with me of the Canaries of the South Atlantic, 
you would have seen little to remind you of your 
song bird and its lay. A giant mountain top, 
clad in whitest snow, rearing its pointed head 
far above the clouds which, mantle-like, encircled 
its base, and looking like the King of Winter 
seated upon his throne, his sceptre a glacier, his 
courier an avalanche. Such is the peak of Tene
riffe, rising like a huge sugar-loaf twelve thou
Saf!d feet above the sea, and on its topmost 
point, where now the snow lies white, was once 
a crater belching flame and smoke, whose fiery 
throes have rent a cavity more than a mile in 
width, and whvse depth it would be difficult to . 
tell. Teneriffe, or as the Spaniards call it, Tene
rifa, the chief of the Canary Islands, is, as may 
be supposed from the previous sentence, of vol-
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canic origin, in fact, a ridge of mountains of that 
character traverses the island, many of which at
tain enormous altitudes, though all fail to reach 
that of the magnificent Peak. It is a rocky coast, 
hard and inaccessible, and if it at all resembles 
one of its fellow-islands, which we skirted at a 
distance of a couple of miles, it must be a dis
agreeable place whereon to select a site for your 
suburban villa or country house, though it would 
doubtless prove the place of places for an anchor
ite's abode, or a misanthrope, to whom the world 
had become "flat and unprofitable." This is not 
a distinctive description of the island, however, 
as it is very fertile, a richness of soil resulting in 
no less than two, and often three harvests in the 
year. Fancy how the hearts of our British far
mers would rejoice at the thrice-reaped sheaves 
of golden grain, and how manfully Pat would go 
to work to dig up for the third time the "mealy 
potatoes" which are an Irishman's joy. These 
islands possess a history, too, and were known 
of old as the Fortunate Isles, though why, so
called history sayeth not. It is enough to know 
that so long back as 13 30, a Spanish or French 
vessel was driven to shore upon them, and that 
some seventy years later on they became a Span
ish possession, and have remained so since, 
more·s the pity. 

In passing Cape Verde, the most westerly 
point of the great African Continent, and, while 
skirting down towards Sierra Leone, heavy mists 
of heat were wafted from the shore, and some
times at eventide enveloped us in an atmosphere 
approaching in kind that dear old English fog 
we had left behind us, always supposing the lat
ter had been cooked up to the same temperature 
- 86 degrees in the shade. 

OUR AMUSEMENTS-APPROACHING THE EQUATOR. 

It is really wonderful how quickly time passes 
at sea, when weather is good and passengers en 
rapport; and it is also surprising the interest 
taken in things, that on shore, amid the hum of 
business and the clash of life, would be ignored , 
slighted, or noticed but to be passed over. 
Many, no doubt, will ask the qu ~stion as to how 
amusements are to be perpetuated in so limited a 
sphere. What are the ladies to do; they cannot 
go shopping and admiring this duck of a hat, or 
that love of a bonnet, there is no band promenade 

or bazaar to attend, there is scarcely an appreci
able amount of scandal, certainly not sufficient to 
keep conversation going for any length of time, 
therefore what is to be done? Oh, much! and 
serious business, too-but we will leave that for 
you to surmise. See that young doctor there, 
who is at present studying, in feminine co
partnership, the effects of phosphorus on the 
waves, or that extremely civil engineer who, as 
his distinction denotes, is politely explaining the 
wonders of steam to a pair of dark eyes, much 
interested in the science. But all offerings upon 
the altar of pleasure sink into insignificance as 
the constellation , Taurus, attains his altitude on 
the Zodiac of our amusements. A cow is a use
ful thing on board, especially if she supplies 
fresh milk in sufficient quantities to amalgamate 
satisfactorily with the tea and coffee, without 
your being put under a compliment to "Swiss 
condensed." A calf (although his voice is some
what monotonous , and fails to gratify the ear 
after half-an hour's lowing) eats well with good 
seasoning and Limerick ham , but cow and calf 
we could possibly spare, but no, not Bull, never 
Bull, glorious method of killing time and chang
ing money. This, no doubt, requires explan
ation-here goes, then , to explain . The game 
of Bull , as played on board ship, consists of eight 
iron rings encased in leather, looking like flat 
slabs, and a black board about a yard long and 
wide, divided by white lines into twelve num
bered squares, ;ind raised at a very light angle 
from the ground , forming, in fact , an inclined 
plane. The object of the player is, from a given 
distance, to drop the leather-covered rings into 
the spaces numbered , avoiding the lines and the 
two at the top, in each of which is painted a 
bull's head-hence the name There they are : 
sensible men on shore, men of family , men of 
politics, men of position, flinging for hours these 
leather slabs, and apparently with as real an 
interest as though the fate of nations depended 
upon their success. Oh, it is a treat, sitting 
below in your cabin, to hear the dull thud, thud, 
of the rings falling on the bull board, and the 
shouts of execration on one hand, and delight on 
the other, when an unlucky player scores a 
"bull, " which , you must know, minuses his 
total ten points. It has its drawbacks, this fas-
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cinating game, for it sometimes induces a flirting 
with profanity from unlucky players; in fact, I 
once heard a Bullist say that he never swore so 
much in his life, as at that-but stay, it were as 
well to leave the rest unsaid. 

Music, drama, and song were well represented 
on board, and "The Nubian Serenaders" one 
evening, and ''The Nubian Blacks" another, 
made us feel quite Burgess and Moorish , and it 
was with difficulty we were restrained from pro
posing supper at the Criterion, or an oyster at 
Scott's; knowing they never perform out of Lon
don. In connection with this Christy entertain
ment, an amusing incident occurred: the tam
bourine of the troupe was my business manager, 
Mr. Arthur Fry, who had brought with him a 
couple of life-size ventriloquial figures, one of 
these representing an old lady, which he had 
placed for greater safety in his cabin with a French 
gentleman, who, like his countrymen, enjoyed 
an excitable disposition, allied to a profound ad
miration of Les belles dames. This gentleman 
having occasion to visit his berth just prior to 
close of dinner, returned mysteriously, and 
whispered to the commander that there was a 
lady in his cabin, The Captain sent in a steward, 
who return ed apparently somewhat scared at the 
singular personage inside; a second was detailed, 
who presently reappeared with the better part of 
a table napkin stuffed down his throat to prevent 
convulsory cacchination, so the commander, fol
lowed by a large section of the community, 
crowded in to see the female occupant of the 
cabin, who had frightened the Frehchman from 
his property. I need not add that peals of laugh
ter were the result of the visit; and I am some
wh2t of the opinion that had the lady proved 
more attractive in presentment our Parisian friend 
would scarcely have been so quickly scared 
away. He was a genuine novelty any way you 
took him-a staunch royalist; a believer in the 
Chambord dynasty; the sounds of the Marseil
laise acted upon him like a horse-fly upon a col
largall. 

T heatricals, too, with some very promising 
lady and gentleman amateurs, our commander 
combining the duties of prompter, stage manager, 
master carpenter, etc.; dances to follow each 
performance, and although a moving angle of 

from five to fifteen degrees is not an assistant to 
graceful dancing, still, it was rather amusing to 
watch the manner in which the waltzers went 
cannoning against each other, and occasionally 
following the lurch of the vessel, rattling against 
the cabin sides in a style somewhat inimical to 
the poetry of motion. 

Nearing the Equator we come into the region 
of shoals of i1ying fish-there they go skimming 
along like a flight of swallows, just a few feet 
above the waves. Their wing is like a broad 
extended fin, from four to six inches in length. 
I have one now before me as I write; it flew on 
board as we were crossing the line, and I rescued 
it from the cook, and had it preserved as a 
"fishy" reminiscence of the Equator. 

Our old friend, the polar star, is hourly declin
ing in the heavens, and soon the constellation of 
the "Cross" will usurp the place of that bright 
luminary, who now far down in the Northern 
horizon, is still watching high above the hearts 
and homes which many leave behind . An un
wavering guide, the mariner's steadfast friend
well has that twinkling orb been praised for its 
truth, and now in the enjoyment of a brilliant 
tropical starlight night-and they are starlight 
nights in equatorial skies-let me bid adieu to it 
in the words of the poet of all ages and all time, 
who says: 

'' Constant as the Northern Star 
To whose fixed, true, unbending quality 
There is no fellow in the firmament." 

CROSSING THE LINE-ST. HELENA. 

Though spared the infliction of a visit from 
Neptune whilst crossing the Line, that incident 
did not transpire without some little practical 
joking on the part of our fellow travellers , one of 
whom was specially singled out to receive due 
honors on the memorable occasion. He had 
distinguished himself somewhat by a prudent 
capacity as a card player, and an unreliability of 
statement which rendered it difficult to pin abso
lute faith to the facts he propounded . Having 
been inducted into the bath-room, denuded of 
one-half of his whiskers and moustache by judid
ous barbering, a tin of original mixture-com
prising soft-soap, i1our and feathers-upset over 
his head, he was gently toppled into the bath 
and requested to state whether he would "pass" 
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or take "miss." Two or three others who had 
assisted at the preceding ceremony came in for a 
share of the consequences, as a log up here and 
a push- down there had the desired effect of pro
ducing four or five drowned rats in less time 
than it takes to relate the occurrence. · Good 
boys! they must have their outlet sometimes; 
the boiler of propriety would surely burst were it 
not for the safety-valve of indiscretion occasion
ally opened as a relief. 

The weather would have appeared much 
warmer when crossing the Equator had we not, 
luckily for comfort though retarding as to prog
ress, been favored with head winds, whose 
freshness tempered what would otherwise have 
been sultry in the extreme. As we apprnached 
St. Helena a fuller sea was noticeable, and as we 
neared the prison home of the great Bonaparte, 
while watching the phosphoric lights dancing at 
wake, I was struck with the irony of fate which 
sent the latest of the Napoleonic race to perish 
ignobly in a miserable skirmish with ill-armed 
savages; fighting in the service of that nation 
that had defeated the arms, crushed the hopes, 
and imprisoned upon a pigmy island his great 
progenitor. 

A word in passing this little isle, which has 
secured a prominent niche in the world's history 
as the death-place of one of her mightiest con
querors. It is disappointing to look at from sea, 
presenting as it does a huge wall of rock, which 
natural embattlement almost entirely surrounds 
the island. In the centre is the highest altitude, 
"Diana's Peak," and three huge basaltic columns 
known respectively as "Lot," "Lot's Wife," and 
"The Chimney," combine to form a geological 
point of attraction, but its greatest interest centres 
upon the fact of its having been the exile home 
of that colossal military genius of France, whose 
name with those of Caesar and Alexander will be 
~anded down to posterity, as long as history' 
lives and language remains to tell the story of 
their greatness. It seems but yesterday that I 
was conversing with the brother of the surgeon 
who attended the post mortem examination of 
Napoleon's remains, and who mentioned the 
following incident in connection therewith. The 
surgeon I refer to was Dr. Rutledge, and he it was 
who placed the Emperor's heart in a silver cup, 

which he hermetically sealed by fusing an Engli sh 
coin of the reign of George the Third upon the 
aperture of the goblet,--that heart which had 
ever contemned the Georges of Hanover, and 
which English money could never buy, sealed at 
last by the image it despised and the dross it 
rejected ? Finem respice. 

While in the tropics in the early morning, at
tired in light pyjamas, it was good fun to have a 
bath supplied by the hose pipe, and while the 
said hose pipe is before my mind 's eye, let me 
say a ~;ord in praise of the system of Fire Drill 
practiced weekly on board these Union Steamers. 
You are quiet1y ·settled at "tiffin, ·· enjoying your 
fruit and a cup of coffee, when the clang of the 
alarm bell is heard and all is bustle but no confu
sion. Every man is at his right place; the officers 
opposite the respective boats it will be their duty 
to command in the event of leaving the vessel; 
each steward, blanket in hand, to assist in 
smothering the flame; hose bearers and firemen 
all ready; half-a-dozen brass nozzles spirting 
copious streams of water; everything orderly and 
all answering their drill in a manner which adds 
confidence to the passengers and reflects great 
credit upon all concerned--officers and men. It 
is a most commendable feature in the arrange
ment of these floating villages and deserving of 
due appreciation. 

STAR-GAZING-TABLE BAY-ARRIVAL AT CAPETOWN. 

ls that the Southern Cross? was my exclama
tion when that famed constellation was pointed 
out to me, a couple of nights after crossing the 
Line; well , of all the unmitigated frauds to get 
such a reputation for celestial greatness you are 
the worst, and, although I afterwards · came to 
modify this strongly-expressed opinion, I still 
hold that, as a great constellation, the Southern 
Cross is decidedly disappointing. To begin with, 
it is not a cross at all, consisting as it does of 
four principal stars-one of the first , two of the 
second, and one of the third magnitude-form
ing a figure more in shape like a diamond, and 
in star-gazing your attention would be attracted 
to half-a-dozen other points of heavenly interest, 
rather than that which should naturally rivet it, 
when exploring for the fir t time the starlit glories 

of the S9\\'\1~rn ~kies. 
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But time runs on, and though 
"A starlit sky is o'er our head-

A quiet breeze around;" 
and though the voyage acquaintanceships are 
fast ripening into more friendly relations, in a 
few hours we sha ll anchor in Table Bay, and the 
pleasant and agreeable party will go upon their 
various ways, certain in the reflection that, under 
similar auspices. th ey never can again a<;semble, 
and feeling an amount of regret at the impend
ing cloge of a voyage-pleasant, though pro
longed--leaving as it assuredly will, memories 
stored in the recollection of many, to be recalled 
as one of those pleasurable milestones on life"s 
wayside, whose brightness shines out by con
trast with a usual setting of gloom. 

The loud report of a cannon, the racket of 
chain cable, the whirr of the deck engine, and 
the silence of the screw, all convince me that we 
have reached our goal, and, gazing out of my 

· cabin port-hole, I see Table Mountain, the splen
did background of Capetown. I know it at 
once--it comes right at you--the air is so rarefied 
and clear that distance is lost, and you imagine 
you can co·unt the layers of rock of which the 
mountain is composed. Table Mountain is not 
alone in forming a background, however, and 
has for its conjreres the Devil's Peak to the left, 
and the Lion's Head and Rump to the right. I 
confess that it requires a little imagination to form 
the shape of the king of the forest, from the con
figuration of the two last-named mountains, but 
it is a passable smilitude when the lordly animal 
is fully stretched. There is a signal station on 
one of these hills, and great is the hauling up _and 
down of bunting, most various as to shape, 
colour, and no doubt, meaning. And there is 
Table Bay- -and a handsome sheet of water it is 
--with the setting I have just described looming 
up on its right, far off in the distance a splendid 
rugged chain of mountains bluely outlined, whilst 
running from the left, far out to sea, are the 
Blaauwberg Hills, a strip of bright, white sand at 
their base, producing a most brilliantly picturesque 
effect, and resembling a low-lying silver cloud 
glistening in the early morning light. Mail boats 
arrive, and return to shore, laden with bags of 
correspondence, friends greet friends, and con
gratulation and word:; of welcome are on every 

lip. All is eager anticipation and curiosity in 
new comers as to what Capetown is like, and 
si milar sentiments actuate returned residenters 
as to family and friends, and the incidents that 
have occurred in the interim of their absence. 
We step down the ladder to the little sailing 
boat alongside, her sails are trimmed to the wind, 
she makes one tack , and then answering well to 
her helm, glides into the dock, her prow rasps 
the side of the jetty, we spring ashore, a fals e 
step, a hurried recovery, a cloud of dust rises 
around us, that dust red and sandy, and thus 
acquaintance is first formed with the great conti
nent of Africa. 

:a Urtp to tbe Uroptcs. 

~UT from Boston's ice-fringed harbor, in the 
~ teeth of the February blizzard and into the 
smiling, sun-lit, palm-crested harbor of Port 
Antonio, Jamaica, five days later! This was the 
al~ost fairy-like transition of a party of thirty or 
forty tourists, three months ago, on the steam
ship Admiral Farragut. The voyage was stormy 
and uncouth for three whole days, and even then 
when the good ship was nearing the semi-tropical 
Bahamas, the breezes were nipping and keen. 
Not until we had passed San Salvador, the so
called "landfall of Columbus," and glided into 
Crooked Island Passage, were we allowed for a 
a moment to feel that we were leavi ng behind us 
the wintry, frozen Northern latitudes. At last, 
glimpses of low-lying islands, terminating in 
small promontories, or coral shoals, and tufted 
with picturesque palm trees, and occasionally, 
holding boldly forth a vari-colored lighthouse, 
assured us that all the world was not made up of 
a waste of chilly, sloppy waters. 

The approach to Port Antonio, after we had 
threaded the Wind ward Passage, w:is through a 
sea made densely blue by the dull clouds over · 
head, that every now and then shook down a 
scud of misty rain . Twenty miles ahead a great 
greenish blue embankment arose like a wall from 
the horizon, its summit veiled from view by a 
drapery of fleecy clouds. Mile by mile as the 
ship furrowed her way onward, the long barrier 
began to assume form and outline, and the mantle 
of cl9llqs capping the mow1tains, rising ang 
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lowering here and there, afforded glimpses of the 
still distant fantastic peaks. Next, the shore line 
began to take form and soon a bright tower of 
red and white stood outlined against the sombre 
bar.kground of the hills. '· That," said our polite 
little skipper, who was arrayed in his best shore 
uniform of blue and gold, '' is the lighthouse at 
the entrance of Port Antonio harbor." Not until 
this official quarter-deck announcement was 
made did we realize how many "camera-fiends" 
were in our ship's company. A moment more 
and the clouds overhead parted and a long stretch 
of the beautiful coast and uplands of Northeastern 
Jamica lay before us, full and majestic and glori
ou~ly green in a wealth of effulgent sunlight. 
The belt of translucent Carribbean sea, lying be
tween the ship's prow and the shore, now be
came beautifully azure in the fine light, and little 
shoals of fl ying fish scurried away in fright, 
with whirring wings, to right and left, as the big 
vessel cleft the waters. A way off on our star
board bow a couple of fisher boats , with sails 
aslant, looked like some toy- like, vagrant Nautilus 
adrift. High up in the heavens the j_agged, fan
tastic peaks of the Blue Mountains threw their 
picturesque outlines against the sky. while the 
valleys and rifts in the mountain sides took 
shadows that showed to charming advantage the 
towered and buttressed anatomy of these glorious 
hills. 

The red and white lighthouse juts out well to 
the fore , its feet planted on a little honeycombed 
promontory of brownish-green coral rock. Be
hind the tower and on its flanks stands a body
guard of graceful palms, quietly tossing their 
plumed heads , as if in defiance, to ward the assault
ing columns of the sea, whose white skirmish lines 
dash themselves into torrents of sparkling spray 
agains t the rock and the unwavering Pharos. A 
few minutes later and the ship is slowly feeling 
its way into the narrow harbor entrance, and the 
inner view of the little bay begins to unfold itself. 
The kodakers are taking '·shots" at everything 
in sight. To the left, on a verdant knoll, a hun
dred feet high, the longed-for haven , our hotel, 
the Titchfield House, sits perched amid the 
foliage of palms, mangoes, poncianas and other 
lovely trees. To the extreme right the harbor 
trends away toward another entrance from the 

sea, but this channel is shallower and seems be
set with shoals and reefs, across which the blue 
and opal waters beat themselves into long lines 
of foam and spray. Directly in front lies the 
wharf and long irregular rows of houses, of all 
sizes, shapes and colors. These houses line the 
principal street leading to the chief part of the 
town, which is still hidden from view behind th e 
hill on which the hotel sits . The wharf is 
crowded with negroes, blacks and mulattoes, in 
all sorts of costumes, chiefly negligee and alto
gether unshod . As our steamer draws near they 
hustle and shove each other about, and chatter 
like crows in a rookery. Just as the lines are 
made fast and without premonition, down comes 
a drenching shower, of which, however, the 
Jamaicans take little notice, for in five minutes 
the sun is again shining brightly. Then begins 
a wild scramble of the negroes, who board the 
ship through open ports on the lower deck . 
Every man among them has a bundle, which is 
his sleeping bag and contai.1s also his food sup
ply for a day or two and his spare shirt, if he 
owns one. These men are all ''stevedores," or 
so they call themselves, though among us they 
would- be known as " longshoremen" or dock 
laborers . Their wor'< is to load the ships which 
ply to this and nearby ports on this coast. 
Within twenty minutes our steamer begins tak
ing on cargo. 

In fruit sheds near the wharf are stored thou · 
sands of bunches of bananas, cocoanuts and 
boxes of oranges, nearly all of which are grown 
on the vast plantations of the Boston Fruit Com
pany. These plantations extend for miles and 
miles along the coast, alongside the Jamaica Rail
way and up into the warm, moist valleys in the 
Blue Mountains. The company employs thou
sands of negro men and women in the cultiva
tion and gathering of this fruit. In the loading 
of the steamer with bananas a somewhat pictur
esque scene is presented. The men form a con
stantly moving line from the f: uit shed into and 
out of the steamer and around again to the shed, 
each man receiving at the shed a full bunch of 
bananas, weighing from twenty-five to forty 
pounds and as green as grass. As the laborers 
carry these bunches on their right shoulders to 
the ship they pass a foreman who hands to each 
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of them a small brass check or '' token ." Another 
negro, ten or a dozen feet further toward the 
ship, holds a long, sharp machete, or field cutlass, 
and as each of the banana bearers passes him he 
cuts off, with a dexterous, well-aimed slash, 
from three to ten inches of the thick sta lk which 
is the backbone, so to spea k, of the bunch. The 
object of this is to reduce the bulk of each bunch 
for stowage on board ship, where the_y are stood 
on end, on dry fronds of the palm or banana 
trees, for the voyage. The dexterity of these 
stump-cutters, in slashing with the machete 
close behind the heads and shoulders of the 
ban ana-carriers as they walk rapidly past, is sur
prising. When th e loading is completed the 
laborers count th eir brass checks and are paid for 
them at the rate of a shilling a hundred, which 
means a hundred bunches carried aboard. If the 
steam er has to go to Port Morant, Manchioneal 
or elsewhere, to complete cargo, the laborers go 
also and return to Port Antonio a day or tw) 
later, being taken off the steamer in a large row
boat which meets them off the coast. 

A fair cargo for each of the steamers, varying 
according to their tonr:i age, is from 15,000 to 
30,000 bunches of bananas, 10,000 to 20,000 

cocoanuts, and 5 ,000 to 15,000 boxes of oranges. 
These are delivered at Boston , New York, Phila
delphia or Baltimore; for the Fruit Company 
owns and keeps in service over twenty steam
ships. Only good, choice fruit is exported, for 
the yield is so prolific that there. is no need of 
gathering poor product. A bunch of bananas is 
spoken of as bein g of so many " hands," a 
" hand " being the small radiating cluster of eight 
or ten single bananas, which ;ire so customari ly 
exposed for sale on public fruit stands here . A 
good " bunch" of bananas is composed of about 
ten of these " hands" growing fast to the single 
main stem. They are spoken of. commercia lly, 
as "e ight -hand bunches" or "ten-hand bunches." 
Some idea of the vastness of the public appetite 
for bananas may be formed by computing the 
number contained in a cargo of-say 30, 000 

" bunches," ave raging say ten "hands" per bunch 
and eight bananas to each " hand"'--or about 
two and a half millions of bananas. And then 
think th :.i t about 20 steamers are in the business 
almost the year around, making bi-weekly trips, 

and this the business capacity of but one fruit 
company! Who eats all these bananas? 

But I have been holding you aboard ship all 
this time! Of course, you will pardon me, but I 
felt that you would be interested in getting a few 
material facts while this busy scene was going on 
before your eyes and while the quarantine doctor 
and the customs officers were making their in
spections of the vessel and her crew and passen
gers. Let us go down the gangway stairs. 

Here we are on the wharf, at close range with 
this motley array of g leaming black and yellow 
or brown faces; men and women and boys and 
girls and not a few dogs and donkeys; a perfect 
Babel of vocal noises . The boys want to carry 
your valises, hand baggage or trunks. They 
cozzen you with pet names and with, in the 
main , soft, rather musical voices, and wide open 
smiles, illuminating their dusky faces. A group 
of hackney cabs and stages awaits you in th e 
steamship yard and on your way to these you 
pass among venders of stra nge- looki ng fruits , 
cakes and confections, beautiful sea shells, cora l 
branches ar)d curious ly carved and polished nuts, 
grass mats and the like. Presently. seated in a 
ramshackle carriage, drawn by a measly little 
pony in shabby harness, and with a black Jehu 
who does nothing but whip the pony and 
shout at everybody, or nobody, to get out of his 
way, you are whirled out of the yard en route to 
the hotel , through the principal street of the 
town . And such a street! Narrow and crooked, 
bordered by small one-story houses with wide
open fronts, every one of them a store or shop of 
some kind; the white macada mized roadway full 
of people, for there are no sidewa lks; forty-nine 
out of every fifty, perhaps more, are of negro 
blood; here and there a Hindoo coolie man or 
woman or child, or all three together, in th eir 
characteristic garb, negresses, ugly or comely, 
some with turbans, some with hats, some bare
headed, many of them wearing but a single, or 
at most, two calico garments; a few wearing 
slipshod shoes, here and there one with neat 
slippers, holding her skirts high so as to reveal 
them and her sky blue stockings; sporty-looking 
darky men in duck or linen suits ; men , women 
and children driving wise-looking little brindled 
or white donkeys, bearing great basket panniers 
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full of queer vegetables, roots, herbs, dried meat 
and fish and all manner of odd groceries; black 
policemen, straight, soldierly- lookin g fellows, and 
in uniforms of dark-green woolen cloth faced 
with red, their heads set off with jaunty "mutton 
pie" caps cocked on one side, their leathern belts 
carrying a rosewood baton and a pair of steel 
handcuffs; swarthy shopkeepers, Germans, Cu
bans, Frenchmen, Jews, Englishmen, negroes, 
Hindoos, even here and there an American, but 
all swarthy, and smiling from their shop doors as 
you ride past. They all welcome you with 
smiles, for do they not know th at in an hour or 
two you will be back again from your hotel, 
looking for ''curios" and the characteristic wares 
which they have to sell--a nd so, on and on, you 
make your progress among a swarm of strange 
people; women carrying calabashes of fish, fruit 
and vegetables and even heavy articles of furni
ture on their heads; the shrill voices of vendors, 
the soft, sweet tones of others who are merely 
gossiping or· paying compliments (to you, per
haps, as you pass) and your own vociferous Jehu 
still flagellating his nag and rushing the poor little 
beast through the throng,--the wonder of it be
ing all the time th at your vehicle does not run 
over somebody or at least crush some of these 
thousands of bare feet. But th ey say nothing of 
this kind ever happens. If a donkey or a pony 
crowds people too closely here they merely push 
the animals out of the way-they are so small 
and so docile. 

We pa5s the blue and white market place, the 
red brick town hall , the dingy custom house and 
the quaint old Government savings bank build
ing, and come to the foot of a steep hill-St. 
George's street. Here our donkey driver alights, 
for the load is heavy-pulling up this hill , but he 
urges the pony on with whiplash and voice and 
the poor little quadruped tugs bravely on the thills 
and traces. The load leads crookedly up the 
hillside, between ancient stone fences, rich hued 
with mossy mold and overhung by stately palms, 
towering breadfruit trees, burdened almost by 
their dark green foliage and heavy fruit, and here 
and there pretty villas or bungalows, with spread
ing verandas and jc1lousied w alls , peeping out 
from among bowers of gloriously beautiful 
flowering plants and almond trees. A few turns 

in the rnad and we pass through the lodge gate 
of the hotel grounds, above which towers an 
enormous tree of the acacia fami ly and two or 
three poncianas, waving their long scabbard-like 
seed pods, and now we alight at the piazza of 
the Titchfield House. 0 ! what a glorious vision 
is here spread out for the eye and the mind! 
The purple mountain peaks in the distance; the 
green hills and ravines of the foreground; the 
opaline and sapphire waters of the beautiful bay; 
the white-crested breakers eternally assaulting 
the coral reefs; an azulean sky above with billowy · 
white clouds banked against the horizon; the 
tufted palms; the richly-foliaged dark green man
goes and the light green ca labash trees si lhouetted 
against the deep indigo blue of the far-lying Car
ibbean Sea, all this and-

But I am tired with so much of variety, of 
beauty, of picturesqueness, of grotesqueness, and 
so are you, and as the hotel is so welcome and 
so restful , let us rest awhile here, and the next 
RAINBOW sha '. l reveal some more of the beauties 
and oddities of a trip to Jamaica. 

A. W. C. 

:a 'Ullleelt tn .ooontere}?. flDe.ttco. 

~ EXICO is a new world as seen through 
l. HJ the eyes of a tourist from the far North . 
Perhaps, indeed, it would be more truthful to 
say that it is an old world, for it has a touch of 
Europe in its life and atmosphere. 

Of course, it would be impossible to judge of 
all Mexico by the character-stamp of any of its 
quaint and historic cities. The city of Monterey, 
in the state of Nuevo Leon , situated some three 
hundred miles from the American border, in the · 
heart of a mining region, is neither the least nor 
greatest of Mexican life-centres. A visitor within 
its gates , however, will find it of exceeding 
great interest, and fairly representative of Mexi
can life and progress. 

It was during Holy Week that the writer of 
this brief sketch found himself lodged in the Hotel 
Monterey, fronting the beautifu l Saragoza Plaza 
with its sweet-breathing parterres and silvery 
singing fountains. The city of Monterey is 
dreamy and sleepy like all tropical cities. Noon
tide is like unto night-tide save that the world , 
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not the people, is a little more wide awake. 
The peon with his picturesque zarepa about his 
shoulder~ is dreaming in some rustic nook of the 
Plaza-mayhap of his illustrious ancestor Monte
zuma-and cursing the iron heart and mailed 
hand of Cortez, who emptied Spanish civilization 
into thi ideal home of the Aztec. 

Any business that is done during the swoon
ing and languid hours of the siesta, is done in 
whispering accents, lest it should disturb the 
dreams of the dead and the slumbers of those 
who, for the time, have drunk of the poppy. 
Between God's temples there is, however, a link 
of life and love and faith and prayer during Holy 
Week, for poor typical Mexican woman is pious 
and religious-in fact, ardently so. The typical 
Mexican man, not nearly so much. 

During Holy Thursday, from the rising of the 
sun to the setting thereof and far into the night, 
the churches are crowd@d with the faithful
chiefly women-who tell their beads, and upon 
the bare and humble floor of the church kneel as 
Christ knelt in the Garden of Gethsemane, with 
no thought of the radiant glory of Thabor be
yond, pray God to ~e forgiven for the transgres
sions in their lives. But to be just, it must be 
said that the women are not entirely alone in 
this devotion. I saw not a few men also making 
the Stations of the Cross , and when the church 
is crowded the men may be seen kneeling out
side, absorbed in prayer and totally oblivious of 
the world around them. 

I know the man from the cold North, dealing 
in bull,; and bears, on Wall street and C0rner lots, 
that never had "a local habitation or a name,· · 
whose soul has been long steeped in the pitch of 
grimy politics, and who has ten times sold his 
country, his party, and his soul, and whose idea 
of the sacredness of marriage is affinity and 
divorce--! know that this Pharisaic product of 
advanced civilization when he visits Mexico, 
sneers at the faith of the poor Mexican who 
kneels in the dust like the publican , and striking 
his breast, utters the saving words of faith and 
humility : '0 Lord, be merciful to me a sinner!'' 

The most belUtiful memory-picture I have of 
Monterey is that of a Mexican girl kneeling be
fore a Madonna, with the lily of purity in her 
heart and the light of prayer in her glorious eyes, 

her sweet, soft and artistic face framed in a dark 
and rich mantilla, which wraps with graceful and 
careless fold her shapely head , crowned with a 
wealth of raven tresses, her left wrist enwound 
with a rosary of pearl beads. Such a picture is, 
indeed, a vision of memory. 

The Colegio de San Jose is the leading educa
tional institution for young ladies in the city, 
and is conducted by the Sisters of the Incarnate 
Word , whose work in charity and education is 
so well and favorably known in the Old World 
and the New. The Mother Superior is Senora 
Brigida Crowley, who was born in Cork, Ireland , 
within sound of the Bells of Shand on, and she is 
ably assisted by a Dublin Sister, whose brother 
is a well-known Professor in the west of Ireland. 

. Mother Crowley has still the spirit of beloved 
Ireland on her lips and in her heart, and her wel
come was a genuine "Caed Mille Failthe." She 
has been twelve years in Monterey, and has such 
command of the language of Calderon and Cer
vantes that she does her thinking in the chamber 
of the Spanish language and can use it with 
greater freedom and accuracy than the English. 

The Colegio de San Jose is very popular, and 
is attended by the daughters of the best families 
in Monterey. 

This unique and interesting city is somewhat 
cosmopolitan. I met there Irishmen , English
men, Canadians, Germans, and a great many 
Americans-among them two Kentuckians-the 
Messrs. Meehan from Covington--charming men 
who have carried th e chivalry and hospitality of 
their native state into Mexico. It was my good 
fortune to share their hospitable board and pleas
ant companionship. Monterey dwells in my 
memory as a dream . 

THOMAS O'HAGAN. 

St. 3-arlatb'S======"3-obn of Uuam." 
9:1 LMOST every intelligent Irishman one meets 
...c\-no matter what part of the Green Isle he 
hails from-knows something of the history and 
traditions of the three archiepiscopal sees of 
Armagh, Dublin and Cashel. Very few, outside 
the " Kingdom of Con naught, " have any knowl
edge of the fourth archbishopric, Tuam, beyond 
its name and that of the late learned and illustri-

MOST REVERE D JOHN McHALE, 
Archbishop of Tuam . 
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ous prelate, Archbishop MacHale, who ruled the 
diocese for the long term of forty-seven years. 

The writer, having spent four years of his early 
youth in the College of St. Jarlath 's, indulges the 
hope that he may succeed in placing before the 
readers of the RAINBOW a few paragraphs treating 
of the ecclesiastical metropolis of Connaught and 
"John of Tu .. m, " that may prove interesting. 

Monastic writers say that, as early as the year 
487, an abbey was founded in Tuam and dedi
cated to the Blessed Virgin; that the church of 
this abbey was made a cathedral or the seat of a 
diocese by St. Jarlath, in the beginning of the 
sixth century, and that the remains of the saint 
were preserved in a chapel called Temple-na
serm-"the Church of the Shrine." 

In a general way it may be said the bishopric 
of Tuam, according to reliable authority, was 
founded in the sixth century by St. Jarlath and had 
long been under the incumbency of a regular 
series of Milesian prelates. 

The stone cross of Tuam-now a dilapidated 
and neglected monument-is one of the finest 
specimens of the structures of its class anywhere 
to be found in Ireland . The castle of Tuam was 
one of the most remarkable of the various great 
and magnificent edifices erected during the stormy 
reign of Roderick O'Connor, and it popularly bore 
the name of the "Wonderful Castle"-not, as 
has been generally supposed, because it was the 
first structure of its class erected in Ireland-but 
because it displayed a novel style and possessed 
very great strength. 

The cathedral of St. Jarlath was also re-edified 
by the founder of the castle. But all the eccle
sisastical buildings of Tuam were destroyed by 
fire, in 1244. 

The present R. C. Cathedral is one of the 
costli est, best designed and best executed and 
most magnificent Gothic ecclesiastical edifices in 
the three Kingdoms. It was long in the course 
of erection under Archbishop Kelly-uncle of the 
late Very Rev. Oliver Kelly, V. G ., Peterborough, 
and of Captain Moore Kelly, late Warden of the 
Penetanguishene Reformatory-and was brought 
to completion by Archbishop MacHale. 

The work was suspended on the massive and 
majestic tower for some three years , and during 
this time it was the most ardent wish of the writer 

to climb to the summit of this lofty steeple. An 
opportunity offered , one day , of evading the vigil
ance of the dean and monitors to reach the giddy 
height of more than two hundred feet by clamb
ering up the rickety and half-decayed ladders 
which stretched from side to side of the great 
perpendicular shaft. It was a clear and bright 
afternoon, and the view that presented itself was 
grand beyond description . Not far distant, ap
peared the beautiful and picturesque hill of Castle 
Hackett, the splendid residence of the chief of the 
clan Kirwan . A daughter of this house married 
Hon. Edward Lawless, oldest son of Lord Clon
curry, the trusted and intimate friend of Daniel 
O'Connell. It was in this hill that Dharrah 
Dheerlig, the King of the Fairies, held high revel 
and made his headquarters. Here lived and 
flourished the celebrated ''Moll" Kirwan, famed 
for her turf operations and spirited betting on the 
Curragh and other well-known race courses. 
Further on Headford, Joyce County, Connemara, 
with its magnificent mountain scenery, and Gal
way Bay, glinting in the sunshine, came into 
view. The landscape was glorious , one upon 
which the eye could dwell with rapture for 
hours. But it was time to put in an appearance 
in the study hall and to do this the descent to 
terra firma must be made. And this was a most 
hazardous undertaking. As stated, the ladders 
were very insecure, and the downward progress 
was made by clinging to their sides with arms 
and legs, and sliding, thus, from platform to plat
form . The experience was quite the opposite of 
Virgil's description of the "facilis descensus Av
erni;" the going down and not the getting up , 
on the contrary, in this instance, constituted the 
labor and the opus. With palpitatory heart and 
shortness of breath the ground was reached. '' A 
pot of goold" would not have induced the very 
much scared climber to try a similar adventure. 
Many a time, in after years, did this daring college 
escapade cause nightmare of the mos t distressing 
character. 

But, to resume-after this digression for which 
indulgeni:e is craved-the cathedral was the 
product, not alone of Catholic zeal and liberality, 
throughout the diocese of Tuam, and, partially 
throughout Ireland, but of large and opulent 
donations by many wealthy professing Protes-



126 NIAGARA RAINBOW. 

tan ts, including one or two members of the royal 
family. 

It was constructed and established with the 
most durable and ornamental materials inclusive 
of some blocks of choice marble from Italy. Both 
exteriorly and interiorly are exhibited all the prin
cipal and many of the minute or accessory feat
ures of the old pointed or Saracenic style of 
architecture, and it displays to the surrounding 
landscape an imposing cruciform mass pierced 
with mullioned windows, ribbed with graduated 
buttresses, bristled with carved pinnacles and 
surmounted from the intersection of its nave and 
transcept with a parapetted, pinnacled and arch
pierced quadrangular tower. 

"Archbishop MacHale" remarked the author of 
the T<>ur in Connaught-in allusion to the won
derful castle or castrum magnificum of King 
Roderick O 'Connor-" Archbishop Mac Hale is 
determined to have his Basilica Mirifica. " 

The altar of exquisite Italian marble, having a 
beautiful canopy supported by fluted marble pil
lars, and displaying a· tabernacle unique and 
splendid in design and finish, commands universal 
admiration. The east window of immense pro
portions, presenting the figures of the four Evan
gelists, surrounded with appropriate emblems 
and symbols, in stained glass of the choicest 
quality and most artistic finish, is an ecclesiastical 
gem of rarest beauty and nowhere excelled in 
Great Britain or Ireland. 

This magnificent work of art and skill was 
seriously damaged by the memorable shower on 
the night of 6th January, 1839 It was a sad 
and heart-rending sight, the following morning, 
to look upon the cruel havoc which the piti_less, 
northeast gale had wrought upon·this magnificent 
ornament of the great cathedral. The writer has 
a vivid recollection of the distress and sorrow 
manifested by the crowds that thronged from far 
and near, for many days, to gaze upon the · 'do
ings of the big storm" in partially destroying 
what had been for them an object of so much 
loving veneration. It was, indeed, touching to 
hear the simple-minded and truly Catholic people, 
from town and country, giving expression to 
their feelings for the devastation chiefly in the 
expressive and mellifluous Irish language. Nor 
was this regret confined to Catholics. The 

Protestants ofTuam and the surrounding country 
-comparatively few in number-shared it, as 
they regarded with pride the noble structure 
which reared aloft its stately proportions in their 
midst. The Protestant Archbishop Power le 
Poer Trench-a man tolerant and liberal in his 
feelings towards Catholics-was profuse in his 
expression of sympathy. It may be, here, men
tioned that he was the last archbishop of the 
Established Church in this see, which was re
duced to a bishopric after his death. It has been 
occupied, inter alios, by Bishop Plunkett of evict
ing and proselytizing notoriety, whose conduct 
and acts were so thoroughly and effectually ex
posed and held up to public condemnation by 
the indomitable and patriotic P. P. of Partry, the 
widely- known Father Lavelle. 

"The whole Established Church," adds the 
author of the 'Tour in Connaught, "with all its 
titles and church lands, with all the machinery of 
its ecclesiastical buards, nay, more, with all the 
private and public interest of its valuable clergy, 
could not raise such a splendid edifice as this." 

The majestic pile stands on the summit of a 
long swell or undulation of ground on the S E. 
outskirts of the town. It commands an extensive 
prospect of the circumjacent flat country and is 
itself seen on all sides from a considerable dis
tance, and, when beheld from the east, has a 
most noble and picturesque effect. 

This short sketch of the foundation of the see 
of Tuam and of the fine cathedral built in honour 
of and dedicated to the patron saint of the arch
diocese of St. Jarlath-all too inadequate and un
worthy the subjects treated-naturally leads to 
some mention of the college bearing the same 
name . 

It was established early in the century, and 
was intended to meet a great want experienced 
in the western province, namely to furnish can
didates for the priesthood and to provide a higher 
grade of education for young laics, especially the 
sons of the Catholic gentry of Galway, Mayo and 
Roscommon, than could be obtained in the 
ordinary schools. 

A number of ecclesiastical students annually 
completed their full course and received ordina
tion at St. Jarlath's . These young men belonged 
to the archdiocese of Tuarn anct the suffragan 
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diocese of that see. The bishops of Ardagh, 
Meath, Kilmore and Clogher held St. Jarlath 's in 
high esteem and were wont to send their subjects 
there to prepare for holy orders or to make their 
preparatory studies for Maynooth . This was 
back in the "thirties" and " forties, " before dioce
san seminaries became so numerous and well 
established as at the present time. 

Dr. Feeny, afterwards bishop of Kilala, was 
one of the early presidents of the college. After 
him came Very Rev. James MacHale. cousin of 
the Archbishop, Very Rev. Martin Brown, Rev. 
Mr. Ronayne, Rev. William Cullinan, an eminent 
pulpit orator, who died a few years ago, P. P. 
of St. Bridget's Cnurch, West Troy, N. Y. He 

·was succeeded by ·the present learned and 
venerable Archbishop, the Most Rev. John Mac
Evilly, whose comments on portions of the sacred 
scriptures are held in high repute by college pro
fessors and by the hierarchy and clergy of the 
Catholic world . Dr. MacEvilly became president, 
September, 1842, and held the position until ap
pointed, by the Holy See, Bishop of Galway, in 
1857, and succeeded Most Rev. Dr. MacHale in 
1881. Among those who, in later years, filled 
the presidential chair, at St. Jarlath's, was that 
renowned and accomplished Irish scholar, Very 
Rev. Ulick Burke, P. P. of Claremorris, whose 
premature death, some years ago, caused wide
spread regret, in Ireland , and wherever his labours 
and writings to restore and preserve the grand 
old Celtic tongue were appreciated. In 1894-
the latest date of the writer's information-Very 
Rev. John Fallon was president, and with him 
were associated five professors, all priests. The 
course of studies, now, comprises English in all 
its branches, the Greek and Latin Classics, modern 
languages and the sciences. Logic, metaphysics, 
ethics, theology, canon law and scripture no 
longer hold a place on the curriculum of studies, 
as the raf)ks of the priesthood, in Ireland , are 
amply recruited from Maynooth, Clonliffe and 
the Irish colleges at Rome and Paris. 

On the professorial staff of St. Jarlath 's in the 
the writer's time (1838-42) were two very re
markable men to whom it may not be uninterest
ing to make brief passing reference. One was 
~ev. Thomas Kielty-not irreverently but lov
ingly called by the boys "Daddy Kielty." He 

was professor of humanity. As a Greek and 
Latin scholar he held foremost rank. As a my
thologist he had no superior. He made use of 
this acquirement to surround with such charming 
interest the characters-mortals and immortals-
introduced to the reader by Virgil and Horace, 
Lucian and Homer and the other classical authors, 
as to make the study of classics, not a task but 
truly a labour of love. The pupils who read 
their humanities under Father Ki•elty had no diffi
culty in passing their entrance examination at 
Maynooth or Trinity. He had been somewhat 
advanced in years when he was ordained. Hav
ing been born about 1 760, some sixty-eight years 
of his life were embraced within the pen:il law 
period. However it was accomplished--for he 
did not, like so many other Irishmen, in those 
days, go to France, Spain or Italy to acquire 
learning--he obtained a thorough education, 
especially in classics. For a number of years, he 
followed the avocation of private tutor, and the 
scions of the best Catholic families of Galway and 
Mayo, had the rare and precious advantage--in 
these times of outlawry and persecution-of hav
ing their character formed and their minds culti
vated by this learned and exemplary man. In 
order to accomplish the greatest amount of good, 
he followed, so to speak, a peripatetic system; 
that is to say, he moved his residence every three 
or four months taking up his quarters with one 
or other of the families, in a central location , 
where the youths of the neighborhood would 
meet to receive the benefit of his teaching. 

Many members of the Galway Tribes and of 
the best Catholic stock of Mayo were indebted to 
the future professor of St. Jarlath's for their train
ing and education. And well they loved and re
spected their old master and mentor; and a warm 
welcome awaited him, to the end of his life, at 
the hospitable mansions of his former eleves. 
Always bright, and cheerful and agreeable, ever 
ready with a kind, pleasant or encouraging word 
for his proteges, 'tis no wonder he was such a 
prime favorite with the students. Square built, 
compact, with a ruddy and most attractive ex
pression of countenance, extremely neat in per
son and dress, scrupulously exact in wearing the 
old style clerical coat, with standing collar, and 
the, then, indispensable knee-breeches and gai-
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ters, all crowned with a broad-brim beaver, how 
proud we boys used to feel at seeing our kind
hearted professor mount his spirited sixteen-hand 
saddle horse, with the springiness and ,1ctivity of 
a young man, though he had passed his eighty
fourth year! Seldom, nowaday, do we meet 
with such a specimen of vigour, vivacity and 
vitality at so advanced an age. The writer was 
informed that Father Kielty passed his hundredth 
year. 

The other professor was a layman , whose 
name, M. J. McCann, is familiar to the readers of 
the "Spirit of the Nation, " as the author of the 
"Leinster War Song" and "O'Donnell A-boo." 
He filled the chair of mathematics and natural 
philosophy and possessed a high order of talent 
His feats in the football field would excite the 
envy of the best modern players of the game. 
But how different the game, then . from what it 
is, now! While it was carried on with vigour, 
earnestness and dash ; nothing rough, rowdy or 
violent was tolerat~d ; it was a game in which 
the players could take part without risk of hurt 
or injury. 

There are not many now living of the Irish 
race, at hume or abroad, who kn ow that th e 
writer of those spirited and soul-stirring ballads, 
published in the Dublin Nation , by Charles 
Gavan Duffy (now Sir Charles, who is ending 
his days at the Villa Corneha, Nice,) was the 
quondam talented professor of St. Jarlath's. 
Though Mr. McCann took an ac tive part in the 
Young Ireland movem ent, in 1848, he did not 
implicate himself to such an extent as to cause 
prosecution or arrest. 

Among the students were two wh o deserve 
mention, on account of their remark able excel
lence in feats of agility, in running and leap ing, 
and skill at hand-ball pbying, a game much 
prized and practised in Ireland . The former was 
Mr. Roger Kelly, from Clare, Kings County, who 
died curate of Dunboyne, Co. Meath, about 1847, 
He was six feet, five inches in hei2"ht, and held 
the record in Ireland, in his time, for the length 
of the running jump, viz -twenty-three feet, 
nine inches, forward and back; the then stand
ing jumps thirty-eig ht feet and the high jump six 
feet, seven inches. A leap made by him , at Na
yan Seminary, involving g reat danger, was~ 

and may be still-pointed out to visitors, long 
after he left the institution. 

The other was Mr. P. McNiff, a native of Sligo, 
who became a lawyer, and , in the course of his 
practice, was counsel for the Fenians who sailed, 
from New York, some time in the sixties , on an 
invading excursion to Ireland The vessel was 
captured, by a crusier, off the coast of Sligo, and 
Mr. McNiff rendered the prisoners good service. 
Like Mr. Kelly, in the leaping role, Mr. McNiff 
defeated, again and again , in the college and 
Walsh 's court, the most skilled players of the 
four provinces, for the best adepts at the game 
used to come from all parts to "try a hand " with 
the champion of St. Jarlath When last in Ireland , 
the writer, travelling in the west with the late 
Mr. T. Wilson , partner, then , of Sir Frank Smith , 
paid a visit to Sligo. At our hotel we had the 
great pleasure of meeting Mr. McNiff, who, with 
some friends , was celebrating the birth, that day , 
of his twenty-third child. He looked hale and 
hearty and was then able to play a single or four
hand game with wonderful spirit and activity. 

Reference has been made to these noteworthy 
athletes to show the young men, who may read 
this contribution to the RAIN BOW, what was done 
by untrained and unprofessional men in the play 
grounds of a Connaught college. Recent reports 
of athletic exhibitions, at Trinity College, Dublin, 
and elsewhere in Ireland , prove that there is no 
falling off or degeneracy in that line. Mr. Roger 
Kelly 's record has been beaten, and, to a consider
able extent. 

It was customary for a large number of the 
priests of the archdiocese to be present, at the 
Holy Week ceremonies, in the Cathedral. Among 
the clergy who attended, two were conspicuously 
noticeable for their distingue and striking person
nel. These were Very Rev. Paul McGreal, from 
the vicinity of Castlebar or Westport, and Rev. 
John Molloy, P. P. , Headford . Bot!, were ad
vanced in yeBrs and were among the last sur
vivors, in Ireland, of those who had made their 
studies at Salamanca, being debarred such privi 
lege, at home, owing to the operation of the 
penal laws. They were fine looking men , tall 
and courtly in appearance, Castilian in deport
ment and manner ; they were noble specimens of 
the cultµreq and refined clerics which Spain fur-, 
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nished to Ireland in return for her Blakes and 
O 'Donnells and the other " wild geese" who con
tributed no small share to the extension of Spanish 

sway and renown . . 
St. Jarlath 's turned out many men of eminence 

in church and state. The late saintly and patriotic 
Bishop of Clonfert, Most Rev. Dr. Duggan
whose super-hum an efforts to relieve the victims 
of starvation in 1847-8 well nigh cost him his 
life, and will never be forgotten in Connaught
passed from this College to Maynoo_t~ - So als_o 
did Archbishop McEvilly, whose bnlhant thesis 
for a divinity chair, in 1845 or 46 w as the admira
tion of the faculty and the five hundred and 
twenty students of the latter institution, whose 
verdict in His Grace's favour was almost unani
mous. The Most Rev. Thomas Carr, D. D., 
Archbishop of Melbourne, Australia, made his 
preparatory course here. His uncles were most 
extensive stock-masters, in County Galway, and 
of highest respectability. One of them was 
class fellow of the writer, and filled an early 
grave. The late distinguished Dr. William Jen
nings, professor of log ic, metaphysics and ethics, 
in Maynooth College, and author of the excellent 
and exhaustive trea tise on th ese subjects, was a 
St. Jarlath 's man. He, too, died whilst yet a 
young man . 

Rev. Bartholomew Cavanagh who was parish 
priest of Knock, when the apparitions occurred at 
the parish church-the reality of which is beyond 
doubt-and who died last yea r, made his ·e;irly 
studies in St. Jarlath ·s. The writer was most in
timate with him, there, and afterwards, in May
nooth, where they were room-mates for a year, 
in the " old physic house. " As a student he w as 
most exemplary and conscientious 

Very Rev. Oliver Kelly, already mentioned, 
entered St. Jarlath's , in the last years of his uncle's 
-the Archbishop 's-life He was ordain ed in 
the Cathedral of Tuam, in 1839, and ca me to 
Canada soon afterwards He was , for many 
years, pastor of Brockville, and, during Bishop 
Horan's administration, he was removed to 
Peterborough as Vicar-General. He was highly 
gifted as a scholar. His judgment was sound 
and faultless. 

There was one more St. Jarlath 's man in the 
ranks of the clergy desen-ing of notice, and that 

is the Rev. Patrick Lavelle, th e famed professor 
in the Irish College, Paris, and afterwards P. P. 
of Partoy. His grea t ability in championing the 
cause of the poor and oppressed was equaled only 
by his determination and intrepid•ty. 

Robert ( "Bob") Mac Andrew, one of the early 
staff of Punch, with Doyle, Leech and Douglas 
Jerrold; Counsellor MacDonough, a shining li g ht 
of the Lrish bar and lead ing counsel in the cele
brated Yelverton and Renehan trials- but, alas! 
an apos tate from the Catholic faith, lost in Trinity 
College; and M. A. O' Brennan, the friend and co
laboure r of Cobden in the Corn Law agitation, 
the well-known journalist, the well-read Irish 
scholar, historian and patriot; these and many 
other m en of note claimed St. Jarlath 's as their 
alma mater. 

But, the grandest, the most noted and con
spicuous personage connected with the see of St. 
Jarlath and with the co llege of that name, was 
the late Most Rev. Archbishop MacHale, who 
was acc ustomed to sign himself " John of Tuam," 
and whom the great O'Connell styled "The Lion 
of the Fold." 

It was he who gave to th e see of Jarlath, within 
the last sixty-five years, that eclat and renown 
which it had not formerly known. 

A brief sketch of this most illustrious and 
learned ecclesiastical dignitary may not be un
interesting to th e readers of the RAIN BOW. 

John MacHale w;is the fifth son of Patrick Mac
Hale and Mary Mulkieran , and was born at To
b;irnavian in the district of Tyrawley, Co. Mayo, 
on March 6th, 1791. He was baptized three days 
after, in his father 's house, by Rev. Andrew Conry, 
who was afterwards hanged during the insurrec
tion of 1798. It may be presumed he fell a victim 
to the bigoted malice of ' •Jack " Browne, high 
sheriff of Mayo, whose so ubriquet of" Shawn-a
Soggarth" or •' the priest hunter " , has come 
down to us in hi story . 

Young MacH ale received his first education in 
a small loca l school. The instruction was im
parted in Irish, and it is told that his grandmother 
objected to hi s learn in g the English alphabet. 
Though his paren ts were comfortable and well 
to do , like many of his companions, he went to 
school bare-footed, from choice rather than neces
sity, as thousands of boys did in Ireland, in by-
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gone days. There is a story well known to the 
clergy of the archdiocese that, when he was arch
bishop, Dr. MacHale, one day reproached a P. P. 
for driving an unshod horse along the road , when 
on his visitation. "My Lord", said the priest, 
"neither you nor I had a shoe to our foot till we 
were twice his age". 

He was sent to Maynooth in 1807, at the age of 
sixteen , and in 1814, after his ordination , he was 
appointed lecturer on theology. 

The question of separate education for Catholics 
was always for him one of vital and absorbing 
interest. On 29th January, 1820, he published the 
first · of a series of letters signed "Hierophilos ', 
against the education together of Catholics and 
Protestants, and a variety of other subjects. These 
letters were written from Maynooth College, the 
first on the date named and the last in May 1823, 
and numbered thirty-two. 

Many of these letters treat of the obnoxious 
Kildare Street and similar anti-Catholic societies. 

Six of them are addressed "To the English 
People" on the state of Ireland, in which various 
topics are discussed which have reference to the 
condition of the country. 

He addressed twelve letters of wonderful power 
and ability to the Right Hon . George Canning to 
enforce the necessity of Catholic Emancipation. 

To Earl Grey he addressed ten letters on the 
grievous destitution of the people of Ireland, the 
repacity of landed proprietors, the contrast be
tween the happiness of the people on the Conti
nent and the misery of -those of Ireland, on the 
Repeal of the Legislative Union, on the cruel 
eviction of the poor from their homes, on the 
Catholic Clergy being charged with priestcraft 
because they shield the people against their op
pressors, etc. 

His letters, in 18 3 1, from Paris, Geneva, the 
Vale of Chamonix, Milan, Bologna, Sienna, and 
other places en route to Rome and from the Eter
nal City, during his sojourn there, are full of 
interest and instruction, being, for the most part 
descriptive and historic. 

The letter, under date July 4th , 18 33, addressed 
to the Lord Bishop of Exeter on '' the noxious 
influence of the Protestant Establishment" in reply 
to Dr. Phillpotts' speech, in the House of Lords, 
delivered two years before, gives convincing 

proof of His Grace's power in the use of sarcasm, 
ridicule and effectual retort, when he had occasion 
to make use of these weapons. 

During the repeal agitation, the famine years, 
and subsequently, Dr. MacHale wrote numerous 
trenchant and telling letters to Lords Palmerston 
and Russell, on repeal , the destitution of the peo
ple, education and other current topics that con
cerned Ireland and the Irish people. 

In 1851, the Ecclesiastical Titles Bill, introduced 
to Parliament by the then Premier, Lord John 
Russell, was passed. By this measure, which 
was chiefly aimed at the English Hierarchy, it 
was made a crime and a felony , punishable by 
severe penalty-fine or imprisonment or both
for any Catholic Bishop in the realm to use the 
title of his see in signing any published pastoral 
letter or other document. Archbishop MacHale, 
on the day following the passage of the bill, ad
dressed a letter, through the public press, to the 
' 'little premier, " Lord John, to which he attached 
his old and world-wide-known signature, "John 
of Tuam." He thus ignored the impotent malice 
of the premier, who had not the moral courage 
to order the prosecution of the offender. This 
disgraceful and vindictive lflgislative act became 
a dead letter on the statute book and was never 
once enforced. "The Lion of the Fold" cowed 
the father of the parliamentary monstrosity and 
a hideous and ludicrous abortion was the out
come. 

When in Rome he preached in the Church of 
Jesu et Maria, and , on 17th March, 18 32, in St. 
Isidore, on St. Patrick. 

In 1834, upon the death of Archbishop Kelly, 
despite the opposition of the Government, he 
was made Archbishop of Tuam. 

He continued, -consistently, to · uphold the 
views he had always expressed in opposition to 
mixed schools and colleges. The assent of three 
archbishops and fifteen bishops to the scheme of 
creating a national system of education-as con
ceived by Dr. Wheatley, Protestant Archbishop 
of Dublin, in view of proselytizing the Irish race 
- did not alter his conduct or views on the 
matter. 

The writer thinks it was in 18 39, after attend
ing the meeting of the hierarchy, at Maynooth 
College, that Dr. MacHale, on a Saturday night, 
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left the seat of the Geraldines by the mail coach. 
He arrived in Tuam Sunday forenoon , at eleven 
o'clock. He had barely time to go to the episco
pal residence, change his travelling clothes for 
his pontifical robes and ascend the altar, just as 
the last Mass was being finished. The vast 
cathedral was crowded. \-Vith rare exceptions
and these mainly among the students who did 
not hail from Connaught--every one, men, women 
and children, gentle and simple, understood Irish. 
In that tongue, for nearly three hours, His Grace 
denounced the proposed system of national 
schools, pointing out the danger to faith and 
morals which it covertly threatened. He had 
placed on the altar the series of books which had 
been prepared by direction and under the auspices 
of the Board of Education, at Dublin, and from 
their pages he extracted and laid bare the poison 
they contained, and eloquently and successfully 
maintained his grounds of exception to the con
templated godless system. The large congrega
tion hung upon his words. Even those who did 
not understand the language he spoke felt thrilled 
and, in a manner, mesmerized by his earnestness, 
his eloquence and the grandeur of his appearance 
and attitude. Like O'Connell, he had a power
ful, but well-modulated voice, which reached all 
parts of the immense edifice, from the platform 
of the altar without sounding board or any other 
artificial aid. The impression made upon his 
audience was marked by unmistakable signs of 
approval and concurrence. His marvellous com
mand of the Irish language and the fervour of his 
eloquence, added to the influence which his in
flexible devotion to his principles commanded, 
produced all the effect which he desired . 

Mainly, if not wholly, owing to Dr. Mac Hale's 
instrumentality, the National system of educa
tion, in Ireland, was so changed and modified as 
to be accepted by the bishops with a few 
exceptions. The books were purged of their 
offensive and dangerous anti-Catholic teaching, 
and others approved by proper ecclesiastical 
authority were substituted. Provision was made 
for the religious instruction of the pupils, for 
supervision by the Catholic clergy, of the mode of 
teaching the young ones of their flocks , and a 
Board was created, composed of an equal number 
of Catholic and Protestant members. 

Archbishop Murray of Dublin, Lord Gormans
town, Lord Bellew, Right Hon . Moore O 'Terrall, 
and Arthur Strong Hussey, were of the Catholics 
who sat on the first Board. 

Archbishop MacHale set his face against the 
introduction of those Nation al schools into his 
diocese. He could not tolerate them . Very 
likely on the same principle of the sage who 
warned the Trojan against admitting the wooden 
horse of the Greeks within the walls of the city, 
" Timeo Danaos et dona Jerentes" . In their stead 
he had schools established which were conducted 
by the Christian Brothers and other religious 
orders, and , where these could not be supported, 
by lay teachers duly qualified. 

Archbishop MacHale became, after O'Connell , 
the most popular public man in Ireland. 

In 1854, on the occasion of the definition of the 
Immaculate Conception, he visited Rome for the 
second time, and presented to Pope Pius IX a 
poem in Irish on that dogma. 

Amid the labours and cares attending the ad
ministration of the largest diocese in Ireland, His 
Grace found time to devote his well-stored mir.d 
and great talent to literary labours. He trans
lated the Pentateuch into Irish as part of an " Irish 
translation of the Holy Bible." In 1g41 he pub
lished an Irish translation of many of Moore's 
Melodies of which a new edition appeared in 
1871. In 1844 he issued a translation into Irish 
verse of the first book of Homer's Iliad ; the 
second appeared in 1846. The preface of the 
third book, which was published in 1851 , gives 
his views on the famine. "I cannot help think
ing that, were the people of Ireland not Catholic 
the (prime) Minister would not have suffered 
them to perish from the land in such numbers. " 
The fourth book made its appearance in 1857, 
the fifth and sixth in 1861, the seventh in 1869, 
and the eighth, which concludes his translation, 
in 1871. His occasional letters, sometimes pub
lished in newspapers, and now contained in two 
good-sized volumes, are very numerous, and in 
1825, he published his splendid theological work, 
" The Evidences and Doctrine of the Catholic 
Church." 

Dr. MacHale was over middle height, broad
shouldered, of expansive chest, well and com
pactly built. His head was finely formed and 
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large, giving evidence of that brain capacity and 
power which he so eminently displayed. He 
had well-marked features. Gifted with a fine 
constitution he kept his health unimpaired and 
vigorous throughout his long life, by his frugal 
mode of living and by the amount of exercise, 
walking and riding, daily, when the weather 
permitted. From the opening of spring until 
the end of autumn, he might be seen, when 
at home, at any time between five and seven 
in the morning, taking his constitutional walk 
around the c0llege grounds, at a swinging 
pace, which few pedestrians--not professionals 
--could cope with, during the time devoted 
by him to this exercise. He celebrated Mass 
at seven, and the privilege of having served 
it many a time is one of the happiest 
recollections of the writer's youthful days. 
Punctually at eleven his well-groomed bay stood 
awaiting His Grace at the carriage step of the 
archiepiscopal palace, on Bishop street. He 
generally rode for three hours, returning about 
three o'clock. He varied the direction of his 
rides. One day he would select Castle Hackett, 
before mentioned; then Castlegrove, the beautiful 
seat of the Blake family, from which our own 
Edward comes, on the father's side; another 
day, Abbey Knock Moy, with its majestic ruins 
and historic surroundings, would attract him; 
Cammer and its venerable parish priest, Father 
Canavan-uncle of the late Bishop Duggan-for 
whom he had a great regard, was an objective 
point at least once a week; Ballinderry, the res
idence of Col. Nolan, M. P. for Galway, Bally
gaddy, Tilane, Gardenfield, Moyne, etc , had 
their turn in His Grace's equestrian excursions. 
He was capable of great physical exertion, which 
he frequently undertook, in the course of the 
year, especially when making the visitation of 
his diocese. On these occasions, particularly 
when visiting Connemara and the poorer parishes 
of the west, he endured much hardship and pri
vation. When travelling he invariably spoke 
Irish to the priest who accompanied him, if one 
of his own subjects, who, as a matter of course, 
knew the language. 

At the ripe age of 90 years and 8 months, Arch
bishop MacHale died, 7th Nov. 1881, atTuam, and 
was there buried. 

By his death, the Church lost one of her most 
gifted hierarchs, a deep thinker, a profound and 
learned theologian and controversialist, a forcible 
and classical writer, a fluent, eloquent and con
vincing pulpit orator, and, above all, a loyal, 
devoted and obedient son. One might venture 
to include John of Tuam in such a splendid galaxy 
as Bourdaloue, Bossuet, Massillon and Lacordaire, 
without derogating from the lustre of those great 
men. 

By the death of Dr. MacHale Ireland lost a 
patriot of the truest and putest type, and her peo
ple, especially the oppressed and down-trodden 
masses, victims of landlord greed and tyranny
a champion ever ready to do battle in their behalf 
against wrong and injustice. 

It often occurred to the writer, when looking 
at the late renowned Archbishop Hughes of New 
York, hearing him preach, and reading his pub
lished letters, that there was quite a similarity of 
character and not a little in appearance to Dr. 
Mac Hale. Both were endowed with extraordinary 
talents, firmness of character and unbounded 
moral courage and fearlessness in the advocacy of 
right. In New York as in Tuam, the cause of 
Catholic education had its earnest, uncompro
mising and persistent upholders. In cast of 
countenance, too, John of Tuam and " John, Arch
bishop of New York ''-"dagger John", as James 
Gordon Bennett, Sr., used to style him in the 
Herald-were not unlike. Each had the eagle 
aspect so indicative of his character and frame of 
mind. 

And now, the writer has to express fear that 
he has trespassed unduly upon the valuable 
space of the RAINBOW and the patience of its 
readers, and for this he begs to ask pardon. 

The subjects presented coulJ meet with ap
preciation only by the generation which has 
almost passed away. Though the whole matter 
of this discursive contribution has been treated 
imperfectly and insufficiently, the hope is felt 
that, in-as-much as it is Catholic in intention and 
tendency and has been written for Catholics, the 
many defects and shortcomi ngs apparent will 
meet with mild criticism and a generous measure 
of indulgence. 

J. G. MOYLAN. 
Ottawa, Ont. 
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'.JLtlacs. 

The sunlight of heaven is smiling above, 
And the air is delicious with lilacs: 

The day is as rare as the rainbow of love, 
0 lilacs, sing ever of lilacs! 

The oriole gleams like a gem in the sun 
And cheerily chirrups of lilacs : 

The rills down the rocks to the riverside run 
And tinkle of love and of lilacs. 

The bumble-bees over the serpelot sweet 
Hover, and whisper of lilacs: 

And the squirrels above in their leafy retreat 
Chatter of redolent lilacs. 

The children released from the school on the hill, 
Run into the fields for the lilacs : 

And the miller stands there in the door of the mill 
And drinks in the fragrance of lilacs. 

0 never were sweeter flowers under the sun 
Than lilacs, delectable lilacs: 

And O! when my life and my labor be done 
Let me lie underneath the sweet lilacs. 

J. E. JOHNSTONE. 

'tlmt\?es of tbe U)oets. 

lf T has been said that poetry is the loveliest 
form of pleasure-a consoler, an inspirer, 

the great enchanter of the world that turns what 
it touches to gold ; giving added beauty to the 
flowers, and a brighter glow to the stars. What 
treasures the world would have lost had there 
been no Homeric Poems, and no /Eneid of Virgil! 
How much that is soul-stirring and inspiring 
would have remained unknown had there been 
no Dante, no Petrarch, no Milton nor Shakespeare, 
and , even in our ow n times, no Tennyson; and 
yet, so much of infelicity, disappointment, and 
di5cord h1ve entered into the poets' lives, that 
were we fatalists or believers in chance we should 
feel that the fates had been unkind to them . 
Most of the poets have not drawn their inspira
tion from their wives, it is true, but there are 
some brilliant exceptions Odes, sonnets, epis
tles, lofty and eloquent as any ever sung, have 
been breathed forth in prais• of loving helpmates, 
who always found time and inclination to give 
of their tenderness and practical helpfulness. 

Every student of history recalls the story of 
Seneca and Paulina. When the aged philoso-

pher was condemned to die by order of Nero, his 
wife, young and beautiful, yet loving him more 
than life, determined to die with him. In vain 
did he endeavor to dissuade her, exhorting her 
to a life of persevering virtue; she seemed re
solved not to survive him, and pressed her request 
to die so earnestly, that Seneca, who had long 
looked upon death as a benefit, at last gave his con
sent, and the veins of both their arms were opened 
at the same time; but the strength of the noble 
woman was not sufficient for the trial. She 
fainted away in the midst of her sufferings, and 
when she revived, her husband persuaded her to 
live. She survived but a few years, however, a 
pale, fragile woman, whose pallid hue suggested 
the proverb, "as pale as Seneca 's Paulina." 

The picturesque story of this devoted woman 
is surpassed by that of Palla Argentaria, the wife 
of Lucan , who lived in the next generation. Un
like the former, when her husband perished, she 
consented, through love for his fame, to survive 
him. Her husband 's amanuensis, counsellor and 
confidante, she revised and copied his "Pharsalia,·• 
which he left in an imperfect state, and in the 
form in which Palla Argentaria corrected it, the 
great poem has descended to our times. 

The poet Ausonius-an exemplification of the 
truth of Juvenal's maxim-when Fortune pleases 
she can raise a man from the humble rank of 
rhetorician to the dignity of consul-had a virtu
ou~ and beautiful wife, whose love fed his genius 
without corrupting it. Though he lived in a dis
solute age, and was courted and flattered by 
royal princes and high-born dames, his hea rt was 
never drawn from her, indeed the most glowin g 
lines that love ever breathed from genius were 
written in her praise. 

From classic. days to the age of the Trouba
dours we pass by a single leap. Those were the 
palmy days of the Proven c;:al and Spanish poets : 
kings, warriors , and legislators courted the 
Muses, and the tenderness of feeling and del
icacy of expression, as depicted in the ballads of 
the time, are very touching. One of the poets of 
that period , Sardello of Mantua, whose name 
Dante has celebrated in one of the finest passages 
of his great poem, was an Italian, but wrote in 
the Provenc;:a l tongue. To his beautiful and high
born wife, Leonora de Romano, sister of the 
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famous Eggolino, Lord of Padua , he dedicated 
many of his poems, besides inditing to the praise 
of her virtue and loveliness several exquisite 
roundelays. In Millot's collection there is a very 
elegant ballad by S,irdello, inscribed to his belov
ed Leonora. More properly speaking, it is a kind 
of rondeau , the first line being repeated at the 
end of every stanza,--

"Helas ! a quoi me servent mes yeux ?'' 
" Alas! wherefore have I eyes?" 

In it. the poet sings of the pleasures of spring, 
which are nothing to him in the absenc.e of the 
only object on which his eyes can dwell with de
light. Nothing can be more singularly eloquent 
and musical than the arrangement of the rhymes 
of this pastoral song. They are full of a cadence, 
a pathos, a melody, which only the most fervent 
feelings could dictate to an imaginative and 
poetic heart. 

Two other names, landmarks of the golden 
age of Italy and of literature, stand out in bold 
relief in the sweet and glowing South-Bernard
ino Rota, a poet of power and pathos, whose 
best known work is a volume of poems in 
which he celebrates the beauty and devotion of 
Portia, his wife, whom death snatched from his 
arms while she was yet in the pride and flush of 
youth; and Castiglione, whose person is made 
known to us by Raffael's interesting portrait of 
him, now in the Louvre, painted in 1515. The 
contemporary and friend of the famous Mar
chioness of Pescara, Vittoria Colonna · of the , 
brilliant Isabella d'Este, Marchioness of Mantua, 
whose daughter, the beautiful Duchess of Urbino, 
is immortalized by Titian's many portraits of her, 
both as she was in youth and in age, and also as 
in youth he saw her idealiud ; Castiglione's wide 
familiarity and sound judgment respecting the 
various worlds of men, of women, and of art, 
were remarkable. He married Hypolita di Tor
nello, who in every way was worthy of him. 
After her death he transposed the most touching 
passages of her epistles, written during the time 
th at he was ambassador at Rome, into a very 
beautiful poem. 

Lord Lyttleton tells us in a very charming line, 

" How much the wife is dearer than the bride," 

and to his beautiful Lucy Fortescue he is indebted 

for more of his fame than to his genius. It is the 
remembrance of this fair and gentle being more 
than anything else that has hallowed the pre
cincts of Hagley and made it classic ground. 
Lord Lyttleton was not a great poet, but the 
power of truth has given to most of his rhymes 
an interest; his love and devotion were real, their 
object noble, beautiful and virtuous. His Monody 
on his wife's death was praised by Gray for its 
elegiac tenderness. 

Perhaps the most elegant monument ever 
erected by conjugal affection is Habington 's 
tribute to his wife, Lady Lucy Herbert, the Cas
tara of his verse, whose good qualities he cele
brates in the purest accents of love, indeed it 
was this love for a beautiful and worthy object 
which animated his imagination with elegant 
thoughts , and filled his mind with images, whose 
soft beauty her feminine delicacy purified of all 
gross alloy. It is therefore justifiable that "this 
chastest of the Royal lyrists" be allowed to exult 
in the immortality he has given her: 

" Thy vows are heard; and thy Castara's name 
Is writ as fair as is the register of fame, 
As the ancient beauties which translated are 
By poets up to heav@n, each there a star, 
Fixed in love's firmament no star shall shine 
So nobly fair, so purely chaste as thine. " 

The influence of woman on a poetic tempera
ment was never more beautifully illustrat':!d than 
in the story of the gallant James, the first of the 
Stuart kings of Scotland, and Lady Jane Beaufort, 
niece of Cardinal Beaufort. Accomplished, 
knightly, handsome, a poet as well as a 
sovereign , one to be loved by a fair, noble-minded 
lady as was the granddaughter of John of Gaunt, 
he w as a prisoner in the English land . They met 
many times in Windsor Castle-his prison was 
no longer a dungeon , but a palace of light and 
bliss. The amorous captive composed songs and 
sang them to his lute, he also wrote a historv of 
his beloved in rhyme, a long poem still ext;nt, 

· but which he did not finish until after his mar
riage with the maiden who had won his princely 
love. Lady Jane Beaufort became a queen , and 
well she merited and repaid the love of her 
devoted and accomplished husband. History 
records her noble heroism, her self-sacrificing 
acts. 
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Milton always cherished the memory of Cath
arine Woodcock, his second wife, with a fond 
regret, and honored it with a sonnet, beginning 
with the following lines: 

" Methought I saw late esppused saint 
Brought to me like Alcestis from the grave." 

No doubt she was full in his heart when in his 
noble poem he writes thus: 

" How can I live without thee, how forego 
Thy sweet ~o~verse, an~ love so dearly joi~.ed, 
To live again tn these wild woods forlorn? 

The joint existence of Mr. and Mrs. Browning 
was· a poem of sustained beauty. How they 
mutually inspired each other the world knows to 
its profit, for without the other each life-record 
would' have been sadly incomplete. Mr. Brown
ing's words will furnish, perhaps, the best con
clusion :-"You are wrong," he said, "quite 
wrong-she has genius; I am only a painstaking 
fellow. Can't you imagine a clever sort of angel 
who plots and plans, and tries to build up some
thing,-he wants to make you see it as he sees 
it, shows you one point of view, carries you off 
to another, hammering into your head the thing 
he wants you to understand; and whilst this 
bother is going on, God Almighty turns you off 
a little star-that's · the difference between us. 
The true creative power is hers, not mine." 

"in melodiousness and splendor of poetic gift 
Mrs. Browning stands first among women," says 
Peter Bayne, in his •·Great Englishwomen;" we 
may add, there is about all that she has written, 
whether political, or sociological, or mystical, or 
sentimental, an enduring charm of picturesque
ness, of romance, and of a pure enthusiasm for 
art. "Art for Art," she cries, 

" And good for God, Himself the essential Good! 
We'll keep our aims sublime, our eyes erect, 
Although our woman-hands should shake and 

fail." 
JOSEPHINE HARDIN. 

'THE skeleton key that opens all hearts is charity. 
The most ardent zeal for the conversion of sinners 
will prove ineffectual unless it be accompanied by 
kindness, tenderness; affability, and those other 
gentle qualities which are the offspring of the 
mother virtue,· love of God and our neighbor. 

ll)entecost Sun~a)1 at '.lLoretto. 
+fH EAR the very heart of Nature, which bears 
IR traces of the Divine Hand, indescribable 

to poet's pen, and amid the freshness of awaken
ing life, glowing with the genial rays of the May
day sun, the peaceful chapel of Loretto, adorned 
with a profusion of flowers, its organ pealing 
forth sweet sounds, and altar ablaze with myriads 
of waxen tapers, prrsented a. scene not soon to 
be forgotten. 

Five little maidens-Juliette Gerin, Christina 
Barrett, Maud Merle, Maud Maloney and Mary 
Gertrude Cotter- after many weeks of earnest, 
fervent preparation, realized the anxious longing 
of their young, innocent hearts. The ''day of 
days," which is a fore~aste of heaven, had at last 
dawned, when these favored children, as fair and 
pure as the snow-white lilies they bore-exhal
ing a fragrance far more divine-came forth, 
attended by their tiny maids of honor, and with 
reverential awe and filial confidence, knelt before 
the Tabernacle, to receive their Lord and God, 
their young hearts becoming the very home and 
shrine of that Presence whom the angels in 
heaven are not worthy to receive. Oh! wonder
ful proof of the tenderness of the Master's loving 

Heart! 
To heighten our appreciation of these little 

ones' untold happiness, we have but to look 
down the vista of our departed years and recall 
the deep spiritual joy we ourselves experienced 
for the first time when 
" In the hushed stillness of communion hour ; 

That hour of hours, when on His Heart repos!ng 
He made us know His love's o'ermastenng 

power." 
Who could behold the sweet countenances of 

these children, radiant with a reflection of the 
Divine Light, and not feel touched! This mem
orable day, framed in the very Feast of Lo~e, 
cannot fail to cast a chain of the seven-fold gifts 
of the Holy Ghost around the hearts of these 
chosen ones. May their sylvan lives on Niagara 's 
banks be a foreshadow of their coming years, 
with a b.-.lm for every sorrow time may bring, in 
the Precious Blood of the Eucharistic Cup, our 
true consolation, during our probation and exile 
here below. Though these favored souls may 
travel by different roads to th('.!ir ~<;:l~stial country, 
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yet heaven is the objective point; thus ever 
united in that sweet and constant bond of which 
the Tabernacle is the centre. We shall leave them 
now in the Divine Hands, with Mary Immaculate 
as their guiding star, leading them sweetly on
ward and upward to the Bridal Chamber of the 

. Lamb, there to enjoy the never-cloying torrents 
of endless bliss. 

-The Holy Sacrifice was celebrated by Very 
Rev. A. Kreidt, 0. C. C., Provincial of the Car
melite Order, at the conclusion of which his im
pressive, beautiful words were in harmony with 
the auspicious occasion. 

Though time may cast a shadow over the 
many-hued beauties and joys of this day, yet we 
can safely say, the vision of their first Sacred 
Banquet, will ever rem:1in enshrined in the hearts 
and memories of these little ones. 

HARRIET JEANETT HAYES. 

B !IDessaoe. 
Say not fail, my friend ! the word will make thee 
Weak in purpose, poor in act. Plant thy seed 
In soil made rich with love and patient deed, 
Obedient to Him who holds the sea 
And land in bond of silent mystery. 
By law as subtle, sure, He knows· thy need 
When thou dost work His furrow, or dost weed 
The sunny little garden spot that He 
Has lent to thee, or lone and shadowed space, 
Thy Gethsemane. At dawn roses rare 
Will swing their golden censers in the place, 
To fill with incense, God's cathedral air, 
If clouds betimes make dim thy summer morn 
It is that blossoms sweet as these be born. ' 

CLARA CONWAY. 

jftltal lDe\?otebness====a <Ibaractertsttc of 
tbe Great. 

lf N reading the biographies of great men, we 
are often struck by the love they had for 

their mothers, to whom they attributed all their 
greatness. 

Curran spoke with great affection of his mother 
as a woman of strong original understanding, 
to whose wise counsel, consistent piety, and les
sons of honorable ambition, which she diligently 
enforced on the minds of the children, he himself 
principally attributed his success in life. "The 
only inheritance," he used to say, "that I could 

poast of rn;rn my poor f;ithtr w~s ~hf yfry s~anty 

one of an unattractive face and person. like his 
own; and if the world has ,ever attributed to me 
something more valuable than face or person, or 
than earthly wealth, it was because another and 
dearer parent gave her child a portion from the 
treasure of her mind." 

De Maistre described his "sublime mother" as · 
"angel to whom God had lent a body for a brief 
season." He said that her noble character made 
all other women venerable in his eyes. 

"Happy he 
With such a mother! Faith in womankind 
Beats with his blood, and trust in all things high, 
Comes easy to him, and though he may trip and 

fall, 
He shall not blind his soul with clay." 

' 'I am wedded, Coleridge," wrote Charles 
Lamb, "to the fortunes of my sister and my poor 
old father. Oh! my friend, I think sometimes, 
could I recall the days that are past, which among 
them should I choose? not those merrier days, 
not the pleasant days of hope, which I have so 
often and so feelingly regretted, but the days of 
a mother's fondness for her school-boy. · What 
would I give to call her back to earth for one day, 
on my knees to ask her pardon for all those little 
asperities of temper which, from time to time, 
have given her gentle spirit pain! And the day, 
my friend, I trust, will come; there will be time 
enough for kind offices of love, if heaven's eternal 
years be ours. Hereafter her meek spirit shall 
not reproach me. Oh! my friend, cultivate the 
filial feelings! and let no man think himself re
leased from the kind charities of relationship. 
These shall give him peace at the last; these are 
the best foundation for every species of benevo
lence." 

"We may have many friends but only one 
mother-a truth I did not discover till too late, " 
wrote the poet Gray, author of the famous 
"Elegy." In the old churchyard of Stoke Pogis 
now reposes "the careful and tender mother of 
many children, one of whom alone had the misfor
tune to survive her," as her son so touchingly said. 

One of Pope's most noble traits was his great 
affection for his mother. The following beautiful 
and feeling lines refer to her : 

"Oh, friend, may each domestic bliss be thine ! 
a~ n,o 4npleqs~nt meliin~holy min~ f , ' ' 1 
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Me Jet the tender office lo~~ engage 
To rock the cradle of dechnmg age ; 
With lenient arts extend a mother's breath
Make languor smile, and smooth the ?ed of death, 
Explore the thought, explain the askmg eye, 
And keep at least one parent from the sky." 

Cowper was but six years old when his mother 
died . More than fifty years after that s2d day
it was sad for him-an old man bent over the 
never-forgotten image of that kindest of earthly 
friends, and penned the following "Lines to My 
Mother's Picture": 
" My mother! when I learned that thou wast dead, 
Say; wast thou conscious of the te~rs I shed ? 
Hovered thy spirit o'er thy sorrowmg son, 
Wretch even then-life's journey just begu!"l? 
Perhaps thou gav'st me, though u_nfelt! a kiss ; 
Perhaps a tear, if souls can weep m bliss : 
Ah that maternal smile ! it answers, Yes. 
I h~ard the b~ll tolled on thy burial-day, 
I saw the hearse that bore thee slow away, 
And turning from my nursery windo~, drew 
A long, long sigh, and wept a last adieu ! 
But was it such?-lt was -Where thou art gone 
Adieus and farewells are a sound unknown. 
May I but meet thee on that peace~ul shore, .. 
The parting words shall pass my lips no more ! 

Says Macaulay, '· Make the most of it while 
yet you have that most precious of all good gifts, 
a loving mother. Read the unfathomed love of 
those eyes ; the kind anxiety of tone and look, 
however slight your pain. In after life you may 
have friends-fond, dear, kind friends; but never 
will you have again the inexpressible love and 
gentleness lavished upon you, which none but a 
mother bestows. Often do I sigh in my struggle 
with the hard, uncaring world, for the sweet, 
deep security I felt when of an evening, nestled 
in her bosom, I listened to some quiet tale, suit
able to my age, read in her tender and untiring 
voice. Never can I forget her sweet glances, 
cast upon me when I appeared asleep, never her 
kiss of peace at night. Years have passed away 
since we laid her beside my father in the old 
churchyard, yet still her voice whispers from the 
grave, and her eyes watch over me as I visit spots, 
since hallowed to the memory of my mother." 

A portrait of his mother always hung in Tenny
son's bedroom, and was the only pictorial record 
which remained of her in the family ; he never 
would allow it to be photographed or copied, be
cause he frequently declared that it would not 

have her expression. He valued the picture 
highly, and it migrated · with him whenever he 
moved from one of his country houses to the . 
other. From this most gentle and charming of 
women it was, not from his father, the some
what grim clergyman, that he inherited his poeti
cal and highly sensitive organization. She took 
great interest in her son's verses, and he often 
read her things which no one, not even his be
loved brother Charles, was allowed to hear. 

Washington was only eleven years of age-the 
eldest of five children-when his father died. 
The widowed mother had her children to educate 
and bring up, a large household to govern, and 
extensive estates to manage, all of which she 
accomplished with complete success. Her good 
sense, tenderness, industry, and vigilance en
abled her to overcome every obstacle; and as the 
richest reward of her solicitude and toil, she had 
the happiness to see all her children come for
ward with a fair promise into life, filling the 
places allotted to them in a manner equally hon
orable to themselves and to the parent who had 
been the only guide of their principles, conduct 
and habits. Mrs. Washington used daily to col
lect her little flock around her to read to them 
lessons of Christian religion and morality, and 
her little manual in which she wrote the maxims 
which guided her was preserved by her son, and 
consulted by him as among his most precious 
treasures. 

How powerfully can the mother of a happy 
home influence her son for time and eternity! 
Yes, the presence, and, after she is gone, the 
memory of a holy and devoted mother, is a 
strengthener of faith and of many other virtues. 
We are told that Senor Castellar, the Spanish 
Gambetta, as he is called by the admirers of both, 
wrote on one occasion: "If I could, I would re
turn and throw myself on my knees before the 
Holy Virgin, and after my death I would implore 
a resting-place at the foot of the cross which 
covers with its sacred arms the spot which I love 
and venerate the most-my mother's grave." 

" Heureux l'homme a qui Dieu donne une sainte 
mere. 

En vain la vie est dure, et la mort est amere
Q!Ji peut douter sur son tom beau?" 

MARIE R OGERS. 
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JULY, 1899. 

DURING the sweet month of Mary, dearest of 
all the twelve to her faithful children,-particu
larly dear to every child of Loretto-how calm 

and joyous were the moments spent before her 
altars in the blue, bright, early morning and the 
shadowy evening hours! How far off seemed 

the world and its wasting cares while we knelt 
in the hallowed place of prayer, with the Taber

nacle before us, where Mary 's Son is present in 
His own great Sacrament of Love! 

The beautiful ceremony of coronation of the 
statue of our Lady was a fitting close to her 
month. Nothing could surpass in loveliness·, 

simplicity, and religious effect, the procession of 
white-robed maidens, softly gliding to the flower
enwreathed altar, chanting the Litany of Loretto, 

and laying their floral tributes at the feet of our 
Heavenly Queen. 

* 
WHAT a lesson to the frivolous-young and 

old-who spend the greater part of their time 
reading sensational novels, is the horror in which 

books of a doubtful character were held by Mary 
Leczinska, daughter of King Stanislaus of Poland, 

and wife of Louis XV. of France. It is said that 
she had an abhorrence of all that might impair 

the purity of the heart, and especially of bad 
books,-if she heard only a word said against 

them , it was sufficient to prevent h1;r from ever 

opening them. One day two or three ladies of 
the court were speaking before her of a bad pro

duction which had just appeared in Paris. '·Have 

you read it then , ladies?" she asked. ''Yes, 

Madame; we wished to judge for ourse'lves 
whether what is said of it is true. " "As for 

me," said the pious <2!Jeen , "I would consider it 

a crime to read a book that might contain any
thing insulting to my father, still more what 
would be insulting to my God.• · At another 

time some one was reading in a small company 

a pamphlet which was also worthy of reproba

tion , when the <2!Jeen's arrival was announced. 

" <2!iick, quick, " they exclaimed, "hide that 
book; it is one which the Queen does not like. " 

"It is true, gentlemen," said the <2!Jeen , looking 
at the title, "and it seems to me that all Chris
tians ought to regard it with horror as I do. " 

* 
THE sweetest woman's lips cannot refine slang, 

and because men are themselves " of coarser 
clay," w oman's greatest charm to them is her 

womanliness. In our most practical · nineteenth 
century, when men are surrounded by all that is 

prosaic and coarse, they turn to women for that 
incense of refinement, that intangible something 

that is sweet as "a Sicilian pasture in flower in 
May." In this age of brick and mortar, of smoke 

:ind progress, the gentleness and purity of women 

are all that are left to redeem life's harshness. 

Leave to men the rougher elements, but let 
women retain the tender grace of the olden days, 

when the century was young, and before the 
clang of the motor drowned out "the murmur of 
the brook and the rustle of the corn." 

* 
THERE has been a red letter day for our athletes 

-the reorganization of the baseball and tennis 

clubs. Baseball has always proved a delightful 

pastime, and, at Loretto, it is unanimously ush

ered in with manifestations of intense delight. 
Tennis has also found favor, and although the 
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game includes but four at a time, the players are . 
enthusiastic in its interests. The members of 
the Club of '99 occasionally volunteer with re
markable graciousness to initiate recruits into the 
mysteries of the game, but it is sometimes amus
ing to watch the curious antics of the amateurs 
who very often sacrifice grace and gravity for 
the sake of a ball which, in the end, disappoints 
by not crossing the net. ''Alas ! alas! " cries the 
despondent professional, whose painful duty it 
is to serve, "many a time have I been flattered 
for the graceful manner in which I have served 
the most palatable delicacies at table, but when 
it comes to manipulating those feather-weight 
balls-I confess they are a delusion and a snare. " 

Perhaps the difficulty in this case may be at
tributed to a difference in the application of the 
term serve, which should be a consoling thought 
for our discouraged friend. Many and strong are 
the silent invectives hurled at the inoffensive balls 
when those very important factors obstinately 
refuse to meet requirements, but equally as strong 
are the heart-throbs of the fortunate member 
when conscious of a masterly play. 

Great hopes are entertained of a glorious future 
for each and every member of the Tennis Club, 
and we sincerely trust that our "great expecta
tions" may not end as disastrously as did those 
of poor ''Pip." 

* 
WE have spoken of our Baseball and Tennis 

Clubs, and have thus endeavored to sing fairly 
the pra ises of our amateurs on the athletic field, 
let us now turn our attention to the Literary 
Circle, an organization of no small interest to its 
enthusiastic members. As becomes every well
organized society we have our president, vice
president, secretary, and treasurer, who, by their 
competency and adaptability to their respective 
offices, have won the esteem and approbation 
of the entire association. And there are also our 
" recorders" who, with painful precision, register 
the merits of their respective sides, by a long or 
short row of tens, as the case may he. Our fate, 
or rather that of a be-ribboned box of bonbons 

depends entirely upon the sum total of a line of 
figures. Anxiety bordering on lunacy and despair 
is manifested when a question is proposed by a 
certain member whose entire side is positive that 
it will be answered by each and every one of 
the opposing party. The two minutes allotted 
for reflection seem an eternity to one, but an in
credibly short space of time to the other. Then 
it is that our poor craniums are mercilessly ran
sacked-that our store of accumulated knowledge 
is searched into again and again . At last some 
one doubtfully murmurs a name. It is correct
but the heart sinks as the remainder of the q ues
tion is given-"Give dates of birth and death of 
writer, of the publication of his works"-At this 
stage a witty member on the left quietly suggests 
"Why does she not ask the date of his mother
in-law's death, and of his oldest grandchild's 
marriage, of his own interment, s tating by whom 
the ceremony was performed, the exact number 
of persons present, and, if possible, what his 
subsequent actions were in regard to his future 
happiness." A ripple of suppressed laughter, 
and a withering glance from the interlocutor and 
hl!r party. Then perfect silence, broken only by 
the monotonous tick of an admonishing time
piece-the latter disturbed perman ently by a deep 
thinker, who from the recesses of the sanctum, 
moans pitifully, ''Oh, those dates." Yes, if it 
were not for these and a few more disturbing 
elements, our literary world would not present 
scenes which rival, or mayhap surpass, the most 
animated parliamentary proceedings. 

To the gold medalists of the Club-Miss Mar
mion and Miss Hardin-we tender our heartfelt 
congratulations, and hope that although person

. ally they are about to sever their connection with 
it, its interests may be de~r to them during the 
years that are to come. 

LET us not fail to scatter along our pathway 
the seeds of kindness and sympathy. Some 
of them will doubtless perish , but if one only 
lives, it will perfume our steps and rejoice our 
eyes. 
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Ube meal JDresence. 
Beloved, here art Thou, white-veiled and still! 
Thy love hath fallen -into all the days, 
And night is sweet and golden in the rays 
Of Thy resigning close-encircling Will. 
The years were cold , inhospitable, chill, 
Until Thy thrill of Love to frozen ways 
Brought warmth and summer gladness , Matin 

praise 
For Thee, my Gift, wreathes sunny vale and hill. 

My Love, my very Own, Thou art so near, 
That I may feel Thy breath upon my cheek, 
And hear Thee say: " Beyond all doubt and fear, 
My restless child, so hungry, tired and weak, 
I answered to your knocking, and am here, 
Because I love you, love you, love you, dear." 

CLARA CONWAY. 

Ube 1tttle @nes l5ntertatn. 
~ PLEASING picture presented itself to the 
~ audience on the traditional eve of the 
first of May. The air was sweet with bloom, all 
nature without seemed hushed and calm, .and yet 
awake with the intense joy of budding spring. 
Within, the quiet was broken only by the sweet, 
clear voices of the little ones, as they sang with 
childish simplicity their pretty songs, or recited 
with equally pleasing gravity. 

Their entertainment was announced at seven , 
but before the old clock on the stairs had decided 
to make itself heard , the eager audience had as
sembled, and the bright faces of the little ones in 
their quaint costumes, told the expectant guests 
that they were not to be disappointed in the 
hopes of a very pleasant evening. 

On entering the hall smiles greeted us in all 
directions, and thoughts of joy alone lingered in 
the reigning silence . Yes, it was silence, but 
for a moment only. The Entertainment opened 
with a very unusual musical feature-a quartette 
for one piano, written by a no less famous com
poser than Mademoiselle Cecile Chaminade her
self-delightfully rendered by Christina Barrett, 
Juliette Gerin, Harriet Gaiser and Mary Merle. 
The four executantes sat peacefully at the same 
Concert Grand, for which fact they certainly 
deserve credit. " Practice makes perfect, " and 
in the rendering of " Les Noces d 'Argent, " as 
we heard it, there were no traces of previous dis-

cords, or an insufficient amount of room at the 
piano . 

Veronica Altenburg appeared in different roles. 
In the "Arithmetic Lesson" her divided attention 
was most amusing; in ''The Dead Doll" she was 
the true child; and in "The Frightened Birds" 
her tenderness and trills were most touching. 
We enjoyed our "Visit to the Fair" with her and 
her "Daddy, " and not only thank her for the 
pleasure given us, but congratulate her on her 
pleasing powers of entertaining. 

The first full chorus was prettily sung, and it 
was only a step from '' Among the Flowers" to the 
stream, on whose bank, shaded by waving trees, 
and dotted with flowers,-so charmingly de
scribed by Christina Barrett-dozed Maud Merle, 
The Lazy Frog. We have · already introduced 
you to the narrator who, in her turn, will present 
you to Kathleen O'Brien, who shortly appears as 
a Trout, and holds converse with the Frog, who 
at intervals opens his mouth and leaves it thus 
until it closes freely and without effort on his 
part. Before, however, we are introduced to 
Kathleen, our attention is drawn to one end of 
the stage, where the said little maiden seems to 
be gathering wits, nerves, and various twists of 
her armed fins into full play. From the moment 
she started on her errand to the Frog until she 
was comfortably seated, it was impossible to 
control our laughter. Her arms winked, waved 
or flopped in a manner closely resembling the 
wriggling of the original trout, and her feet 
twisted themselves into a shape wholly unlike 
that of the two articles generally used for stand
ing purposes. She recited her part well, and we 
had but a tiny interval of quiet after the prolonged 
applause that greeted Kathleen every time she 
appeared , before the Sparrow, in the person of 
Mary Gertrude Cotter, hopped forward and con
tinued to exhort his Frogship to begin a more 
active life. Again and again as Kathleen and 
Mary appeared the hall resounded with the merry 
laughter of the much-pleased audience. 

The songs " Little Bo-Peep" and "I had a Little 
Doggie, " sung by the smallest children, were 
very charming, and the chapter of "Don'ts"-a 
tremendous local hit-though a trifle hard on the 
young ladies, was one of the most interesting 
chapters of the evening, and · we will try not to 

• 
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make it necessary for them to repeat their cautions 
and use so many "don'ts" for our special benefit. 

The recitations, " Handel," "The Raggedy 
Man," and the readings, "Longfellow as a Boy",' ' 
"The India Rubber Man," "Putnam and the 
Wolf," and "The Norseman" proved most in
structive. 

The instrumental solos, ''Faust, " ''Oberon," 
"Wood-Flowers," and the trio, "Sequidilla" 
were all well interpreted. 

The Entertainment closed with the evening 
song to our Lady . If each child does her part 
through life as well as she did that night there 
will be no shadows as twilight draws on. Ah! 
little ones, would that through the years your 
parts might be equally well played ! May your 
evening hymn be ever as clear and sweet as that 
you sang on the eve of this Bonny May. 

ETHEL KEAN. 

PROGRAM. 

" Leave me my innocence, make others great. " 

Instrumental QuJrtette, " Les Noces d ' Argent, " Chaminade 
Maude Merle, Harriet Gaiser, Juliette Gerin, Christina Barrett. 

Recitation, (a) "The Arithmetic Lesson, " 
( b) "The Dead Doll," Veronica Altenburg. 

Chorus, "Among the Flowers," Goeppe 

Recitation, "The Lazy Frog," 
Kathleen ,O'Brien, Mary Cotter, Maude Merle, 

Christina Barrett, Veronica Altenburg. 

Song, "Little Bo-Peep," . 
Marguerite Barrett, Kathleen O'Brien, Alice Geiger, Ro,ina Merle, 

Leonore Bampfield, Veronica Altenburg , Mary Cotter. 

Recitation, " Hundel," 
Maude Merle. 

Instrumental Solo, "Wood Flowers," Genschel 
Harriet Gaiser. 

Recitation, (a) " The Frightened Birds, " 
( b) "Going to the Fair, " Veronica Altenburg. 

Vocal Duett, '· Meadow Talk," Fisher 
Christina Barrett, Maude Merle. 

"A Chapter of Don 'ts," 
'' I had a Little Doggie," 

Marguerite Barrett, Kathleen O'Brien, Alice Geiger, Veronica 
Altenburg, Leonore Bampfield, Rosina Merle, Mary Cotter. 

Recitation, ' ' The Raggedy Man," . 
Harriet Gaiser . 

Instrumental Trio, "Sequidilla," Holst 
Annie Merle, Mary Merle, Maud Merle. 

Rt?dini:;, ' ' Longfellow as a Boy," . 

Mary Merl~, . 

"India Rubber Man, " 
Christina Barrett. 

Instrumental Solo, Oberon , Weber 
Juliette Gerin . 

Reading , "Putnam and the Wolf, " 
Lucille McGuire. 

Instrumental Solo, "May Pole Dance, " Gurlitt 
Veronica Altenburg. 

Readmg, "Louise Alcott, " 
Juliette Gerin . 

Reading , "The Norseman, " 
Florence Murray . 

Instrumental Solo, '' Faust, " Gounod 
Christina Barrett . 

'' Evening _Prayer to Our Lady." 
Accompanist, Ethel Kean . 

" Stabat .mater bolorosa 
Juxta a:rucem lacr)?mosa 
lDum penbebat jfiltus." 

~ OTHING can surpass the touching sim
lr\- plicity 0f the Evangelist's words, "~ow 

there stood by the cross of Jesus, His Mother," 
but no para phrase can excel that of the author of 
the well-known Sequence Jacopone, the Mad 
Penitent of Todi. No man has ever interpreted 
the sorrows of the Mater Dolorosa and sym
pathized with her in her aftlic.tion as the 
Franciscan friar of the thirteenth century. How 
beautiful are the verses with which the hymn 
opens! The painful drama of Calvary is described 
in sad and solemn words. It seems at first as if 
the poet cannot find language to express the 
sorrows of the mourning Mother. Dante de
scribes the u!lfortunate who for very weeping 
can weep no more; the Virgin Mother stands at 
the foot of the cross in silent grief. But the 
spectacle of her grief overwhelms the poet ere 
long, and he exclaims, 

"0 quam tristis et afflicta 
Fuit ilia benedicta 
Mater unigeniti. ·• 

Once more the poem assumes a dramatic form , 
but the poet feels overpowered by his emotions. 
"Eia Mater, fons amoris. " He is no longer a 
mere narrator, he is not satisfied with being an 
idle spectator, he longs to bear part of the burden 
that so cruelly oppresses her. Others may shrink 
from suffering, but he longs for it with unutter. 
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ab le yea rn ing. His eyes fill with tears, his heart 
is w ell nigh breaking at the thought of it, and 
his pa le lips put forth a passionate prayer: 

"Sancta Mater, istud agas, 
Crucifixi fige pl::igas 
Cordi meo valide. " 

T his is not a metaphor, or an exag gerated poet
ical expression; he desires above all things to 
bear literally in his body the '' stigmata of our 
Lord." And therefore the petition occurs once 
more at the end of the hymn. The prayer is no 
more interrupted as it was at first; the agonized 
soul standing, or rather kneeling at the foot of 
the cross, g ives vent to the passion of adoration 
that consumes it ; and as the poem closes, we 
seem to see a bent form refusing to be lifted, 
and to catch the echo of a voice going forth in 
endless su pplication. 

No w ond er that this poem became soon after 
it was w ritten one of the favorite songs of the 
people. Its author belonged to the world; the 
hill on w l ,ich it dwelt was the centre of the moral 
un iverse; the emotions which it described were 
common to hum anity. The cry of agony of the 
pious monk pierced through the walls of his nar
row cell, and found a response amongst the 
masses of Italy and Germany. 

T he ea rlies t setting of the ' 'Sta bat Mater" to 
m usic, w hi ch demands special notice, is that of 
Josquin des Pres, whose most elaborate Masses 
fai l to surpass it. Indeed no subject has appealed 
to pa in ter, or musician-after the Mass-whether 
of the Fai th or not, like this Plaint of the Sorrow
ing Virgin ; so that w e are now in possession of 
several settin gs of the beautiful verses in which 
we recognize a grief so divine that only angels 
can console. To hear the Liturgical Stabat at its 
best, one should attend a Good Friday service at 
No tre Dame, Paris, when the nuns chant it, 
w hile to its solemn music , the holy relics are 
borne th ro ug h the g reat nave of the church,
the thorns, the nail, even the sacred wood against 
which the sorrowing Jacopone leaned. 

Ozanam has said: ' 'The Roman Catholic Lit
urgy con tains nothing more touching than this 
sad Plaint, w hose monotonous strophes fall like 
tears; so gentle are they that one recognizes in 
them a grief which is d ivine, and so simple in 
the popular Latin that women and children under-

stand it, half by reason of th e s implicity of the 
words, and half through the music, which reaches 
the very heart. " 

Palestrina followed the example of Josquin des 
Pres by settini the w0rds of the "Stabat" to 
even more beautiful music, displaying all the 
beauty of that art which makes his music religi
ous par excellence-the music of the Divine. 

With a thoughtful touch that is a refi nement of 
tender respect, Pergolese has confided his ver
sion of this most feminine of sacred songs, to 
female voices, masculine notes having seemed to 
him too rough to sympathize with maternal g rief. 

Turning from Pergolese's " Stabat" to that of 
Rossini, we find what strikes us as unseemly 
g11yety and a brilliancy which wounds in its in
tensity. From beginning to end-except in the 
unaccompanied "Eia Mater" and " Q!Jando cor
pus"-all sorrow is disowned, prayer is turned 
into an operatic aria, and the Cross hidden in 
flowers. 

The Chevalier Neukomm composed a" Sta bat " 
which was very popular among his disc iples, but 
the Chevalier w as destitute of genius, so it is no 
wonder that his work has had its little day. 

To Anton Dvorak is due the credit of hav ing 
illustrated th ese sublime verses in a more modern 
way and in a very different phraseology. Pre
vious to his writing the "Sta bat Mater," Dvorak 
was employed as organist, but he resig ned the 
position that he mig ht devote his life with g reater 
freedom to his beloved art, and composition . 
The result of this seclusion was the production of 
a masterpiece which, apart from his oth er w orks, 
w ould place him in th e firs t rank with the 
greates t composers of all time. It has been re
marked that th ere are defects in the " Stabat " 
of Dvorak, that it lacks some of the s terner 
qualities, and that some of its phrases are too 
profound. But if these imperfections exist, the 
richness of its melody, its coloring, and t he 
beautiful manner in which he has treated it, make 
one overlook any re .. l or imag inary fl aws. 

Dvorak sent his w ork to Vienna to be per
form ed, but incredible as it may seem, it was 
rej ected by some in admissable error. This must 
have been a serious matter to on e who had no 
official position and whose revenue w as b ut little 
increased by his pupils; but he would not be 
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disheartened, and set about composing again. 
Several works issued from his pen before he suc
ceeded in procuring a hearing for his "Sta bat.•· 
In 1883, seven years after his first atte1:1pt, he 
was invited to conduct it at Albert Hall, m Lon
don, where his reception was warm and cordial, 
and the audience most appreciative. The press, 
too, was unanimous in its praise, and so great 
was Dvorak's fame that his '· Sta bat" was re
peated the following year at Worcester, where it 
met with equally brilliant success. 

The lesser lights have also made a brief fame, 
but we are not surprised that great son of ltaly
Verdi-although the greater part of his life, 
beginning in 1814, has been devoted t_o ~peratic 
work, is now in his declining years-sttll vigorous 
of intellect-devoting himself to sacred music, 
and is said to be engaged in writing a " Sta bat." 

Thus from age to age, this most eloquent 
deification of suffering has proved an inspiration 
and a consolation-one of those compositions 
which suffice to bear witness to the glory of an 
art, if it alone remained to speak. 

ALICE LAWLOR. 

<rartsbroofie <raatle anb its tJDemortes. 
~ O more beautiful and impressive ruin re
lR mains to us from mediaeval England than 

Carisbrooke Castle, in the Isle of Wight. Its fine 
towers, overhanging the vaulted machicolated 
portcullis, rear their height upon a bold elevation 
overlooking the one picturesque village on the 
island. The Castle has its great memories, too, 
even more inspiring than its towers. Like most 
of its fellows, whether in Great Britain or on the 
continent, its site was originally dictated by the 
exigencies of plunder. The earliest commodity 
in which any of the inhabitants of Great Britain 
are known to have dealt is tin. The route by 
which the tin from Cornwall was brought across 
the Isle of Wight lies just in front of Carisbrooke 
Castle. The importance of being in position to 
rob these tin caravans must have occurred to able 
monopolists, centuries before any of the present 
structure was laid. But there are portions of the 
walls, or rather of the foundations, which are 
quite clearly British and Roman, while the greater 
part of the keep, and some of the ramparts at the 

back, are undoubtedly Saxon, and date from the 
sixth or seventh century. 

Wil liam the Conqueror gave the castle and 
manor to Fitz-Osborne, but took it away again 
from his weaker son. It was shortly after this, 
while the castle was still royal property, tha t t he 
Conqueror paid his solitary visit to the Isle of 
Wight-and it was in this castle that occurred 
his famous altercation with his half-brother Odo, 
Bishop of Bayeux, which terminated in the 
seizure of the latter by royalty's own hands. In 
1 377, the garrison beat back al!llost the only 
invasion English soil has known since the con
quest-a raid by French adventurers. There _has 
never been any fighting on the Isle of Wight 
since-an immunity which no other kingdom 
shares. The terrible Wars of the Roses ran their 
long and ghastly course without crossing the 
Solent, or Spithead. All that the island knew of 
them was that Humphrey, Duke of Gloucester, 
and Richard, Duke of York , were its governors 
before the wars began, and that the lucky Wood
villes got these places afterward. 

Henry VIII crushed the abbeys of th_e island, 
and gave their substance over to c_ourtlcrs ':"ho 
seem to have been less than ordi nanly deserving, 
even as his courtiers went, but it made no trouble. 
Elizabeth had the old castle rebuilt and enlarged, 
as one of the defences against the Armada, and 
her initials are still to be seen over the gateway, 
but the elements intervened to save the Wightians 
from warfare. The civil war, too, raged its 
length with no other effect upon this seren_e is!et 
than to give it its chief and most pathetic his
torical memory. The inhabitants seem to have 
gone over to Cromwell en masse a~d to have 
joined in besieging Carisbrooke Cast!e m the name 
of the parliament. It was not a part1culady proud 
exploit, for whilst the besiegers h~d artillery and 
great numbers, the garrison con~1sted of _only a 
few invalided old soldiers, guarding the wife and 
children of the governor of the island, the Earl of 
Portland, and they had only three days' provisions. 
But the Countess got up on top of the ramparts 
with a lighted match in her hand_ and made a 
little speech to the villagers, telling them she 
would herself blow up the castle and them, too, 
if they did not grant a. free esc~pe for her and 
the garrison. The Parl1amentarn1ns consented , 
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and thus once more the island was spared blood
shed. 

After the civil war, King Charles-a King now 
only in name-was brought to Carisbrooke and 
lodged there for a long time as a prisoner of state. 
At first this captivity was more real than apparent, 
and he was allowed to hunt and to maintain a 
sort of court. Little by little his liberty was cur
tailed, until finally he was restricted to a single 
room, and looked upon the outer world through 
bars. It was during this period that he lost the 
jaunty, cavalier appearance which Van Dyck's 
portraits depict for us, and lapsed into a di
shevelled, haggard, grey-bearded man. Two 
attempts were made to rescue him during this 
captivity. A placard still points out the window 
through which he was to have climbed to liberty 
-perhaps to a regained throne. All was ready; 
four daring gentlemen waited outside with five 
swift horses to gallop through the night to a boat 
in readiness on the co:ist. But, alas! the aperture 
made by the forced bar would not pass lhe royal 
person, and so there was an end to it. In the 
following November he was taken over at dead 
of night to Hurst Castle on the mainland, and a 
month later to London, and the scaffold in 
Wh~tehall. 

In the August of 1650, eighteen months after 
the King's execution, the Protector ~ent two of 
the King's children, the Princess Elizabeth and 
young Henry, Duke of Gloucester, to Carisbrooke 
Castle. The latter, recorded as by far the best of 
the sons, was to live through the persecution and 
see his brother Charles welcomed and crowned 
in London, and then die on the very threshold of 
the new reign . But Elizabeth-the sweetest 
character perhaps that English royalty has pro
duced-came to Carisbrooke to die. The children 
had rooms in the Elizabethan building which, 
partially ruined, now serves in part as a volunteer 
barrack. The chamber is still preserved in which 
the fifteen-year-old princess died, a month after 
her arrival. She had pined her life away within 
sight of the iron bars which so vividly rt!called 
her father's misfortunes. One morning her life
less form was found lying upon the bed, with 
her cheek resting upon the open page of the 
Bible her father had given her-opened at the 
lines, "Come unto rn~-" The princess wa 

buried in the old Norman church at Newport, 
two miles distant, and there now, in the hand
some modern edifice built upon its site, are both 
her tomb and a beautiful marble monument 
erected by Q!Jeen Victoria, depicting in sculpture 
the little maiden lying dead with her face on the 
Bible. 

MARY FORMOSA. 

\\'ur :annual (Ioncert. 
~NL Y those whose privilege it was to be 
~ present on this ideal May day could ap
preciate to the full extent the admirable features 
of the entertainment and the indubitable proof 
given by the pupils of their own proficiency and 
the zeal and tender care of those to whom their 
instruction has been confided. Guests who came 
with the expectation of witnessing something 
akin to ordinary school performances, went away 
astonished, and expressed their admiration in 
terms which it would seem extravagant to repeat 
here. If momentary enthusiasm had any share 
in the words of approbation so lavishly spoken, 
it must be confessed that it was an enthusiasm 
that had seized upon all alike, and in which per
sonal feeling had no part. 

The scene pre~ented by the vast hall, garlanded 
with leafy branches and fragrant flowers, in the 
rear of which, tier upon tier, stood the white
robed performers, was a pleasing prelude to 
what followed. 

After the brilliant rendition of the first three 
numbers, came the "Garden Scene," from "Mary 
Stuart," whose tragic story is familiar to the 
readers of history and romance, and whose death, 
alone and almost friendless, is one of the most 
beautiful and pathetic pages in history. Although 
more than three hundred years have elapsed 
since Mary Stuart, who bore a crown of thorns 
under the glittering circlet that proclaimed her 
Q!Jeen of Scotland. passed away from earth, yet 
to-day as many hearts beat at the mention of her 
name, and as many lips eagerly open to defend 
her fame as if she were still living. 

Referring to the entertainment a local paper 
remarked: The annual concert at Loretto Academy 
is looked forward to with as keen anticipation by 
the f rie~ds of this institution Qf !yarning, as by 
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the s tudents themselves . For a number of years 
th~ musical :ind literary entertainment has been 
rega rded at Niagara Falls as the standard by 
which all other entertainments of ambitious pro
portions must be judged. Those who were 
fo rtunate enough to attend have the highest 
praise for the teachers and pupils of Loretto-and 
the audience is always composed of critical and 
cultured guests. No more delightful spot could 
be selected than the convention hall of the 
Academy. The decorations were not too elab
ora te, the palms, ferns, and shrubs being arranged 
with that exquisite taste everywhere visible 
throughout the halls and rooms of the beautiful 
building. The nuns in charge of the performance 
showed every attention to the guests, with that 
gentleness and sweetness of manner one always 
notices with pleasure when visiting Loretto 
Academy, Niagara Falls. 

The young ladies made a beautiful picture, each 
gowned in white, the effect being to lend the 
several parts a delicacy and simplicity which one 
c:in appreciate but not dilate upon. We do not 
feel competent to pass upon the merits of the 
several renditions. Those more competent were 
of one voice in their praise. The " Garden 
Scene," from " Mary Stuart," received unstinted 
pra ise. Miss Hardin and Miss Wait, of Chicago, 
as Mary Stuart and Q1Ieen Elizabeth respectively, 
were perfection. Miss Hardin is possessed of a 
voice capable of expressing keen emotion. her 
presence and manner, whether in humble sup
plic:i tion , or dignified rebuke, appealed to all 
hea rts. Miss W:iit was the Elizabeth of history 
- possessed of a superb presence, a voice ex
quisitely modulated, graceful and haughty in the 
exe rcise of imperial autho"rity. 

The piano solo by the talented Miss 
Kea n, appealed strongly to the critical ear. 
va lse in A flat was clearly executed. 

Ethe 
The 

Miss Beatrice Ferguson has a very sweet and 
rich voice, and received many congratulations on 
her creditable renditi!:m of the Gavotte from 
" Mig non." Miss Marmion won the hearts of all 
in the vocal solo, "Se Seran Rose. " The audience 
hea rtily encored this phenomenal young singer, 
and were rewarded with a second selection . A 
ve ry charming bit of elocution, and much appre
cia ted by all, was the recitation, "A Child's 

Wish," by Miss Maud Merle, of Chicago, who 
won the admiration of every one by her sweet 
manner and by her loyalty to the Stars and 
Stripes. In response to an encore, she reapp~ared 
and favored the audience with a graceful little 
bow. The "Hungarian March" was splendidly 
rendered. It surely necessitated a great deal of 
practice to reach the point of perfection which 
the young ladies have attained. "Ave Maria," 
sweetly chanted by the choral class, brought the 
musical part of this delightful entertainment to a 
close. 

Very Rev. A. Kreidt, 0. C. C.. Provincial of 
the Carmelite Order, then addressed the audience, 
thanking the assembly for its appreciation of 
what all considered the most brilliant performance 
that had ever be.en witnessed at Loretto . 

(a ) ' ' Rest " . . . . 
(b) ' ' Charming Valley" 

PROGRAMME. 

CH O RAL CLASS. 

PIANO SoLo-Valse in A fl at . . . . 
Miss Ethel Kean. 

VocAL SoLo-Gavotte from "Mignon " .. 
Miss Ferguson . 

. . Gounod 
R oberti 

Chopin 

A . Thomas 

Garden Scene from '' Mary Stuart " Schiller 
Miss Hardin, E. Wait, S. Freeman1 M. Rogers, M. Fo rmosa, J . Smith, 

L. McCafferty. 

VocAL Soto-'" Venice Sleeps" . . . • 
Miss Pearl Haw k. 

Malle, 

' • Mary Stuart "-Part II., Last Scene . . 
Miss Hardin, S. Freeman, M. Rogers, M . Formosa, J. Smith, 

L. McCafferty, H. Haviland, H. Whiteford , B. Golden, 
I. Gallagher, A. Marmion, C. Flanagan, P. Hawk. 

n Invitation to the Dance " . . W ebtr 
1st Piano--Miss A. Law lor, E. Kean. 
2d Piano-Miss A. Marmio n, J. Smith. 

"Day Is At Last Departi ng" . . .. /. Rn.ff 
CHORAL CLASS . 

f'RESENT/\TI0N OF MED/\LS TO CR/\DU/\TES. 
Miss A. Lawlor, J. Hardin, A. Marmion, P. Hawk. 

T erzetto-from " Elijah " Mendelssohn 
Miss P. Hawk, J. Hardin, A. Marmion. 

'' The Ket tle and the Cricket, '' from " The Cricket on the Hearth " .. Dick~11s 
Juvenile Elocution Class. 

Voc.u S01.0- " O h , Merry Goes the Time When the Heart is Young" .. Burk 
Miss E. Wait. 

VocAI. SoLo- ' ' Se Seran Rose" •. .. A rdill 
Miss A. Marmion. 

n The Child 's Wish " .. 
Miss Maud Merle . 

Hungarian March . . Lisz t 
1st Piano-Miss P . Hawk, E . Kean ; 2d Piano-Miss A. Lawlor, K. Smith 

1st and 2d Violins- Miss C, Laniga n, J. Hardin, C. Kean . 

Ave Maria .• • • Marchel/I 
Ave Maria, su te di~cendc q uanta di grazia , nel ciel risplende ; tu, fra le 

fi glie d 'Eva la eletta, ave Ma ria, s ii benedetta. 
Sia benedetto quel sacra pegno che a noi del cielo dischiuse ii regno, che 

in t e discese, poiche s 'accese, 11 divo spirito per te d 'amor, sia benedetto teco il 
Sig nor. 

Ave Maria, San ta Maria, del ciel desio, Ave Maria, Virgine e sposa, Madre 
di Dia , Ave Maria, g li occhi tergendo, col tuo bel velo, Ave Maria, Deh tu 
propizia ii cielo, pre~a per noi1 finche la g uerra della barbaric ci strazia in 
term, perga il tuo fi gho quando sul ciglio star.a dell ' ultimo pianto ii dolor. 

CYRENA KEAN. ' 
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:are ltbere Rnl? tProgresst"e 11:cnomen? 

lf N this age of Liberalism and wonderful de
velopment, we are tempted to believe that 

we possess a ll the greatness of th e Universe, 
hen ce, if a woman accomplishes anything out of 
the ordinary, it becomes the fad; people rush to 
it just as they would to see a dog walk on his 
hind legs. · The Woman's Page of the sensational 
paper will illustrate in rai nbow colors. But all 
this serves the purpose it was intended for, 
namely, "The woman of to-day." 

But come with me a few moments and let us 
turn over the pages of history and take a note 
therefrom . To Catholic and of Catholic women 
I speak, for I maintain, that whether within the 
cloister or in the world, on ly in the Church has 
woman received the recognition she deserved. 
Without dwelling on the religious, social and 
political influence of St. Catherine of Sienna, St. 
Teresa of Spain, St. E.lizabeth of Hungary, St. 
Margaret of Scotland, St. Brigid of Sweden , and 
our own beloved Brigid of Kildare whose beauty 
inspired the poet and whose councils were second 
only to those of St. Patrick and St. Columba; Isa
b ella of Castile and Maria Teresa of Austria-all 
were women who did much in shaping the map 
of the old world and the new. 

We find in the early age of the Church the 
arts and industri es cultivated, for in stance: 
the patroness of Brussels, St. Gudula, was 
not only a writer but an artist, and under her 

guidance lace-making was brought to perfection, 
and Brussels to-day has in use some of the 
bea utiful designs she made in the first years of 
the seventh century. 

One of the oldest rules relati ng to convents, 
that of St. Caesa rius of Aries, instituted in the 
fifth century, and brought a hundred years later 
to Poitiers in France by St. Radegonde, required 
that all the sisters should be able to read and that 
th ey should devote two hours a day to study. 

Montalembert speaks of convents founded 
und er the auspices of St. Jerome, by St Paul; 
and her daughter, and he reminds us that 
Hebrew ;i~d the Greek were the daily study of 
these admirable women, who were the co-work
ers of St. Jerome. He also speaks of the scholarly 
attainments of St. Aura, the friend of St. Eloi, 
and of the nun Bertile, whose learned lectures on 

Holy Scripture drew to Chelles, in the sixth cer.
tury, a large concourse of auditors of both sexes. 
He tells us of Gerfrude, Abbess of Nivelle, who 
sent messengers to Rome and to Ireland to buy 
books. 

In Germany the list of the learned nuns included 
St. Lioba, who was said to be so eager for 
knowledge that she never left her books except 
for divine se·rvice. She was a pupil of St. Boni
face , and to her was due the framing of the 
system of instruction instituted after the mission 
of St. Boniface in North Germany, which system is 
the recognized one at present. Hroswitha was the 
illustrious nun of Gandersheim's dramatic poetry, 
which has been preserved for nearly eight cen
turies, and has had the honor of being reprinted as 
late as 1857. Curiously enough there was, nearly 
a century earlier, another Hr0switha in Ganders
heim, who was the daughter of the Duke of 
Saxony, and who became the fourth abbess of 
the same convent. She composed a much 
esteemed treatise on logic. 

Cecilia, daughter of William the Conqueror, 
who was abbess of Kucaen, won fame for her 
school in grammar, philosophy, a nd in poetry. 
S. Herrad of Landsberg, who governed forty-six 
titled nuns at Mont St. Odile in Alsace, composed, 
under the name of Hor/us Delictarum, a sort of 
cosmology, which is recorded as the first attempt 
at a scientific encyclopedia, and which is noted 
for the breadth of its ideas on painting, philos
ophy, mythology, and history, To the Abbess 
of Eichs tadt, in the 11th century, Germany is in
debted for the preservation of the Heldenbucb, a 
treasury of heroic stories. 

The principal and most constant occupation of 
the learned Benedictine nuns was the transcrip . 
tion of manuscripts. " It is difficult (says a 
Protestant writer) to estimate too hiahlv the I:, J 

extent of the services rendered by these feminine 
hands to learn ing and to history throughout the 
Middle Ages." Eusebius speaks of young maidens 
whom the learn ed m en of his time employed as 
copyists. In the fifth century, St. Melania the 
younger distinguished herself by the beauty and 
exactness of her transcripts. In the sixth century, 
the nuns of the convent at Aries, incited by the 
example of the Abbess of St. Cesa ire, acquired a 
no less brilliant reputation. In the seventh cen-
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tury, St. Gertrude, who was learned in the Holy 
Scriptures, sent to Rome to ask not only for 
works of the highest Christian poetry, but also 
for teachers capable of instructing her nuns. In 
the eighth century, St. Boniface, begged the 
abbess to write out for him in golden letters the 
Epistle of St. Peter. Caesarius of Aries gave in
structions that in the convents which had been 
founded by him, and the supervision of which 
rested with his sister, the " Virgins of Christ " 
should give their time between their prayers and 
psalms to the reading and to the writing of holy 
works . In the eighth century the nuns of Maseyk, 
in Holland, busied themselves in a similar fashion, 
not only in writing, but particularly in illumi
nating, in which they became proficients. To 
St. Catherine of Bologna is attributed the perfec
tion and even the inventi on of the violin. 

In the ninth century, the Benedictine nuns of 
Eck on the Meuse, and especially the abbesses 
Harlinde and Renilde, attained great celebrity by 
their caligraphic work and by the beauty of the 
illuminated designs used in their manuscripts. 

In the time of St. Gregory VII., a nun at Wes
sobru nn, in Bavaria, named Diemude, undertook 
to transcribe a series of important works, ''the 
mere enumeration of which, " says George Put
nam in "Books and Bookmakers in the Middle 
Ages" "would startle modern readers ." In St. 
Gall, the nuns in the convent of St. Catherine 
were, in the thirteenth and in the first half of the 
fo urteenth centuries, also engaged in preparing 
transcripts of holy books. Hildegardis of Ger
many was the author of genera l scientific works, 
besides poems and essays in the purest Latin ,md 
Greek of the twelfth century . Only in countries 
that escaped the taint of the so-called Reforma
tion did women figure for the next few centuries, 
so that we find Italy still at the head. Th ere was 
a centenary celebratio,1 in England during the 
present month in honor of Maria Gaetana Agnesi, 
an Italian lady pre-eminently distinguished for 
her scientific attainments, who was born in 
Milan. Her father w as professor of mathematics 
in the university of Bologna. At an early age 
she had such a command of language, that she 
read Latin, Greek, Hebrew, French, Spanish, 
German, and other languages. She was in con
sequence generally known as "the Walking 

Polyglot." Some of her works were published in 
1738. The most valuable result of her labors, 
however, was her works on Philosophy, pub
lished in Milan, in 1748. The first volume treats 
of the analysis of Finite quantities, and the second 
of the analysis of Infinitesimals. A French trans
lation of the second volume, with additions by 
8ossuet. appeared at Paris in 1775; and the Eng
lish translation of the whole work by Colson, the 
professor of mathematics at Cambridge, in 1803. 
The Edinburgh · Review called it the best intro
duction to the works of the mathematicians of 
the continent. In 1750, on the illness of her 
father, she was appointed by Pope Benedict XIV. 
to occupy the chair of mathematics and natural 
philosophy at Bologna, which university often 
held as mrny as 2,000 students. After the 
death of her father, in 1752, she carried out 
a long cherished purpose by gi\'ing herself to 
the study of theology, and especially of the 
Fathers. Another purpose, which seems to have 
been long cherished, was now also fulfilled. 
After holding for some years the office of direc
tress of the Hospice for Blue nuns at Milan, she 
herself joined the sisterhood, and in this austere 
order ended her days in May, 1799. 

So that in every age we have models of illus
trious women and even in our own land we have 
no need to go outside the Church to find the 
highest type of patriot and scholar. We have in 
Mother Seton, the Sister of Charity, whose sac
rifices for home and country could be well fol
lowed by the much-talked of Red Cross Society. 
To Theodosia Drane, the gentle Dominican, to 
whose labors in education we owe a never-paid 
debt; to Mother Angela Gillespie, of the Holy 
Cross, whose pioneer work in the back woods 
can never be forgotten; to Mother Catherine 
Drexel, we pay our humble tribute; to Rose 
Hawthorne Lathrop, with her Servants of Relief, 
and to Eli7a Allen Sta rr of Chicago, the speaker 
and teacher, the most graceful writer and the 
best art critic in the country-to these I leave 
the question, " Are There Any Progressive 
Women?" ELLEN A. FORD. 

HAPPINESS is a great power of holiness. Thus 
kind. words, by their power of producing 
happiness, have also a power of producing 
holiness. 
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:a Glimpse of IDresi,en. 
""RESDEN-the Florence of the Elbe-the 
W Saxon Switzerland-owes a large part of 
its fame to its extensive artistic, literary, and 
scientific collections; in fact, it is the only part of 
Germany where a picture gallery worthy of Italy 
can be seen. 

As everybody knows, the gem of this gallery 
is the Sistine Madonna of R:iphael, that wonderful 
picture in which the Virgin with the Child in her 
arms is represented as floating in glory, with a 
saint kneeling on each side, while below are those 
two cherubs, whose infantile faces are known 
the world over. This great painting is in a room 
by itself, and is placed with its gorgeous frame 
on a sort of altar, where it enjoys the worship of 
the world. How far these surroundings affect 
our appreciation of the immortal canvas it is 
difficult to tell. The fact of being in the presence 
of a work of art which is above all money value, 
and which has been admired and acknowledged 
for generations as one of the most transcendent 
triumphs of human genius, must necessarily ex
ercise some little influence on the judgment. 
However this may be, the picture exerts an over
whelming power and awakens emotions too 
great and holy to be described. Whether in the 
innocent purity of the Madonna's face, in the 
touch of sorrow as premonitory of suffering in 
that of the Child, in the upward glance of the 
cherubs, in the earnest homage of the saints, or 
in the dim cloud of angel faces which fill the 
entire background, yet which are not seen at all 
till the canvas is closely scanned, everything in 
this glorious picture is so perfect that the mind 
can conceive of nothing more entrancing. Mrs. 
Browing's line, 

• • Fair mists of seraphs rise and fall," 

recurs to memory on viewing that wondrous 
background; but no poet's words can describe 
the divine expression un the features of this 
Madonna. 

The Blessed Virgin was Raphae l's favorite 
theme, and Q!Jatremere de Q!Jincy says: " The 
mere collection of all the Madonnas painted or 
even designed by Raphae l and the detail of the 
variations which he introduced into his composi
tions would form an abridged history of his 

genius." Not as an humble Jewish maid did 
Raphael depict the Mother of Jesus : he revered 
and loved her, and he gives her always a ma
tronly dignity and a queenly grace befitting the 
direct descendant of the kingly house of David. 
She to whom the angel spake in the humble 
house of Nazareth inspires the youthful dreamer 
with visions of the beauty of her pure mother
hood and the wonder of her virginal exaltation, 
and he paints on the now-treasured canvas, not 
the Italian con ta din a. but her face and form, as a 
medium to show us his ideal of the pearl among 
Eve's daughters. 

It is not wonderful that in the highest period 
of Italian art the Virgin Mother should so often 
be enshrined amid its treasures. The opening 
chapters of St. Luke 's Gospel overflow with the 
poetry of the Nativity, which is the one supreme 
event of the world, and the story could not be 
told otherwise. The Christian artist, dazzled by 
the angelic messengers, the glorious star, the 
infinite beauty of the divine Child, sees in the 
loving adoration of Mary for her Savior, who has 
come into the world as her Son, a possible chance 
of interpreting through her gentle motherhood 
some of the light and grace and loveliness of that 
marvellous hour. 

The Madonna della Sedia or Madonna of the 
Chair, so called from the fact that the chair on 
which the Virgin is represented as sitting is 
somewhat prominent in the treatment, is also in 
the Dresden Gallery. There is a quaint legend 
connected with this picture. Bernardo, a her
mit in Italy, rendered himself, through deeds of 
kindness and by his pious life, greatly beloved. 
To a young daughter of one of the neighboring 
peasantry he was much attached, and the child 
returned his affection with almost filial love and 
care. Over Bernardo's hermitage a grand old oak 
spread its branches, sheltering his lowly home 
from the heats of summer, and affording lodg
ment for the birds that the old man loved and 
fed daily at his door. Of the old tree he became 
very fond, saying it was his dumb daughter, 
whilst his speaking one was Mary. 

One year there was a season of uncommon 
storms in the locality of Father Bernard and his 
peasant neig hbors; cottages were swept away, 
the swollen streams carried in their currents 
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many an uprooted tree, while there was great 
loss of life and unusual suffering among the poor. 
After a night of terrible storm, Mary and her 
father, at early dawn, hastened from their home 
to visit their old friend, full of anxiety lest the 
angry waters should have washed away his 
dwelling during the hours of darkness . Several 
days, indeed, had elapsed since they last saw the 
aged man, and when they reached his home they 
found their forebodings realized. The freshet 
had swept away his dwelling, but, secure among 
the branches of the oak, they found the hermit, 
who related how the suddenly rising waters had 
forced him to seek shelter on the mossy roof of 
his hermitage; that refuge, too, becoming in
secure, he had cast his eyes toward heaven for 
protection, when the long, swaying limbs of his 
loved oak had caught his attention, as they 
beckoned him, as though with human hands, to 
seek shelter in its branches; then the old man 
related how for three days and nights he had 
found safety, and, sustained by a few crusts, had 
looked for the succor that, in answer to his 
prayer, he felt sure would come. To their home, 
henceforth to be his own, the father and daughter 
conveyed the faint and trembling hermit, who 
received, for the remaining years of his life, a 
daughter's tender care from Mary. Shortly be
fore his death, calling her to his side, he blessed 
her, and, associating the remembrance of the 
shelter he had received in his dire necessity from 
the old tree with tl=lat which she had given, he 
prayed that these, his dumb and speaking daugh
ters, might both be blessed. 

Years passed on; the old oak, spared so often 
at the insistence of the hermit, by the prosaic 
woodcutters, was at length hewn down, and the 
timber manufactured into vintners' casks, while 
Mary, who had married shortly before her old 
friend's death , used , with her two boys, to pass 
many sunny hours of Italy's bright days in a 
favorite arbor of the garden, where in neat and 
orderly rows, the wine-casks were ranged . Here, 
as she once sat, her youngest child clasped to her 
bosom, with her face turned lovingly toward the 
other, who w,1s pressing his claim of attention 
upon her that she might notice a childish toy in 
the shape of a cross, which he had just fashioned 
from two stick~, the paint~r Raphael ~aw her as 

he was walking listlessly by. Here was a vision 
of loveliness that answered to the artist's dream 
of a Holy Family that had been haunting him for 
days, but which he could not make tangible 
enough to put on canvas. Not trusting to his 
memory to depict the lovely group, the artist 
quickly seized one of the cask-tops near, and 
sketched upon the oaken round the mother and 
her two boys, types of the Child Jesus, His 
Mother and the infant John. Thus,'the Madonna 
of the Chair, painted by Raphael on the top of 
the wine-cask, manufactured from the old oak 
that the hermit loved so much, while commemo
rating the beautiful friend and his favorite tree, 
fulfilled at the same time his prayer, that his two 
faithful daughters might be blessed in each other. 

Leonardo da Vinci's "Last Supper," familiar to 
all, finds a place in the Dresden collection. The 
artist's conception of his lofty subject is wonder
fully striking and realistic . Grief, surprise, and 
an indignant protest appear to struggle in the 
disciples with a sort of expectation of a consum
mation for which the teachings of the Master had 
prepared them; but in the midst of the general 
consternation Jesus sits tranquil, patient, knowing 
that the hour had indeed almost come, and ready 
to endure all that He had been sent to endure
treachery, humiliation , pain, contumely, death. 
His face shows pity and an infinite tenderness, 
but no anger or trace of resentment. The lines 
of suffering have drawn the mouth , but the brow 
preserves its serenity, and the eyes are luminous 
with the light of that spirit which cried in its last 
agony, "Father, forgive them , they know not 
what they do." 

Among the other Italian masters represented 
are Titian, Correggio, Paolo Veronese, Andrea 
del Sarto, Giulio Romano, Annibale Caracci, 
Guido Reni and Carlo Dulci. Of the Flemish and 
Dutch schools there are paintings by Rubens, 
Vandyck. Rembrandt, Ruysdael, Wouvermann , 
Dow, Teniers, Ostade, Potter, etc. The French 
school is represented, among others, by Poussin 
and Claude Lorraine. Murillo, Cranach and 
Durer have also contributed gems. 

To speak of the Green Vault of the Royal 
Palace, so-called from the character of its original 
decorations, with those incalculably valuable 
precious stones, pearls, and works of art in gold, 
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silver, amber and ivory, would be to repeat a 
thrice-told tale. Dresden is a treasury of art, 
both in the architecture of its buildings and in the 
contents of its museums and picture galleries, 
and presents a marvellous contrast to the smoke
stained towns of toil which surround it. 
' 'Dresden china" is made at Meissen in the 
neighborhood. Indeed, amid many vicissitudes, 
the art-collections of Dresden seem to have pos
sessed some talisman of security; for the little 
metropolis of Saxony is still the storehouse of art 
and learning which the tasteful electors of the 
two centuries before this one made it; though 
the city has often heard the thunder of hostile 
cannon, and has stood in the pathway of armies 
many a time. · 

JANE SMITH. 

1Receptton to ©ur JEelo\?et, Bt·cbbtsbop. 

1f T was our privilege during the month of 
roses, of glowing skies and gorgeous hues, 

consecrated to the special honor of the Sacred 
Human Heart of Jesus, to welcome our beloved 
Archbishop, Most Rev. D. O'Connor. 

Accompanied by Rt. Rev. R. O'Connor, Bishop 
of Peterborough, Ont., Very Rev. A. Kreidt, 0. 
C. C., Provincial of the Carmelites, Rev. T. Mc
Donald, 0. C. C., Prior of Ca rm elite Monastery, 
Falls View, Rev. P. Kiernan, Gribbin, Ont., Rev. 
J. Kilcullen, Colgan, Ont., His Grace entered the 
spacious hall, greeted by the exultant strains of 
"Ecce Sacerdos Magnus ." Miss Hardin then 
delivered the following address, after which she 
presented an exquisite floral tribute: 

May It Please Your Grace, 
· A great day full of joy and honors-such ,is the 

favored inmates uf this house must ever remem
ber this one to have been-entitles us to plead 
the poet's line for our deficient greeti ng :-"we 
are but little happy when we can say how much!" 
That we should be amongst the first to render 
homage, under our own roof, to the lustrous 
virtue and qualities indued with the sacred purple 
of Christian roya lty, and newly enhanced by the 
Pallium, is not only a surpassing privilege th::it 
we are humbly proud of; but the voucher-our 
faith assures us-of far- reach in~ and lavish bene-

dictions upon our house and studies for the days 
that will follow it. 

To His Lordship of Peterborough, whose name 
is so intimately and gratefully associated with the 
early history of Loretto, Niagara Falls, we also 
extend a most heartfelt welcome. 

Many of us, whose sentiments are here so im
perfectly expressed, are proud to proclaim our 
allegiance to the Stars and Stripes; but we thank 
God that truth is cosmopolitan; and in its earnest 
pursuit we are all constrained to ask the bless
ings of long life and fruitful action for such a 
conspicuous champion of it as Your Grace is so 
justly credited to be. 

Your Grace, we can but tender the ineffectual 
tribute of youthful feelings on this impressive oc
casion, but in years to come-if it should be our 
happiness to meet again-we hope to prove that, 
with the gradual appreciation of maturity, we 
were able to bless God in each remembrance of 
this honored day . And we beg that Your 
Grace-whenever the restful splendors of Niagara 
come in a passing retrospect to relieve the ruth
less preoccupations of a busy and anxious life
may, in a benevolent unforgetfulness of the joy 
you have bestowed on us to-day, bless our house 
and its labors, and those who are passing yearly 
from these peaceful halls, to the duties and diffi
culties of the Christian woman in the noisy world 

without. 
Ardently and actively concerned as we know 

Your Grace ·to be with the complex problem of 
modern education, we feel that we · are not only 
honored by the visit of a distinguished prelate, 
but stimulated also by a gracious personal con
tact with an illustrious patron and valiant friend, 
for whose archiepiscopal labors in a great and 
conspicuous portion of the Vineyard, many future 
triumphs for the Church are reserved . 

For the rest, we can scarce ask better things, 
in return for the distinction conferred on us to
day, than that the harvest of Your Grace's life 
may be a full realization of the glorious promise 
of the seedtime. 

The pathos of Miss Wait's voice found ample 
expression in the beautiful Nevin solo, which was 
warmly applauded, and Miss McCafferty's artist ic 
prose recitation appealed to the hearts of all. In 
the magnificent chorus, ''Carita" by Rossini, Miss 
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Marmion's beautiful high soprano was most effec
tive both in the solo and in the ensemble. 

His Grace then rose and expressed the gratifica
tion and pleasure he experienced in meeting the 
pupils of Loretto, Niagara Falls, for the first time, 
and having such convincing proof of their musi
cal and literary abilities. His kindly words f>f 
encouragement and serious admonition were in
terspersed with suggestions in a lighter vein, as 
well as amusing anecdotes. 

To the charm of a genial personality this dis
tinguished prelate joins a fervid eloquence pf 
speech, which, flowing from a well-stored mind, 
is ever listened to with rapt attention. It is a 
great incentive to us on the toilsome way of 
learning, to look to one so eminent in its path 
for words of advice and patronage. 

His Lordship of Peterborough was most happy 
in his speech , and whilst confirming the words 
of His Grace, impressed on us the necessity of 
constantly practising the lessons of virtue which 
we have imbibed within the walls of our Alma 
Mater. 

We hope to be frequently cheered by the sun
shine of our beloved Archbishop's presence, and 
when the sheaves of our industrious efforts have 
been gathered, to meet with his approving smile. 

THE EDITORS. 

Scbool ctbrontcle. 
~A Y the fourth-A most enjoyable visit 
I. HJ from Rev. J. E. Emery, 0. M. I , of 
Buffalo, accompanied by Rev. S. S. Hurlbut, 
l{oustchouk, Bulgaria. Our Rev. guest is in
timately acquainted with the Loretto communi
ties in Roumania, and from him we gleanr.:d 
pleasing information relative to our sister students 
in Bucharest, the "City of Delight." All eagerly 
questioned Father Hurlbut about the character
istics, general appearance, etc. , of the inhabitants, 
and one little voice, with just a suggestion of 
home-pride, naively asked if the Roumanian 
Loretto girls resemble those of Niagara Falls. 
Father Hurlbut, appreciating the situation, 
proved himself equal to it, and informed us that 
there is a decided difference. The next issue of 
the RAINBOW will give our readers an opportunity 
of judging for themselves. 

May the tenth-The honor of an introduction 
to Rev. J. Vogel, who has frequently been the 
guest of the Bavarian Loretto nuns, and whose 
linguistic abilities rank him at once as a scholar 
and learned divine. Of Alt -(Elting, founded in 
1721, he particularly spoke. At first poverty 
pressed sorely upon the Religious of this house, 
whose Superior, Elizabeth von Giggenbach, at 
the end of her term of office, found herself with 
but ten gulden in hand. She was re-elected, and . 
in her anxiety for the support of her community, 
had recourse to St. Joseph, entreating him to be 
their procurator. Then going to the cash-box, 
what was her surprise to find there five hundred 
gulden! Redoubling her zeal and energy, after 
some years, she erected a church which, need
less to say, was dedicated to her dear St. Joseph. 

May the twelfth-It is not often that we have 
the pleasure of welcoming a (2!)een, yet such 
was our good fortune on Monday when "(2!)een 
Stella" and-shall we call them her retinue?
Miss Hume, Mr. J. V. Lewis, and Mr. J. Rummel, 
of Buffalo, paid us a visit. ''(2!)eenie," a Spaniard 
by birth, was seized with an irresistible fancy to 
wander away from sunny Spain and visit foreign 
climes. Her holiday attire with its ever bright 
and pleasing contrast of color, bespangled with 
trinkets, attracted general attention, identifying 
her at once as a descendant of the Zingani, whilst 
her gay and winning manner together with the 
gracious suavity which accompanied her every 
motion , suggested at once a (2!)een who is of 
necessity worshipped by her subjects. A refined 
and thoroughly accomplished woman-having 
been educated in a convent in Switzerland, where 
for ten years she imbibed principles of goodness 
and virtue-(2!)een Stella is also quite a linguist, 
of which we had proof in the beautiful Italian 
Ode which she recited,-indeed, the rich flow of 
her language was a feast in itself. It would 
seem as if the woods, the native haunts of these 
children of Nature, had lent them a spirit of rest
lessness and freedom, fascinating and alluring 
them over hill and vale, inviting them by the 
music of her countless harmonies to dance and 
be merry. Fancy the treat we enjoyed when to 
a weird improvisation, "(2!)eenie" launched 
forth into the mazes of a pas-seul, executed with 
that unaffected grace and simplicity which 
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always please. We were enthusiastic in our 
::ipplause, and several of us responded with 
vocal solos, which were evidently appreciated. 

Mr. Rummell then gave two exquisite selec
tions, '·Saint Brandan," by Matthew Arnold, and 
" How a King lost His Crown," by J. T. Trow
bridge His interpretation was most artistic, the 
play of emotion as delineated by his facial ex
pression, perfect. while graceful gestures enhanced 
the merit of the recitations. 

The Q1Jeen was simply enraptured with the 
superb view of the Falls, which our verandahs 
and galleries command. All her recollei:tions of 
girlhood's days, spent in a convent, which she 
declared were the happiest of her life, were now 
recalled, as she bade us a te::irful farewell. 

To Miss Hume we are gratefully indebted for 
the very enjoyable treat afforded us. 

May the seventeenth-W.e have great ple::isure 
-not untinged with regret-in chronicling the 
i11arriage of our gifted and faithful Alumna editor, 
Miss Harriet Nolton Kean , now Mrs. J. Reynolds. 
Our shade of sadness is caused by the feeling that 
s'1e will be less ours th::in she was before this in
te~esting event, and we fear also that her newly 
assumed duties m::iy deprive us of many of her 
bright, beautiful, and always stimulating thoughts. 
However, we know she will always take an in
terest in the work of her Alma Mater, as well as 
we know that her memory shall ever be en
shrined there in warmest affection, and her path 
through life followed with deepest interest. 

June the fourth--Corpus Christi, the Palm 
Sunday of the Blessed Sacrament, when earth's 
loveliest blossoms are flung on His triumphant 
way, and deep hosannas well up from the im
pressionable hearts of men, even as of old, in the 
royal city of His native land! The procession of 
the Blessed Sacrament through the grounds, fol
lowed by Benediction, was a most impressive 
sight. 

June the sixth--Baron de Leyssac, Paris, 
France, who has been making a brief stay at the 
Falls, in the interests of the Electrical Engineering 
Company, in France, visited the Academy, and 
expressed himself delighted with its location and 
advantages. 

June the tenth--The last day in the sanctum. 
Gentle reader, have you ever had an opportunity 

of watching the birth of an inspiration, as por
trayed by the facial expression of any one in ex
treme mental embarrassment? If not, allow me 
to introduce you into our sanctum where you 
will find the incarnation ·of genius in the persons 
of the nine editors, or "Muses," as we have been 
dubbed , who, even on the heights of Parnassus 
seem to be laboring under difficulties. 

There in the foreground is Calliope, gazing ab
strar:tedly upon a blank sheet before her, on 
which is written merely the word "beauty." 
She seems to be drinking in inspiration from 
Nature's founts, for occasionally she casts a list
less glance out of the window, giving every in
dication of being in deep contemplation of the 
theme assigned her. Oh! her countenance is 
growing bright, evidently the tuneful lay of the 
feathered orchestra has suggested some poetic 
line. Her pen glides swiftly over the paper, she 
has at last found a satisfactory introduction, so 
let us direct our powers of observation to Euterpe, 
who is seated next to h~r, and whose theme is 
surely a musical one. By her attitude one would 
infer that she is imploring the aid of the illustri
ous shades of Rubenstein and some of the other 
grand masters of the lyre. If one were to judge 
of her ability by the broad white brow, charac
teristic of intelligence, of which she is the pos
sessor, one would hesitate to attribute any undue 
mental exertion where literary work is con
cerned . Suddenly the fair brows contract, a 
shadow mars their lustre, she bites her pen ner
vously, lays her head despa iringly upon the de~k, 
and proceeds to tbinli. A knock at the door
she appears violently agitated as the dist;1nt 
strains of some favorite song are wafted through 
the open doorway, yet in that moment she h:1s 
grasped an idea, and quickly commits it to paper. 

"Indeed, I cannot do this at all, can you not 
suggest something else? " These words are ;1d
dressed to the editor-in-chief, who is busily 
correcting several yards of proof. It is poor 
Erato who pleads, and envies her sister Muses 
because of their facility in writing. Melpomene, 
Clio , and the others cast significant glances at 
each other, while Urania and Thalia, in a corner 
of the sanctum, are convulsed with laughter- I 
think they are in a shower of Spray. 

June the sixteenth-We are ·indebted to our 
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esteemed friend, Rev. P. Cronin, of Tonawanda, 
for the privilege of hearing Madame Barili, the 
eminent professional vocalist, sing. Only those 
who have heard this gifted lyric soprano can tell 
the charm 0f her brilliant voice and delightful 
personality. 

We desire to tender to our Rev. friend, through 
the columns of the Rainbow, our sincere appre
ciation of his thoughtfulness in affording us this 
musical delight, and to ;issure him that his kindly 
act will always be remembered by those favored 
pupils of Loretto whose joy it was to hear this 
distinguished queen of song. 

June the twentieth-Comtesse de Lichtervelde, 
wife of the Belgian minister, Washington, ac
companied by her son, Count Baudouin de Lich
tervelde, and our dear friend, Miss Bush, visited 
the Convent. Going through the Institution, 
her Ladyship recognized old friends in the 
originals of some of the portraits that adorn our 
walls, and on leavi:1g rem.irked: "Only high 

· and holy thoughts could be in the minds of those 
who live here." 

June the nineteenth- Christian Doctrine Exam-
ination Miss Juliette Gcrin obtains the medal. 

June the twentieth-Miss Lawlor is successful 
com petitor for the Papal medal for Church 
History. Miss Marmion and Miss Hardin obtain 
gold medals for English prose composition. Miss 
E. Kean, silver medal for music. Miss P. Hawk, 
go ld medal for mathematics. 

June the twenty-first-Farewell and au revoir! 

ALANNA MARMION. 

Successful <rompetttors at Ube :art 
J6rbtbtt. 

e!OMEBODY has said that literature is of no 
~ party, and the same may be held true of 
the sister art of painting. Indeed it would almost 
seem to be the special province of the products 
of the imitative faculty to provide a natural ground 
where, after the fierce, if wholesome, struggles 
of ordinary life, men might meet and find that 
there are points on which they could touch in 
sympa thy, where the mind s~ould be lifted above 
cares that weary and spoil the spirit, into a se
rener region, where the :iir is finer and the light 
not " th e light of common day.·· 

As a matter of fact, our embryo artists work 
amid surroundings which have every element 
necessa· y for the cultivation of taste--every ele
ment which can inspire and make the artist feel 
an abiding consciousness of the beautiful No 
marvel then that our Art Exhibit was a source of 
pride and pleasure, and worthy of the dear artist 
Sister who toils so patiently and faithfully in her 
noble work . 

Miss Lawlor's " Roses," "Lake Ontario," ''Ma
donna " ( after Guido Reni) and "Woodland 
Scene" were much admired. 

Miss Smith deservedly took the first prize for 
water colors--her roses adorned the wedding gift 
of the Rainbow Staff to Miss Kean. 

Miss Mabel O'Brien's ''Wild Flowers" reminded 
one of a charming p.1ssage in Shakespeare. 

Miss Formosa's landscape was a most creditable 
piece of work, the grouping being artistic in the 
highest sense of this exigent word, and the 
management of the chiaroscuro, the treatment of 
grasses, foliage and water affording promise of 
the most fruitful kind. We envy her her 
"Bowl of Roses" and ·•sweet Pansies." . 

Miss Aileen O'Connor's "Landscape" afforded 
her an opportunity of emphasizing the beauty of 
her native land. Indeed it is impossible to watch 
a Canadian landscape without th inking that Tur
ner, in those " beatific visions" in which he saw 
that in the landscape which other men could not 
discern, must have dreamed of this country 
whose hill and lake and forest are seen as through 
an ecstatic dream. 

Miss Wait's " Fleur-de-lis" was criticised as 
" the work of an artist." Her " Dog" was 
sketched with as loving a hand as Sir Edwin 
Landseer himself would have bestowed upon 
this faithful animal. 

Miss Freeman's "Valley" with its long shadows 
on the w;irm fields and its chestnuts all flossy with 
white tufts of blossoms, looked most inviting. 

Miss Schleisinger exhibited some very pretty 
sunset and woodland scenes . 

Artistically decorated ;ind pretty pieces of china , 
the work of Miss Hardin, E. Wait. S. Freeman 
and M. Hayes, were universally admired. and, 
may hap, coveted by those who were not fortu
nate enough to excel in Ceramics. 

PEARL HAWK. 
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~-------- - - - - --- SPRAY. 
'.lLtst of 1bonors @btatne~ at tbe ll)ro"in::: 

ctal :art Scbool. 

Miss Lawlor-Certificates for Shading from the 
"Round" and Industrial Design, in Advanced 

(" You may j oke w be11 ; 10 11 please! if ;;,ou are careful to pleasd 
wbcn ,,ou Joke. ) 

Art Course. 

Juvenile rival musicians - Maude- "Sister 
didn·t give you something she gave me, as smart 

Miss P. Hawk-Certificate for Shading from the 
" Round," in Advanced Art Course. 

. as you are. " . 
Christine- " lndeed , if it is a new ptece, she 

Miss M. Formosa-Certificates for Practical Ge
ometry, Linear Perspective, Memory or 
Blackboard Drawing, in Primary Art Course. 

did give me one yesterday . ., . . , . . .. 
Maude-"lt isn' t a new piece, 1t s a solttina. 
Christine-Oh, Maude, what's a solitina? If 

it ' s a book, Sister is going to get me one, for she 

Miss J. Smith-Certificates for Industrial Design , 
in Advanced Art Course, Memory or Black
board Drawing, in Primary Art Course. 

Miss Flanagan-Teacher's Certificate (Primary 
Department), Certificates for Drawing from 
Flowers an.i Shading from the " Round ," in 

Advanced Art Course. 
Miss Golden-Certificate for Freehand Drawing, 

in Primary Department. 

Miss M. O'Brien-Certificates for Shading from 
the "Round" Industrial Design, in Advanced 
Art Course.' Me~ory or Blackboard Draw
ing, in Primary Art Course. 

Miss K. O'Connor-Certificates for Model Draw
ing, Memory or Blackboard Drawing, in 

Primary Art Course. 
Miss G. Madden-Certificates for Drawing from 

Flowers, in Advanced Art Course, Freehand 
Drawing and Model Drawing, in Primary 

Art Course. 
Miss R. Whiteford-Certificates for Practical 

Geqmetry, Linear Perspective. Model Draw
ing, Freehand Drawing, in Primary Art 

Course. 
Miss M. Twyford- Certificate for Shading from 

the ' ' Round ," in Advanced Art Course. 

Miss L. Baker-Certificates for Industrial Design , 
Shading from the "R.ound, " in Advanced 
Art Course, and Freehand Drawing, in Pri

mary Art Course. 
Miss J. Schleisinger-Certificate for Memory or 

Blackboard Drawing, in Primary Art Course. 

Miss Mary Merle-Certificate for Freehand Draw
ing, in Primary Art Course. 

Miss H. Gaiser-Certificate for Freehand Draw
ing, in Primary Art Course. 

said so." 
Maude-"lt's worse than a funeral, so it i,;, a 

solilina. I am very sorry you haven't one, be
cause I'd like you to be in misery as well as my-

self. " 
Christine-"What is it like, Maude? " 
Maude (proceeding to hum)-"You don·t 

know who wrote this solitina?" 
Christine-"No, I don't; who did?" 
Maude- " lt was Beethoven, and anyone would 

know he was deaf when he wrote it, because 

there's no tune to it. " 
Christine- '' ! hope Sister won't give me one 

by Beethoven , for when I was a little thing, be
ginning music, he used to frighten me, he looked 

down at me so cross. " 

Veronica- " ! dreamed I was home last night." 
Kathleen-"! wish it was true, don't you? " 

LET us guard against touching those strings 
whose ready and sad vibration carries us back to 
a time of lost happiness . The conquer0rs of 
Scotland endeavored to insure their peaceful pos
session of the country by interdicting to her bards 
those pensi ve , yet stirring airs wherein yet lin
gered all the power of the olden time. Silence is 
like nightfall Objects are lost in it insensibly. 

THE bravest deeds , the kindest actions, are done 
silently, cheerfully, unostentatiously. Some peo
ple, of course, send the crier round the town to 
proclaim their philanthropy, and they get what 
they crave for-laud ation in plenty. Others go 
quietly on their way unnoticed, often unthanked. 
Many a hero has ~on his Victoria Coss, yet 
never received it. Many a worker deserved the 
statue in the market-place which was never 

erected to him. 
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@ur IDtsttors. 
Most Rev. D. O'Connor, Archbishop of Toronto, 

Ont. ; Rt. Rev R. O'Connor, Bishop of Peter
borough, Ont.; Rt. Rev. M F. Burke, St. Joseph, 
Mo.; Rt. Rev J. Howley, Bishop of St. Johns, 
Newfoundland; Very Rev. P. McHale, C. M , 
Niagara University, N . Y ; Very Rev. J. Mc
Cann, Toronto, Ont.; Rev. J. Lefebre, 0 . M. I. , 
Lowell, Mass . ; Rev. J. H. Q!Jinn , 0. M. I., 
Buffalo, N. Y. ; Rev. P. Cronin, Rev. J. Clarke, 
Tonawanda, N. Y.; Rev. F. W. Graham, St. 
Joseph, Mo ; Rev. J . C. Feenan, Clifton, Ont. ; 
Rev. 8. Murray, Englewood, Ill. ; Rev. J. Mc
Namee, Rev. J. Hauser, Joliet, III ; Rev J. Far
rell, Rev. J. Lynch, C. M, Rev. J. O'Brien, C. 
M., Rev. H Piper, C. M., Niagara University, N. 
Y.; Rev J . Sullivan, Thorold, Ont. ; Rev. J. Al
lain, St. Catherines, Ont., Dean Egan , Barrie, 
Ont.; Rev. 8. Finck, 0 . C. C. , Englewood , N J.; 
Mr. and Mrs. Cole, Albany, N. Y. ; Mrs. B. Van 
Horn, Mrs. A. Van Horn, Mrs . Smith , Miss 
Logan, Mrs . Maloney, Mr. Maloney, Mrs. Whis
ton, Buffalo, N. Y.; Mr. F. Haviland, Master W. 

Haviland, Miss Natalie Haviland, Miss McCollum, 
Mr. and the Misses Madden, Lockport, N. Y. ; 
Mr. and Miss Wheeler, Michigan; Mr. Tierney, 
Mrs . Van Gieson, Miss Van Gieson, Mrs Davis, 
Mr. and Mrs. Mansfield , the Misses Driscoll, the 
Misses Hawk, Miss Bish?p, Miss Mooney, 
Brooklyn, N. Y.; Mr. Hardin , Mrs. Merle, Miss 
A. Smith, Mrs. E. McDonald, Master E. McDo n
ald, Mrs. Portman, Master N. Portman, Chicag o, 
Ill. ; Miss A. Murphy, Baltimore, Md. ; Mrs . Hag
geman , Miss A. Haggeman, Brooklyn, N Y. ; 
Mrs. Coale, Philadelphia, Pa. ; Mrs. M. Alten
burg, Virginia; J. Gerin , M. D., Auburn, N. y _; 
Mr. Pinard, Ottawa, Ont. ; Mrs. Scott, Phi la ., 
Pa.; the Misses Sweeney, Buffalo, N. Y.; Mother 
Gerald , S. M. Xavier, Convent of Mercy, Olean, 
N. Y. ; S. M Francesca , S M. Lavielle, Loretto 
Convent, Kentucky; Miss Barrett, Englewood 
N. J.; the Misses Hughes, Toronto, Ont. ; Mr'. 
and Mrs. Alexander, Canton, 0 . ; Mr. and Mrs. 
Jerome, N.:w York; Mrs . T. 8 . Thurston, Ni aga ra 
Falls , N. Y. ; Mr. O'Keefe, Toronto, Ont.; Mr. 
F. McGuire, New Brunswic.k, N. J ; Mr. Shea, Ham
ilton, Ont ; Mr. and Mr~. Phalon, Brooklyn . N. Y. 

==GOURLAY, WINTER & LEEMING-

SWEETEST 
IN TONE. 

iss Y@fi~B S"J:'\RSE/1'\ ~OR(1)R~10, ONT. 

~t.ella BEST IN 
QUALITY. 

Can't Play a Note? 
If you only knew it, you ca.u play as well as anyone 

Her e's the Stella Music Box , with smooth meta ll!c tun e 
sheets, playing thousands of tun es, that a chil d can operate . 

great American 
atd Contin ental cities, a.ncl ar e the favorites everywh ere. 
They a re sweetest in tone and best in quality, 

Stella Boxes have smooth, metallic tun e sheets. 
Stella. tune sheets have no p ins or projections to b reak 

off, are indestruc tibl e and can be op erated by a child . 
Tunes cost only 30c., 45c or 60c. 

••• 
0our1ayt - - -

Wint¢r it: . - ¢tm1ng 
188 IQonoe Street. 

• • Coronto, Ont. 
Call and Hear Them . . . 

Send for Catalogue and Price List 
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THE wn.. HENGERER co., 

m<dffc:i:f 0' £ @t"e:<:1t t.>e:f)<:11:"tme:flt ij0<d£S: 
1' 

<>N'E .J?:HICE "r<> A.LL. 

TSCHABOLD & CHANDLER, 

. ~in.e Qtonf.e,etion.e:ry . 
ICE CREAM AND ICES, 

Fancy Pastry, Chocolates, Bon- Sons. 

123 PALLS ST., NIAOARA PALLS, N. Y. 

Telephone No. 160. 

d
• S • "Mail Orders Cana 1an ouven1rs, CarefullyFilled." 

Spoons, Broaches, Hat Pins, Etc. 

Ambrose Kent & Sons, 
==== UANF. JEWJ<}Ll~RS, ==-___cccc...= 

I56 vonge Street , 

5 and 7 Richmond Street West, TORONTO. 

MAYER & CO., 

OF MUNICH AND LONDON ,. 

Stained Glass , Statues, 

Stations of the Cross, Etc. 

No . 4 7 Barclay St. , New York. 

GEORGE GAISER, 

Real Estate and Insurance, 
2112 MAIN STR.EET, 

Telephone 70 A. 
NIAGARA FALLS, N. Y. 

ADVERTISE 
IN THE 

JOHN DOBBIE, 

Cut Flowers and Floral -- ~ LO R I ST ... r 
Designs a Specialty 

VASES ANO BASKETS FILLED, 

:fl3e00tng !Plants tn Season • , . 
Hardy Flowering Plonts nnd Bulbs in Spring and Fall. 

Grt>':.nhousu: 
Victoia .A venue. 

TELEPHONE 
N IAGARA FALLS, 

ONT. 

D. MAHONEY, 
• . , DEALER IN •. . 

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

Telephone 40. ____ CLIFTON, ONT. 

In Use in the Loretto Academy, 
_,,,,--- - --..._ 

NIAGAR.fl fALLS. ONT. 

TORONTO 

• . • ENDORSED DY • . , 

TonONTO CONSERVATORY OF Musrc; TORONTO COLLEGE OF 

Musrc; HARRY M l?rnLD, TORONTO; J. D . A. 
TRIPP, 'foRONTO; A. s. VoGT, TORONTO; 

SIGNOR D ' AuRIA; SIGNOR DEr,Asco. 

Factory and Warerooms 69 - 75 Sherbourne St, TORONTO 

CITY WA.REiROOMS : 188 YONGE ST, 

NIAGARA RAINBOW. 

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

CALUMET TEA AND lO.FFEE CO., 233 Lake St., Chicago, Ill. 
Specialty in Supplying Institutions with Tea, Coffee, Baking Powder, and Extracts. 

F . P. BEGY & SON, 

INTERIOR and EXTERIOR DECORATORS 
A full and complete assortment of 

\Vall Paper, R o om Moldings, Window Shades Curtain 
Poles , ~tc. Painting, Paper Hanging, and Gen

eral Veeora.ting. 
It you purpose having any work.done in our line, please address us 

and we will gladly furnish you with our figures. 

No. ll James Street, St, Catharines, Ont. 

Pa rl.,-Side Inn 1-f ote I Directly Opposite 
'\. 'J • QJicell Victoria Park. 

NIAGARA FALLS, Canad& Side. J. M cROY, Proprietor. 

OPEN SUMMER AND WINTER. 

llagoiftcent view of botb Canadian and American Falls from tbe 
verandahs. · Electric railway and street cars connecting with 
tbe Grand Trunk within 100 y'd• of bouse. Ha tes, 82 p e r day 

• Telephone and Baths. Carriages at Reasonable Rates. 
llOO y'ds from M. C.R. Depot; 300 y'cls from New Susp. Bridge and 

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

PATRONIZE ... 

• , FOR •• 

Coaches, Omnibus and Baggage when at Niagara Falls. 

Prices moderate and uniform. 

:{e>l.ire GrGtp>e \nl i:qe 
Out· brands are the bes t, ask for them. 

Fine Old P01·t, Golden Diann , 
Dry Concord, 8herry, etc. 

The Ontario Grape Growing & Wine Mfg. Co. 
St. CathRrines, O n,. . 

EU(;E:\E l>'ALBEHT: From fullest con
viction I declare th em to be the best f1l s/ru-
111 enls of America. 

l>U. H.\NS VO ,~ BULOW: I dec!Jre th em 
the abso/11/dy the best i11 Ame, ira. 

ALFRED GIW~FELD: I cons id er th em 
the best In struments of our times. 

P. TSCHAH{()V.Sl{Y: Combi nes with 
g rea t Volume of Tone a rare sympath et ic and 
noble Tone Colour and perfect action. 

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

WASHINGTON, 1422 P ennsylvania Ave, 

PUR,DY , MANSELL & MASt-JINTER., 

Practica l Plumbers and Steam Fitters, 

46 Adelaide Street West, Toronto . 

Advice given regarding 
Plumbing, Ventilating and Ileating. • 

Engraving and Stationery ,JI, 

ESTIMATES 
FURNISHED 

For your Call ing Cards and for Note Paper elegantly 
stamped with your initials or address, go to 

331 Main Street , ... BUFFALO. 

Iie:qs @ ~elly, 

Dry Goods, Not ions, Millinery Furnishings, 
Infants' and Childrens' Wear. 

478-480-482--!84-486-488 Main, 8 and 10 W . Mohawk St. 

BUFFALO, N. Y. 

S. HIRSCH, 
Dry Goods, Cloaks, Suits and Draperies 

117 Falls Street, 

NIAGARA FALLS, N. Y . 

M. H. BUCKLEY & CO., 
Manufacturers and Dealers in all Styl~s of 

Household Furniture, Parlor Suits, Bedroom Suits, 
l ARPl£'1'S, LlNOLEU~l>', 

Mattresses, Spring I3eds1 Reed and Rattan Goods, B.:1by Carriages, 

Window Shades, Glass, Etc. 

Picture Framing. Carpets Made, Laid and Repairs done on the 3hortest 

notice. Artists' upplies. 

TELEPHONE. Park st.', Niagara Falls , Ont. 
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Electric Bells. 
Heated by Steam•. . Bathroom ou each ll oor. 
Lighted by Electricity. . 

Close by the New Steel Arch Bridge. _Grand Trunk Railway 
and Niagara Falls Park & River Railway . 

The ROSLI H01'EL 
Entirely Remodolled and Refurnish ec1 Throughout. 

The on ly Hotel giving Slrictly First-class Accommodation at th e 
Falls. 

RATES : $2 -00 TO $3 .C0 PER DAY. 

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

AL6X. FRASER. 
W . E. W oooRUFP 

Barristers, Solicitors, Notaries, &c. 

Office, 11oward Block . Niagara falls, Can. 

"t \ w , ',N\\\~'- ~ :'l(?t 'f;t>,:. t'\', 

"''C. )'\M'Q\',.~ ()'i •\'\\"- ~\\~"\". 

~be-
(tataract 

NIAGARA FALLS, N. Y. 

The i.euding Hotel. 

Strictly first=class. 

Adjoiniof,! St ate Re= 

servation. 

Overlooldng Ame ri= 

can Rupids. 

OPEN FMM MAY TO NOVEMBER, 

Tl)e most beautiful drive 

at Niagara from the Cataract 

liouse , is to and from Loretto 

Convent. . • 

NIAGARA RAINHOW . 

THE AMERICAN lOPPER CO., 
79 Adelaide St. Wesl, TORONTO. 

MANUFACTURERS OF 

Gas, Electric and Combination Fixtures. 
Churches. Electrical Work . lialls and 

Public Bu il dings a Specialty. 

WM . ROHLFING & SONS, 
MUSIC PUBLISHERS AND IMPORTERS. 

PUBL.ISHERS OF "EDITION ROHLF ING, " 
. .. AND .. 

WESTEKN DEPOT FOR ALL THE Sr ANDARD (HEAP EDITIONS 
OF CLASSIC Music. 

~=~- - MILWAUKEE, WIS. 

A.ff.ABBOTT 
e;o r'-Qo Chicago 

lladisooSt.1,f • 

~ .... 
~ 

M MALONEY ,- ---rfta. 

DEALER IN TH E BEST GRADES OF 

Anthracite ar)d Bituminous Coal 
Coal w e ll . creened a nd Protnpt ly V etive r e<I . 

TELEPHONE 7 0· 0 , 

Office and Yard, 1070 South Ave., SUSP. B,~/JGE, N. f . 

The W. J. FEELEY CO. 

ECCLESIASTICAL WARES 
GO LD AND lLV SR 

---- M;;:DALISTS 

OFFICE AND F ttC TOA Y~ CHICAGO OFFICE., 

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

REITH , 

BAKER Al\ID CONFECTIONER 
All kinds of Cakes, Pastry and Confectionery 

Wedding and B1rtl)day Cakes a Spec ialty . 

NIAGARA FALLS, ONT. 

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

CONDUCTED BY THE PRIESTS OF THE COl\TGREGATIOl\T OF THE MISSIOl\T 
------ IT AFFORDS EVERY FACILITY FOR OBTAINING A THOROUGH-----

CLASSICAL, SCIENTIFIC, COMMERCIAL, MEDICAL, 

LEGAL and ECCtESIASTICAL EDUCATION. 
In sublimity of scenery 1t 1s unnvaled Southward, 1t commands ~ magnificen t view of the Seminary Rapids, Whirlpool and 

Great Cata1act ; northward, 1t looks over the beauties of Niagara 's tortuou< banks and the wide expan~e of Lake On tario The 
hu1ld1ngs a1e large and well furnished. No pams are spared to secure the comfort of the students. The open111g of studies takes 
place on the first Wednesday of September The scholasti c year consists of two terins : the first ends on the first of February 
and the se(ond on the last Wednesday of June. TERMS: Board, tuition, washing and mending of things washed, p~ 
term, $1 00.00. Vacation, 1f spent at the Semmary, $40.00. " Extra Charges: Piano, Organ, Violin, Flute, Clarionet, 
Guitar, including u-;e of instrument , each, $40.00. ~For further particulars addres< the P1es1dent. 
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Niagara ~'alls Acetylene (;as Apparatus 
Patented in Canada, United States and Great Britain. 

TH IS is the only machine perfectly automatic in its 

action, requiring little or no attention. Machines 

made in 10 SIZES, costing $35 and upwards. 

Acetylene Gas the Coming Light. 
JI. Cheaper than Electric Light, Coal Oas or Coal Oil . .;1, 

For Private Dwellings, Business Houses, Churc hes, Public Hall s, and Offices. 
For particulars , , v rlte to the _ _ ~ 

N1agara Falls Acetylene Gas Machine Co. (Limited.) 
Niagara F al ls , O nt., and Niag ara Falls, N . Y . 

Glorious ~ 1Rfagara.,, ................... 
. The best view of the River, Rapids and Falls is gained by a trip over . 

==="'r :EI. E • G <>~GE•~<> U "'r E ---
A}IERI CAN LIS~~. Niagara. (l'u lJ s & Le\\' iston R. R. 

This spleudiclly equipped Elertric Trolly Line traverses the entire length of the Niagara Gorge, on the 
American shore, close to the water 's erlge, from the Fall: to Le\\·i~tou, passing many (;aves, Rapids, Battle 
Ground~ and Historic Poiuts. 

Fare, Round Trip , 60 C e n ts. T ra in s run every ten minutes. 

J.M. BRINKER, President. BUFFALO, N. Y. D. B. WORTHING'fON, Gen. Pass . Agent. 

METAL · CEILINGS 
• , AR E,, 

PERMANENT, ORNAMENTAL 
AND FIRE PROOF. 

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

Send for Catalogue and Estimates. 

A . 8. ORMSBY & CO., 
12.-S Q ueen Street, East, 'rORO.NTO, Ont. 

CORN ICES SKY- LIG H T S AND ROO FI NG. 

NIAGARA RAINBOW. 

Kodaks, Films and Plates, 
AMATEUR PHOTO SUPPLIES. 

-AT-

CROY'S DRUG STORE, 

American Side. 7 Falls Street. 

BENZIGER BROTHERS, 

Printers lo the Holy Apostolic Sa. Pontifical fnslilulc o/ Christian Ari. 

@UBu!S H E~S .'.AND.'. B OOJ\SEuuE~S, 

Manufacturers and Importers of 

Church Ornaments, Vestments, Regalias1 Rel igious Articles, Standa rd 
Catholic School Books and Prayer Books. Exclusive Agents (o r the 

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

1 

F . X. Zettler, Munich. ' 

36 and as B arclay St., (P.O. U ox, 2677,) New York, 

Cafe Almendinger ~ 

• • Only Firs t-Class U estaurant 
in llufta lo. . . . 

L ARGE cliuing room for Ladies. Everything iu 
and out of season served at popular prices. All 

Niagara Fall~ cars stop at the door. 

D . S. MORGAN BLDG ., 

N iagara and P~arl Sts., Buffalo. 

G. E. CURTIS, 

~botograpber 
Cor. Main and Falls Sis., NIAGARA FALLS, N. Y. 

Views of the Fa lls, Portraits, 

The New Platina Finish , a Speci,ilty. 

VVI L L & BAUM ER CO , 

BBESWAX ." . BuEAGHE~, 
0 

And Manufacturer of all kinds ot 

===ALTAR CANDLES=== 

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

Baumer's Candles are acknowledged to be the Le.2ding 
and most Reliable fo r Altar use. 

GE1' 

A 

And remembe1: " ~ts all in the lens." In the prac
tice of, our profes 10n as Opticians, we have studied 
lense from the ground up. We examine anrl thor
oug-hly rest every lens in every Instrument we sell. 

F~ll line Cam~ras and Supplies at popular prices. 
Oculist prescnpt10ns promptly filled. 

F AILING OPTICA L COMPAN Y , 
455 Main St., German Insurance Building, Buffalo , N. Y. 

0fl1Tl10MAN~- ..... +• 

@ @AHVEY @ 

•+----...., @OMF>ANY 
WHOLESALE 

TEAS, COFFEES 
' 

Spices, Baking Powders, Etc. 

56 La Salle Street, 

0 ::H: I O.LS.. G-0 ., I LL _ 
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D . LYNCti & SONS, 

==---SHOES =-===== 
f?.IAGA~A f!Aul.iS AND 

SUSPENSION B~rnGE, n. '<j. 

A. C. C RY SLE R,, 
•----DENTIST----• 

flllen 's B lock.. 0 falls Street , 

NIAGARA FALLS, N. Y. 

D'{!AGAR A "PHARMACY. 
!Prescriptions prepare!:> at all bours. 

'.Elgencu for 'lbuuler's :f8on::e:f8ons 
"' anti C: boc0lates. "' 

C . O'LOUGHLIN, 
Gluck. BL1ilding, NIAGAR.A FALLS , N . Y. 

H . A. MENKER & CO. , 

FIN E CANDIES, 
At Wholesale and Retail. 

Low Prices Prevail with us, 

67-60 Senca cor. Ellicott St., BUFFALO, N. Y. 

DRY GOOD S . 
WHEN IN WANT OF 

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

We cao save you Moaey. 
ZUCKMAIER BROS . 

No. 9 alls Strae f, Neilson's Old Stand. 

DRY GO O_DS. 

A Cipher! ___ / 

/\II things arc worse than nothing when illy done. 

Photography of the pa t decade i~ no bnger recognized 

as Art. 

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

am able to please you. 

~ <> <> :rv :z::. 
====PHOTOGRAPHE R -

233 First Stree t, NIAG.JRA FALLS, N. Y. 

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

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

DEALERS IN 

Ready-made Clothmg , Hou e Furnishing\ Carpets, Rugs, 
Matting, Oil Cloths, Trunks, Valise,, Furs , Robes, Gents' 

Fur111shi11gs. Everyth ing to be found in a First-
. class Dry Goods House. . 

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

Most coavealeat to the Depots aad Falls. 

~HOTEL IMPERIAL 
Niagara Falls, N, Y. 

The "New Parler Hotel " baving bern connected with the 
Imperial makes it nne or largest and most modern Hotels at tbe 
Falls. Rates t2.50 to U .00 .• 

C . N. OWEN , Proprietor. 

FOREVER TO THE FRONT! 

jfor tbe finest jfancu an!:> G;eneral Groceries an!:> 
1Poultr)2, it will vau uou to call on 

M. B . BUTLER, 
--- THca LE.\Dl:-.13 GR O CER---

Gluck Block, Niagara Falls, N. '/, 

HARRY VV SMITH, 

CHEMI ST AND DRUGGIST. 
-----DEALER 11'-----

Pure Drugs, Patent Medicines Toilet Articles, &c. 
PR ESC RIP T ION S A &PEC IAL T Y , 

CITY DR UG STORE, NIAGARA FALLS, ONT. 

ADVERTISE 
I N THI<: 

STODDART 

@l,eJ:r,1ists Gt::qal 

Pbvsicians · Prescriptions a Specialty. 
Surgical lu strum en ts , all kinds of Deformity Appliances, 

Trusses, Supporters, Elastic Stockings and Batterie•. Particular 
attention given to sharpening of fine instruments-Knives, Scissors, 
and Razors. We save you 20 per cent. uu all goods. 

84 Seneca Str eet, BUFFALO, N. Y. 
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