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9:1 LL the world k~1ows of the high mission 
...c\ entru ted to Prmce . \rthur of Connaught; 

and of the royal grace with which he ful
filled it! 

Japan ha vino- become the ally of Great Britain, 
as a pledge of his appreciation of the nation and 
its ruler, His i\Iost Gracious i\Iajesty Edward 
YII. conferred upon the l\Iikado the Order of 
the Garter. His Royal Highness Prince Arthur, 
carrying with him the precious insignia, jour
neyed to the antipode , to the court of Japan, and 
represented his Imperial uncle in the august and 
impressive ceremony of investiture. 

Gpon his return journey through Canada, the 
brightest gem in Britain's crown, the Prince 
seized the opportunity of gazing upon this won
der of even Canadian scenery-Niagara Falls! 

Loretto's claims also appealed to Prince Arthur, 
so we were paid the gratifying and much-appre
ciated honor of a visit from His Royal Highness. 

He came in spring's first triumph, when the 
balmy air and the glorious (mshine fill all places 
and hearts with indescribable warmth and hope. 
Tree and bird, earth and ky, seemed to prepare 
for his coming! The vivid green of the breaking 
waters da hing- over the precipice, the dazzling 
white spray, the fresh foliage on the banks, the 
beau_teous ~'erarching rainbows, presented har
monies of light and color pleasing alike to heart 
and eye. 

vV e were to receive the princely messenger of 
the Empire, the man whom our king "delighteth 
to honor!" 

To the grandson of Queen Victoria, the 
nephew of King Edward, the son of His Royal 

Highness, Duke of Connaught, the true Brit
ish prince "Arthur," whose charming personal
ity evidenced such simplicity and condescen ion, 
we offered our most enthusiastic welcome, 
crowned by an ideal day. 

Prince Arthur was received by Mother Su
perior and the Religious, who were presented by 
:-Ir. Joseph Pope-Under-Secretary of State, Ot
tawa-to His Royal Highness and his suite. 

Kear the black-gowned nuns were grouped the 
pupils, in spotless white. During the singing of 
the ational Anthem by the latter, Miss Beatrice 
Beck of Edmonton, Alberta, presented His Royal 
Highness with a huge bouquet of white rose . 
He seemed well pleased to be considered all 
"Y orkist" by the white roses, the lily maids, who 
surrounded him. 

Miss Frances Coffey of Montreal, presented a 
picture of the convent, whose portals han so 
often opened in joyous welcome to the Royalties 
of many lands. 

In response to the invitation of Mother Supe
rior, the Prince and his suite proceeded through 
the house, expre ing delight with everything, 
viewing the Cataract from all points-verandas, 
galleries and cupola-and complimenting the Re
ligious on having chosen the most fascinating and 
glorious spot on the American continent for their 
home of learning, where the students may com
mune with nature in its beautiful and inspiring 
aspects, and listen to the wondrous music of the 
thundering waters-that eternal dominant chord 
which fills the heart with unutterable longings 
for a fulfilment, a complement, a solution, which 
only eternity can afford. 

In the library, His Royal Highness recognized 
the exqui ite autograph portraits of the Prince 
and Princess of Wales, sent as a memento of 
their visit to the convent in 1901, as Duke and 
Duchess of Cornwall and York. 
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Prince Arthur inscr-ibed his name in the studio 
with the pyrography point, and in the RAINBOW 
sanctum he registered beside the signatures of 
his cousins, "George" and "Victoria Mary." 

Upon completing the tour of the house, having 
learned that the majority of the pupils are from 
the United States, the courtly Prince requested 
the American young lad•ies to sing their national 
song, which they did with becoming feeling and 
characteristic patriotism. 

Then were rendered "Ave 1\Iaria Loreto" and 
"Prayer," the latter composed by the Chevalier 
de Kontski, after his recital at the convent, some 

years ago. 
Before his departur:e, the Prince graciously 

expressed a wish to be photographed with his 
entertainers. During the process, one of his suite 
very chivalrously remarked: "The Prince is 
standing in a rose garden without thorns!" 

How apt and beautiful the thought! Here 
young hearts trainec1 for life's stern duties, in the 
atmosphere of sweet charity, diffuse a charm 
which, like the odor of roses, refreshes and• en
courages, but never wounds. 

In close attendance on the Prince were Capt. 
Wyndham, his Equerry, and Capt. Trotter, both 
heroes of South Africa. 

We appreciated fully the kind attentions of 
Mr. Joseph Pope, Ottawa, Sir Henry Pellatt, 
Toronto, and the Mayors of Niagara Falls, Ont., 
and Niagara Falls, N. Y. 

In proof that a Prince must forget nothing, 
His Royal Highness requested a holiday for the 
pupils; and the morrow, St. George's Day, was 
promised. This is also known as "Rose Day," 
since the founding of the Institute by the Eng
lish lady, Mary \i\Tarcl, a kinswoman of the Duke 
of N orthurnberland. Following the ancient trad-i
tion antl custom, the tables in every Loretto con
vent, on that clay, are decked with the rose of 
Old England. 

Never was gala clay more enjoyed; and every 
happy heart wished for a rose-strewn path 
throughout life for the Royal Prince Charm
ing who had so graciously honored, us with his 

presence. 
Henceforth our "Rose Day" will be associated 

with the memory of Prince Arthur, "the young 
Chevalier of St. George"! 

TI-IE RECORDER. 

Blfonso XIII. of Spatn. 
BIRTH : CORONATION : MARRIAGE. 

I. 
Born l\1a31, 1886. 
Here's a face that tender musings brin°·, 

This the little innocent Hope-given; 
Fair and frail this blossom of the spring 

Tells the wondrous love of hark'ning Heaven ! 
Born a king!-

Here's a face that saddest musings bring! 

II. 
When I would a smile there comes a tear: 

Cruel gloom pre-natal watch'cl thy \.vaking 
To a crown,-thy sire upon his bier;-

W arm thy welcome to one heart, lone aching. 
Baby dear, 

When I would a smile there comes a tear! 

III. 
Little hands for sceptre; head for crown! 

-Ah, there's one who'd yield to no dismaying : 
Bound her darling's burden with her own; 

Hca1:d when with his toys her child was play-
mg-

"Put them down !
Little hands for sceptre; head for crown!" 

IV. 
One brave fortress kept the kingly part, 

When weak souls but fear'cl an empire riven; 
Foes oppos'cl whose strength was human art, 

Queen Christina's trust ~vas arm of Heaven: 
Mother-heart!-

One brave fortress kept the kingly part! 

* * * 
V. 

Crowned Jla31, 1902. 

Where the happy wife or blissful bride 
Half her triumph or her gladness knowing? 

Spain, Alfonso's son has crown'd with pride, 
Full the mother-heart to overflowing, 

At hi side!-
Place one clay for peerless princess bride. 

* * * * * 
VI. 

M arricd ilI ay, 1906. 
There's a priceless pearl, IJispania, 

With its beauteous worth is no comparing 
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E'en the ruby 1 rich, Britannia, 
-Gift of thine-for centurie is wearing! 

Without flaw, 
There·s a priceless pearl, Hispania ! 

YII. 

Young Alfonso may not sue in vain 
.For the prize hi feasting eyes discover; 

Pow'rs all ympathy his cause sustain, 
Pearl of Price is well, with such a lover, 

Gift to Spain: 
King Alfonso has not ued in vain! 

VIII. 
::Jot a prince s known o fair as he! 

Never half her beauty liv'd in telling; 
England's rose. Victoria Eugenie; 

O'er the breadth of Spain her praise is S\\"elling. 
Eugenie, -

Not a prince s known so fair as she! 

IX. 
\Vorthier, proud Hispania never saw, 

Than her youthfu l Queen all hearts enchanting; 
Sound her homage with all grand eclat; 

Naught of royal splendor here is wanting: 
Victoria! 

Worthier, proud Hispania never saw! 

X. 
Spain adores her fea rl ess, knightly king! 

-All the world in admiration growing
Heaven-nerv'd, he dares what fate may bring, 

Only on his du tie care bestowing: 
Wondering, 

Spain adores her fearless, knightly king! 

XI. 
Fear of God, and honor to the throne, 

In the Christian heart are duties blending. 
Here is respite oft and grateful known, 

There is vigil ever, care unending. 
Still our o\\·n

Fear of Goel, and honor to the throne! 

XII. 

Stuart; Plantagenet; and Charlemagne/
Royal lines to these their trust bequeathing; 

Grant them, King of Kings, a glorious reign, 

Royal virtues be their crowns' inwreathin o- ! 
All for Spain !-

Stuart: Plantagenet; and Charlemagne! 
foRlS. 

1. The magnificent ruby now in the Imperial Crown of Eng
land was given the Black Prince by his brother-in-law, Dom Pedro 
of Spain. The Black Prince wore it during his campaigns; and it 
was worn by Henry V. in his helmet. at the victory of Agincourt. 

2. Both King Alfonso and his Bride are descended from the 
Emperor Charlemagne through the British Stuarts and Planta
genets. 

\to 'lber !IDost a:atboltc .OOajestl] ~ueen 
l!Hctorta JEugenta. 

Over the land and sea 
There cam a me age, glad with joyous Joye 
Crowned by a wonclrou Goel-gift from above, 

Faith's gloriou victory. 

Quick, through our cloi tral home, 
The tiding peel that a fair Engli h flower 
Had won from heaven and earth a regal clo\\·er, 

For love and trust had come 

To seek her; while-a ray 
From the 0 reat Throne of overeign l\Iight afar 

ent down the brilliance of a guiding Star 
To sanctify her way. 

Oh! you are richly blest 
Young bride. And richly blest is he who e hand 
Has led you to his "aint-protectecl land 

For, on your sou ls i prest 

A • r uptial Blessing given 
To guard your steps through all the hours to 

come, 
To hallow and to glorify your home 

\Vith the pure light of heaven . 

S. M. GERTRUDE. 

@olYs 1belp. 
It always c mes-God's help to human need, 
In measures often that our hope ·exceed; 
God's an wer to the prayer our lips repeat, 
fo. common ble ings, or surprises sweet. 
Does He not see how doubtful the heart i :i 

How fearful ever the hand we reach to His? 
A if to us Hi presence were not near 
. ~or could be found. Yet it is always here. 

0. E. D. 
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:a cmapter from Spantsb '.lLtterature, 1Re:::: 
ferrtng to tbe '.lLatter lEnt'l of tbe 

Sixteentb ant'l tbe jftrst 1J:,alf of 
tbe Seventeentb crentur~. 

~ PAN] SH literature is a magnificent templ_e, 
;:,J after the luxurious lines of an Marco 111 

Venice, with it maje_stic fac;ade upported 
bY three column of fantastic grandeur, Cer-
\'~ntes, Lope dc Yega and Calderon. . 

Cervantes i one of the most heroic figures m 
the hi tory of literature. He is in the clas with 
the blind Homer and :Milton. ·with his one arm 
( for he lost the other at Lepanto fighting the 
Turk under Don John of Au tria) he drove from 

pain its chief folly, rnight Errantry, and 
hrouo-ht back to dome tic happiness lives squan-,.., . 
clered in the foolhardiness of mock heroism. 
Once a prisoner of Algerian pirates and later, in 
debt and jail, he worked at his masterpiece, and, 
after its completion, knew not the worth of what 
the generations have called "sui genc!ris"-a work 
without a peer or a col/lpanion. If genius is to be 
measured by the amount of o-oocl done, Cervantes 
is King, for he did more than "an army in battle 
array,'' he conquered an institution which might 
be called the superstition of chivalry, firmly set 
in the hearts and minds of a people worshipful of 
gallantry, heroi 111 and daring enterprise. 

ervantes' was an experience well fitted to em
body all the varied phases of Spanish life, for his 
days were gemmed with the adventures proper to 
th~ soldier of his time, and his feelings were 
fathomed with all the sorrows common to pov
erty intensified by a proud Spanish spirit and a 
fin~ 

1

poetic mind. Jloriou Cervantes! who held 
the stirrup of Rocinante, the while a fool mount
ecl. He sent forth folly to undo folly, and used 
the bray of Sancho Panza's ass to reduce to the 
absurd the spirit of the hour. This is genius in
deed. 

. \ a character builder, he was ideal. Sancho 
Panza is a boor in each and every part-his 
words have the earthen color of his mind, and, his 
mind crude and common, is the logical parent of 
his c~arseness. Don Quixote is a gentleman 
gone mad; his bravery spurs against windmills, 
J,i. gallantry makes its ob~isa~ce befo~e so1:7e i~
aginary Dulcinea, and his diseased 1mag111at1on 
sweats in splintering lance on ranks of doers of 
wrong to rights of woman. o he rides on his 

tired jade until he becomes so ab olutely ridicul
ous that never again dicl free lance eek his foot
teps-Knight Errantry is forever dead, and not 

even ''a vial of the balsam of Fierabras" would 
re tore it life or purpose. 

In strange antithesis to the genius of Cer
vantes, if we consider his utter absence of formed 
character and the immense number of his dramas, 
was Lope de Yega. This extraordinary nian 
wrote no Jes than two thousand dramas, and 
gained his glory through accepting t_he concl_i
tions of the stage, as Cervantes made his fame 111 

opposing the follies of society, and hiding the art 
of so doing. Lope de Vega's dramas \\·ere all 
,Hitten fo1: the sake of the story. Ever)·thing 
bend to intensifying intere t in the conclusion; 
-possibilities, probabilities, certainties-all are 
handled ominously, in order to keep fancy on the 
tiptoe. For half .. a century he told his stories to 
~ pain, and in the mo t exquisite diction. Truly 
"he lisped in numbers for the numbers came." 
Ile wrote too much, hence his defects; he wrote 
from necessity hence their ephemeral character ; 
he improvised 'ancl succeeded this evening's ane~
clote with one for to-morrow, hence, once told, his 
storie were ancient history, and as a result many 
were lost. Hi first great poem wa on " aint 
Isidore, the Ploughman," the patron saint of 
Madrid, who was to Spanish letters second only 
to Saint Francis as an inspiration to Tuscan art 
and poetry. From this poem his fame elates, and 
all the o-enerous beauty and wild luxuriance of ,.., - . 
the tropics show in his works, many of which, 
being only sketches, make up in freshness and 
vigor what they lack in detail. Sometimes he 
Jinrrer with love for his theme, and such a 

b 

thought as glows in this onnet bespeaks the 
matchles power and beauty of the poet's mind. 

To-morrow. 

"Lord, what am I, that, with unceasing care, 
Thou didst seek after me, that thou didst wait, 
\Vet, with unhealthy dews, before my gate, 
And pa the gloomy nights of winter there? 
O strano-e delusion! that I did not greet 
T lw blest approach, and O ! to heaven how lost, 
If 1;,y ingratitude's unkindly frost 
Ila chilled the bleeding wounds upon thy feet. 
How oft my Guardian Angel gently cried 
'Soul from thy casement look, and thou shalt see 

' . I' How he persists to knock and wait for thee· 
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.e\nd () ! how often to that voice of so1-ro\\·, 
·To morrow we will open,' I repliecl, 
.\ nd when the morrow came, I answered still, 

·to-morrow.'" 

.\s Lope was the morning of the clay of, pain's 
drama, o upon his successor, in the nation's love, 
fell the long shadow, of it evening. 

Calderon's periods ha Ye all the glow, color, and 
wealth of the caparisoned cavalcade that enriched 
the streets of ?-Iadrid as the gallant King .\lfonso 
rode out to meet his beautiful bride, the Princess 
Ena. [lis periods glow. \\'itness thi~ one of the 
nwriad that proclaim his power! ls it not in 
tt·;1th a "swarm of fireflies tangl~d in a silver 
braid?" Tt is from Sigismund: 

"If I thought it only secmecl 
T would tell not what I dreamed; 
llut "hat I beheld I may. 
I a\\·oke. and lo! I lay 
( Cruel and clclusiye thing!) 
Tn a bed whose covering. 
Bright "·ith blooms from ros> bo,Yers, 
Seemed a tapestry of flo\\ ers 
\\'oYen by the hand of Spring. 
Then a crowd of nobles came 
\\'ho addressed me by the name 
Of their Prince; pre enting me 
Gems and robes, on bended knee. 
Calm soon left me and my frame 
Thrilled with joy to hear thee tell 
Of the fate that me befell, 
For though now in this dark clen 
I was Prince of Poland then." 

Calderon is far more profound, if less prolific, 
than Lope de Vega. In "The :-fighty :-Iagician" 
C> prian speaks 

'"Xo\\ since I am alone. let me examine 
T~1_e question which has long disturbed my mind 
\\ 1th doubt, since first I read in Plinius 
The words of mystic import and deep sense 
In which he defines ( ;ocl." 

''. \ foreirrn rrentknnn " the Devil. enters ancl ti ,.., ,-, ' . 
/ere ensues one of the grandest debates in all 
/~ratu rc, equalling Dante in solemnity. Tn the 

emptation of Justina" there arc pa. sages 

kindrccl to "Rosalincl''-beflo\\'erecl and pastoral 
pictures like this, telling us of the nigh tingale's 
constancy 

"To hi mate who rapt and fond 
Listening its, a bough beyond." 

These are only little stray memories from the 
gorgeous delight of Spanish literature-pnor 
e timates, mall a the key that opens the mas. iq, 

gates that lead to a temple reared by native 
thought and tinted \Yith the Eastern luxury of 
:-f oorish coloring. 

R1Y. J.\S. II. COTTER. 

<rolegto be '.lLoreto, crastilleja be la <rues::: 
ta, Se\?illa, Spain. 

'7f" HERE is a Loretto Ilou e in sunny , pain 
~ \Yell \\'Orthy of a place in your radiant 

columns, \\'hich i situated in Castilleja 
de la Cuesta. an ancient and picturesque little 
to\\'n, three mile west of "Seville the Enchan
tress,'' as the • \nclalusians fondly call their beau
tiful cit,. 

In this secluded spot Hernan Cortes. the great 
conqueror of :-Iexico, buriccl himself, in his later 
years, \\'hen, disgusted \\'ith the ingratitucle of a 
king ancl country he had served only too \Yell. he 
retired from court: ancl here. in IS..J.7, he diecl. 

The greater part of the old :-Ioorish "palacio," 
\\'here the hero d\\'elt, is now in ruins; of the 
marble pillars \\'hich surmounted the "patio" only 
t\\'o are standing. Early in the last century, the 
house ancl grounds came into the possession of 
the Due clc :-Iontpcnsier, a prince of refined taste, 
\\·ho rescued the ancient d\\'clling from utter cle
struction. The room in \\'hich Hernan Cortes 
died was converted into a chapel, ancl an adjoin
ing apartment was elegantly fitted up and fillccl 
with memorial of :-fexico, its conqueror, and its 
people. , \ mong these may be mentioned the 
"Table on \\'hich \\as . igned the Declaration of 
:-Iexican Indepenclence," a facsimile of the Dec
laration \\'ith signatures, a case containing some 
cigars taken from the pocket of the unfortunate 
Emperor :-faximilian on the day of his ~xecution, 
a branch of the tree of l'opntlas, under \\'hich 
Hernan Cortes passed the night after hi s partial 
clcfeat at La Calzada, near the city of :-fexico: 
in the same frame is a drawing of the tree whic1

1 
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is known a the "Tree of the sorrowful night"
El arbol de la noche triste. A wooden cross, 
which is said to have been in the possession of 
Cortes and to have been the first introclucecl into 
l\Iexico, is also here. Among the paintings is one 
by Galofre, "Interview of Corte with the m
bas adors of l\Iontezuma"; everal portraits of 
Hernan Cortes, amongst others, a fine copy of 
Velasquez' great painting, El H Olllbre descono
cido-the ignored man-which repre ents the 
hero in fu ll armor, and, in the ch tance, a view 
of the burning hips; a portrait of Don Antonio 
Solis, the historian of l\Iexico, and views in oil 
of :.\Jexico, Jalapa, Queretaro and Puebla, as well 
a other place in l\Iexico. and a fine little head 
of Columbu . In a hand ome bookcase with 
glass doors the Duke collected many curios, all 
relating to l\ Iexico, or illustrative of the manners 
and costume of its people, as ,,·ell as a number 
of works in panish and French relating to the 
ame country, its conquest, and, its conqueror. 

All these thi11gs combine to give this room its 
name-l\Iuseum of Heman Cortes-even its ter
raced roof, from one of the battlements of which 
an iron bu t of the brave old conqueror looks 
grimly down on the quaint village beneath. But, 
from the opposite side of the ame ter race, are 
een the fragrant clusters and delicate foliage of 

the white Banksian rose, shading the veranda, 
which run all along the house, partly supported 
by the two pillars already mentioned; beyond it 
extend for some hundred feet the pav-ecl outline 
of the ruined "patio." To the south and west 
lie the gardens and sh rubberies, tastefully laid 
out and planted under the dfrection of the Due 
de ::-Iontpensier, who also built the castle or mod
ern house, east of the old "palacio'' and joining 
it. The castle is also of Moorish architecture, 
rising in terraces to a to,Yer whence can be ob
tained magnificent views of Seville, San Juan, 
Italica. and the surrounding country. 

Such is the home of l\Iary·s Institute in Spain. 

On the 29th. September, 1889, was said the 
first Community Mass, the nun having arrived 
on the even ing of the previous diay. On the rst. 
October, the school opened with twenty-three 
pupils, all Spaniards; some, however, had al
ready learned English, either at our convent in 
Gibraltar, or in Puerto Santa Maria, where there 
was a house of our Institute fo1- two years. From 
this small< beginning the school went on increas-

ing until early in 1891, when .Mother S uperior 
found• she must either enlarge the house or re
fuse to take more pupils; the latter alternative 
was not to be thought of, so she applied to head
quarters for a new bui lding. This place being 
royal property, the application had to pass 
through many hands, and it was almo t impos
sible to obtain a satisfactory answer. Then the 
Superior wa obliged to apply directly to the 
Queen Regent, whose piety and liberality are 
well known. he and her companion were re
ceived most graciously by Her Majesty, who 
promi eel to do all in her power for them. They 
had a conversation also with the Infanta Isabella, 
who told them that she was acquainted with the 
members of some of the convents of the German 
branch of the Institute. 

On the 16th. l\Iay, the following year, the foun
dation of the new building were laid. It con
sists of study hall, refectory, and sleeping apart
ments, connected with the castle by a pretty ·'ga
leria" or covered veranda. All its large and 
bright rooms are now fully occupied. 

I must not forget to mention our park, which 
is acknowledged to be the handsomest outside 
Seville, and is only surpassed within it by those 
of the "Alcazar" and "San Flemo," royal resi
dences . In it there is every variety of tree-the 
orange, medlar, fig, lemon, pine, almond•, peach, 
palm, oleander, laburnum, paradise tree, flower
ing acacia, pepper, etc.-affording ample scope to 
the winged minstrels of Castilleja for a brilliant 
display of their vocal powers. Ah, you should 
hear the chorus of prai e that goes up from these 
mu icians of Nature ! Quite an historic in terest 
centres around one of the palms. A brass plate 
attached to it records that it was planted by the 
tiny hand of the fa ir Queen Mercedes when but 
a child. This little incident recalls to our minds 
the untimely encl of this unfortunate queen, 
around whose name so many pathet ic associa tions 
cluster. What a world of memories must have 
awakened in the heart of her mother, the Duchess 
of l\fontpensier, durino- her visits to her old 
home !-now transformed by the Angel of Time 
into a Loretto Hou e-for is not every nook and 
corner, spacious hall and broad "galeria," every 
unny slope and gorgeous flower, connected with 

her own and her children's early clays. 
T wish the young lady who wrote "Orange 

Blossoms" could take a stroll in our park. where 

G :>TTO O TH CHILDREN OF MARY 

COLEGIO DI! C STILLE:JA o_ LA Cu1::sTA, SEVILLE, SPAIN 
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their fragrance i almost oppressive this warm 
evening. The lemon trees are even prettier and 
their fra ranee more refre hing. As I write, the 
nightingales are filling the calm evening air with 
th ir tuneful lays; it would be clelio-htful to stroll 
do\\'n the park and Ii ten, but, "life and time were 
not made for languid dreaming in the shade." 

A.nd now for an account of our mi sion work 
in pain. 'vVe have, of course, a Boarding 

chool, containing seventy pupil , the greater 
nt1mber of whom are the daughters of the nobil
ity, Then there i a large Free School, supported 
enti rely at our own expense, and attended by one 
hundred poor children. The e go home at four 
o'clock, and four evenings in the week, from 
half-pa t four till ix, there is a cla for grown 
girls \\'ho are engaged as servant, or who have 
other work in the to\\·n : these learn to read , 
\\'rite. etc., also neeclle\\'ork, cutting out clre ses, 
clothes, etc. There i al o, every night from 7.30 
to 8.30, a cla s for poor working boys and men, 
\\·ho. after hard labor all clay in different fac
tories in Seville, or on farms miles away from 
Castil lej a, come home and eat their frugal meal 
quickly to hurry off to our school, where they 
are taught for five nights a week reading, writ
ing, and arithmetic; the other two night -Sun
cla~- and Thursday-are devoted to catechi 111 and 
religious instruction. The average attendance is 
thirty-five or forty, but there are over sixty 
names on the roll. Twice a year, at Chri tmas 
and mid-summer, prizes are given for punctual 
attendance at the chool. These boys come to 
Confession and Holy Communion the fir t Friday 
of every month. The poor fellows arrive about 
half-pa t four or five on these morning , and the 
nuns in charge of thi department are waiting 
for them, and recite aloud prayer a preparation 
an~!, thanksgiving in the chapel. ·when they are 
gomg away, a nun stands at the hall door and 
gi,:es each man or boy a square of chocolate and 
a ticket, which entitles him to get a roll of bread 
at the baker's. 

There is another good work clone amongst the 
old women ancl young married women of this 
town . Every Saturday, during nine months of 
the year, there is a conference and catechism 
c!a s . l I _ , , presicec over by a nun, and taught by the 
koung ladies of our extern Children of Mary 
· ocla!ity, who come in turn, two and two on at-
llrdavs to . t I . ' - -, ms ruct t 1e e ignorant women ancl 

-,.----. . . . . 

induce them to go to l\Jass on Sundays. Every 
month, they draw for a prize, given by the Chil
dren of Mary, and which consists of material 
for dre es or clothing of some sort. The e wo
men and the grown girls of the poor chool and 
evenino- clas come to Confes ion and Holy om
munion the fir t Friday of every month. All that 
has been done amongst them is incredible. Iany 
·who had not heard1 l\ [a s or approached the ac
raments for twenty years, now go regularly, and 
very few die without receiving the last acra
ments-which was of frequent occurrence be
fore. 

As our chapel is small, the e people come to 
Holy Communion after our Ia s, and then, after 
their thanksgiving, repair to our very large Free 
School for a cup of coffee and a roll of bread, 
which are upplied by the pupil of the Boarding 
School, who sometimes help to pour out the cof
fee. The poor people are much touched by thu 
seeing the interest taken in their welfare by the 
aristocracy of eville. 

The meetings of our extern Sociality of the 
Children of Mary take place every month. In 
honor of the Jubilee of the Immaculate oncep
tion, a Sunday, chool wa inaugurated in the 
city of Seville, which is taught by the young 
ladies of the Sociality, and attended by servant , 
dressmakers, milliners, etc., who are instructed 
in the usual subjects. This school is conducted 
in a room kindly lent by the ister of Charity, 
one of whom presides over it and helps to teach 
the catechism, 

Here in Ca tilleja and in our other panish 
houses we have Adoration of the Blessed Sacra
ment all the usual dayis and every Sunday al o, 
during nine months of the year. During the 
three days of Carnival we have Exposition of the 
Ble sed acrament for a great part of the clay. 
and it i the delight of the children to be allowed 
to pay a vi it of reparation to our Lord. 

Every year, during vacation, the poor boys 
and men have a procession of the Ble sed Virgin 
around the garden, and it is wonderful to see 
the devotion with which it is carried out. The 
statue is beautifully decorated, or rather the 
stand on which it is placed, and, for days before. 
there is great excitement amono- them, coming 
and going, bringing flowers and tall candle tick 
with glas shade . In the Pvening, they come 
washed and clean, and in their best apparel. The 
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strongest carry the stand, the others sing hymns 
and recite the rosary during the procession. 
\Vhen the statue is brought into the house again, 
the Chaplain gives a short sermon, and the cere
mony ends with fireworks and Bengal lights and 
cheers of "Vive la Virgen" and "the Madre Su-
perior and all the nuns"! r-1. B. 

1Rtagara's IDotce. 

:\light we but hear the music of God's love! 
If, while the daily toil and narrow care 

Fretted our souls, there reached us from above 
One deep-toned, solemn note, killing de pair 

And evil with its beauty and its might, 
And all its holy depth of tenderness! 

It may not be in this world. To our sight 

1T slanb 1Re"eries. 
"Poor race of men!" said the pitying spirit, 

"Dearly ye pay for your primal fall
Some flowers of Eden ye still inherit, 

But the trail of the serpent is over them all!"' 
-Lalla Rooklz. 

"Go, wing thy flight from star to star, 
From world to luminous world, as far 

As the universe spreads its flaming wall ; 
Take all the pleasures of all the spheres, 
And multiply each thro' endless years, 

One minute of heaven is worth them all!'' 
-Lalla Rooldz. 

~ HE pursuit of happine s, the regainino- of 
\Jif our lost Eden, seems the natural desire 

that po sesses every heart born into this 

world. The white light of His truth is only darkness, 
And to our ears His glorious symphony 

Is utter silence. 

'vVe arc not satisfied with anything less than 
Eden regained; nothing perishable can satisfy 

' the cravings of the immortal soul. 
Having inherited the transgression of our first 

parents, we know that although the sacrament of 
baptism cleanses from original sin, we han still 
to pay the temporal penalty in the sweat of om 

Yet, methinks, a slight, 
Far-distant echo sounds eternally, 
Could we but understand! During the flight 

Of centuries on centuries it calls, 
Rising to Heaven like the misty spray! 

The sweet, immortal chanting of the Falls 
Awing our momentary griefs away. 

HILDE.GARDE HAWTHORNE. 

Pain is a soul tonic. Sorrow often brings out 
the best there is in us. Happiness does not de
velop character. It gives it surface brightness 
and decks it with prismatic bubbles. It takes the 
deep-reaching arm of misfortune to trouble the 
depths and bring out the peai;ls that lie there. 
The most magnetic faces are lined by thought 
and noble care. Strong, unselfish love, even if 
misplaced and unappreciated, ennobles the lover. 
It is the frivolous, vanity-born emotions that 
fritter away character and make faces insignif
icant. To fail in high aim after earnest and hon
est effort, is not failure. The gain it brings in 
trength and discipline will appear in other direc

tions. Misfortune ha often in the history of the 
world been the means of making a poet, an orator, 
a philanthropist, a scientist or statesman, out of 
a person whose career, but for th~ misfortune of 
physical disability, would have been common
place, and whose influence would be limited. 

brow. 
Happine s is elusive; permanent peace i not 

vouchsafed on this side of the grave. 
Adam and Eve bequeathed to u human hearts 

and hopes, their love of Eden, and the "trail of 
the serpent." 

The happiness of this world consists in cheer
fully accepting the "trail," and in enjoying our 
"flowerets" while they bloom and we tirYi\'e. 
Our enjoyment is enhanced by the sympathetic 
remembrance that all the children of Adam and 
Eve have qua! claim to life's "floweret. ," and 
that we must not even wish a monopoly of them. 

In the home, and beginning with its earliest 
years, the child may be tatirrht the secret of hap
pines : here it is from the children' Catechism. 
"Question. To how many commandment,, may 
the Ten Commandments be reduced? Ans\\·er. 
To these two principal commandments ,,·hich 
are the two great precepts of charity: 'Thou 
shalt love the Lord thy Goel with thy "·hole 
heart, and with thy whole soul, and with all thy 
strength and with all thy mind, and thy neighbor 
as thyself. This do and thou shalt live.' St. 
Luke x, St. fark xii . Q. Who is my neighbor ? 
A. Mankind of ·every description, and without 



l 
I 

1 

tee. 

r 
0 
;;c 
CT1 
--l 
--l 
0 

n 
0 z 
< 
CT1 
z 

_--l 

'TJ 
> 
C 
(/) 



IIAGARA RAINBOW. 129 

exception of persons, even those who injure 
any . . 1· . R .. " 

Or differ from us m re 1g1011. '-oman xu, 20. us, 
The fulfilling of this divine law means happi-

s l·n life heaven for eternity. nes , 
Do we obediently and reverently responrl? 

.\h no: we elders too frequently allow elfi,h 
;nd ill-natured rivalry to drag our souls down 
from the heights. where we are left uncomforted 
in the gloom! Children learn and copy by in
tuition;' they require neither the spoken word 
nor the example. 

It is said that the coveting and the posses ing 
of our neighbor's good is the predominant sin 
of middle age, and consequently of later life. 

Christian charity, which, after all, is only com
mon honesty, is woefully lacking among us. 

\Y c grudge our friends eyen the respect which 
when face to face we feel obliged to show them. 
That obligation may not trouble u much longer, 
if, as many affirm, politeness i fast disappearing 
from the face of the earth. 

Of my friends who do not wear a religious 
habit, one-onh- one-comes to mind with the 
peculiar _distinction of always speaking of the 
absent with the studied re pect which she would 
accord them if present! 

"Cpon _the bare mention of another's beauty I 
!ia\·e noticed a certain sallow Christian complex
ton turn green invariably, even under the pinkest 
powder! 

This is both amusino- and saddeni1w T o o· 
ruly we want the earth· all hould be "ours" 

or " · " 'V ' . mmc. 1 e would willingly behold our 
ne1°hbor t f . :-.. . msuccess ul; consequently to env)· his 
,ucccss 1s a l 1 

1 . ' na ura re ult; then to rob him is 
on ~ a half- tep. 

This recog · 1 . . . . . n1zec envy deprives our newhbor m pa, t of hrs h . . o 
heart , . . app'.ne s, and dnve from our own 

1
, . '"~ er} vestige of peace. 
his 1s the 1 .. 

at, ti crue , murderous spmt that actu-' <' lC anarchist Ir . . 
innocent. His . · 15 victims are gen~rally the 
oi !)I -1 life has not been filled with works 

11 anthropy II 1 . 
Joye of . 

1 
· e c O s not blllld throtio-h 

nerg 1bors · he t I 0 

throuo-h h t. 1 • . ar c own and destroys 
. ,-, a I ec of ne1ghb • H · 

ot the t· 01 · e 1s the product 1111e · the ess f I hecon1e o-ene;· 1 "R ence O t 1e spirit which has 
T ,-, a · encl or he t " · I · 0 destroy what l · 1 ren , 1s 11s motto! 
•ni,,i011 _ · 

1c ias not, what he i not, is his 

The :-Ioral L 
aw requires the support of the 

civil law, but not the bomb of the murdering 
anarchist! 

It is said that hristianity is lo ing its hole! 
upon the nations. This o-called Christianity is 
losing hold upon it elf. An angel from heaven 
could not rea sure "believers." 

Christ commis ioncd his Church to teach: 
these "Christians" will not be taught,-they arc 
apostle to themselves. 

The Holy Scripture -God's Word-read and 
studied by the aints on bended knee , are no 
longer sacred. They are con iclerecl but the 
measure of any foolish, finite rea, oning; criti
cized without defense, and rejected, in part at 
least, by the every-day "Christian .. , And he 
makes Bible study his authority for disbelief in 
it doctrine! 

His Christianity offer him the Bible, saying: 
"Here i all that can be clone for you in this 
world. Take this book: find in it what you wi h: 
interpret it as you may; do not be anxious al out 
your eternity; make yourself comfortable; you 
arc safe." 

Con equently thi Christian proceeds to com
fort himself thus: "I nowing one ay that 
'Hell' mean only the grave; so what i the u e 
of taking up or submitting to any burdensome 
cross? ·what is the use of prayer and fasting? 
What rubbish it i to talk about contentment and 
holy poverty! The family of Nazareth may have 
been content; but they did not live in these 
time ! Let us eat, drink and be merry while we 
arc here; thi world ·s goods are all that we arc 
sure of! vVe don't know what comes after 
death; but there i no old-fashioned hell, and no 
eternity of torments!'' 

Truly the Holy Scripture contain much that 
"the unlearned and the unstable wrest to their 
own destruction." 

The motto of to-day i , "Ev"ry man for him
self''; man has man, nation ha nation, by the 
throat. \Vhen the idle rich become richer, anrl 
the indu trious poor become poorer, there is 
tyranny and slavery: the :\fora! Law wa made 
to right thi wrong, and we, individually, are, by 
all that in u lies, under the obligation of enforc
ing the l\Ioral Law. \Ve mu l neither leave our 
brother man to languish nor to peri h. 

Satan, ever prompt, brings forward the self
cl ludecl anarchist who, in the pretence of right
ing the wrongs of the poor or the lower cla s~s. 
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scatters murder in every direction, an I finally 
de troys himself,-all in the cau e of happine s ! 

The climax of conditions has 1 een reached in 
mor-.. than one hristian country. 

On i\Iay 25th, in the llous of Lords, during 
the discu sion of the que tion of disarmament. 
Lord vebury gave utterance to the following 
truths: "The unrest in Europe, the pread of 
ocialism. and the ominou ri e of anarchism 

are warnings to the government and the ruling 
classe that the condition of the working classe!'
in Europe are becoming intolerable, and that if a 
revolution is to be avoided. ome teps mu t be 
taken to increase wage . reduce the hours of 
labor . and lower the prices of the necessarie of 
life. Europe i a great military camp. \Ve have 
no peace. only an armistice with tmlimited ·ex
penditure. The result is that instead of accumu
lating capital for our children, we are piling up 
for them debt and overwhelming respon ibili
ties." 

There is famine in Japan as a result of the late 
war: al o in Russia.-but there i always famine 
in some part of Russia. 

Vl c cannot make the excu e of war for the 
eight hundred thousand starving men, wome1, 
and children who, during the pa t winter, paraded 
the treets of London. England. The Standard, 
Montreal, Canada, ays: "Britain's Queen, 
Alexandra. ha ri en to the full realization of the 
gravity of the ituation. seemingly more prompt
ly than any other. Kot content with starting her 
fund for the unemployed. she has directed the 
opening of emergency labor yards for the idle, 
where, for a couple of hour ' work at sawing 
wood. men may secure nourishing food . 

Xot since 1886 has London been menaced as it 
is to-day. Thw . a mob, springing up from the 
four corners of the wonderful city, tore from it 
hiding place. through the streets, and. incited 
to fury by incendiary speeche , swept through 
the wealthy \Vest End and invaded Mayfair it-
elf . It was a le son that London recovered 

from slowly, and most painfully. That wa 
twenty years ago. Gradually those terrifying 
clay have been forgotten or the memory lulh:d 
by sedatives. But there has been an awakening. 
The clangers of a vast population of idle men 
and women. with children pinched and wan, and 
who have never known in all their live what it 
wa to have enough to eat, are now confronting 

the people of prosperou old London. ondi-
tions have been changing, and the metropolis i 
congested with a population in excess of the 
neces ary industries and other mean of labor to 
keep it employed and free from want." 

There i room for them all in Canada ! And 
there i money in England to as ist them to emi
grate, to e tablish them here, and to aid them 
until their wil ling efforts are crowned with suc
cess. Let :-[ayfair contribute from its uperfl u
ou abundance! 

Can· the \Ve t End regale it elf on claintie and 
the fat of the land while children of London by 
the thousand are "pinched and wan, and have 
never known in all th ir live what it was to have 
enough to eat?'' The bare thought of it g ives 
one the heartache. anada is fairly longing to 
take the poor darlings to her capacious bosom. 

The poverty, pauperi m, and conge tecl popu
lation of London arc the re ult of wrongs com
mitted three hundred year ago; and the longer 
a wrong exists, the more difficult it is to right it. 

\Vhen Henry VIII. came to the throne of E ng
land there was not a pauper in London nor in 
England. England was then for the E nglish. 
and not for private parks. Iler broad acre nour
ished her population which even now, compared 
with that of other countries. i not congested. 

Truth will out! Every day some such enlight
enment as is contained in the followi ng item, 
force itself upon our conviction : "London. 
l\[ay 6, 1906. The l\Iarquis of Angle ey has 
reached his majority. In four years time he will 
come into omething like five hundred thou and 
dollar a year. By that time the va t Anglesey 
estates will have recovered from the extravag
ances of the late larqui , whose profligate 
career came to o disastrou an encl. T he new 
l\Tarqui will then control fourteen thousand 
three hundred and forty-four acres in Stafford-
hire, and eight thousand four hund red and 

eighty-five in Anglesey, the form r havin o- come 
clown to the succes ive peer of Angle ey from 
William Paget. the favorite of Henry YIII. 
They were given him by his royal master after 
having been eizecl from the Bishopric of Lich
field and the Collegiate hnrch of Burton-on
Trent. It is onlv ju t twelve month ago that 
the young Marquis. then an officer in thc- guards, 
woke up to find him elf a peer and the owner of 
one of the finest estate in the country." 

c10 DE LOR Tu CA Tl L A o LA CuFSTA, SF ILL AIN 
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The '·ownership" of the Anglesey estate and 

of hundreds of others may well be disputed. 
There is a book whose pages are quoted by 

Ocialist and anarchist, which proves that the 
s fi ~ 
present possessors of t_he ne t estates 111 Eng-
land have no moral cla1111 to them. 

Cobbett's History of Reformation stands 
al\\'ays for the truth: it lays bare the infamous 
spirit of plunckr which actuated Henry VIII. and 
Elizabeth. They bouaht the ouls of their 
"favorites" with the property of uns1Yerving, 
honest men, who with their descendants succeed
eel to cleath , poverty. and pauperism. 

Cobbett was an English churchman; but he 
]O\·ecl the truth, and would not creen Henry 
\'III. and Elizabeth. 

King Edward VII., anxious to see his people 
happy, is all that we would have him be: but he 
cannot itemiu and correct in detail the multi
tudinous wrong-doings of Henry VIIT. and Eliza
beth. before whose time there were only "God's 
poor" to be dutifully nourished by l\ lother Eng
land, and neither poorhouse prisons nor need 
for them. 

Our constitution entitles us to life. liberty , 
ancl the pursuit of happiness! · 

Our King, aided by his government. can turn 
the bed of the .Thames through \Vhitechapd 
ancl encl its surpl us population to Canada. not 
to be immecliately let loose among us. but to be 
"fa:mecl" here by a British protective company 
until fitted to walk forth healthy citizens. 

IIe cannot now seize hundreds of estates like 
~he .\ nglesey ancl people their park -hunt
ing grounds-with the rirrhtful owners the hun
:lreds of thousands of ne~ch· de cencla~ts of the 
tormer proprietors. · 

. But Edward \'II. can free himself from the 
t1re -ome f tt . . . , e enng exterior trappmgs of royalty 
and rank ··ti t d . ·,., . , ".1 1ou en angering the acred ma-
J,.,tl of a h11a · ti ,. · I l'f .. 1. 1 .. · . '- ::, · 1e snnp e I e 1ved by the 
' 11

io- himself 11 b ,· ~ , wou c e a salutar)· le son to the 
urcles near \ . anc nearest to the throne and to the 
unscrupulous a 1 I . ' . . . 
is ti nc vu gar, who e one aim 111 life 
tit, ie ac

1
cumulation of wealth and the dis1)lav of 

" gauc s of ti · · · 
-i-1 l 115 miserable, peri hable earth. 
• 1e atter cla . 

archi ts! 5 es are the raison d'etre of an-

_\ fter hi 
tincnt ls succ_essful campaign on the con-
h . anc the v1ct . f C 

t e triumphal on:s O recy and Portiers. 
procession of the Black Prince 

through L nclon was no less glorious that mount
ed on a small black horse he wore only his or
dinary suit of plain black armor. 

In the triumphal procession of Henry V. 
through London after the victory of Agincourt. 
he wore a plain purple robe. 

These are the royal memories that Britain love~ 
to honor, not Elizabeth' three thou and uits of 
priceless, peacock finery. 

Wa the great Emperor Charles V. of Spain 
less royal when he abdicated in order to don a 
humble robe and retire to a quiet, prayerful life 
in a monastery? 

The time has come when the only safety of 
the great is in simple surroundings; their bur
densome trappings, their unappreciated "lux
uries" may well be devoted to the poor. 

This i the I sson taught by the dreaded an
archist. who may also be called 'the scourge of 
Goel and of Christians. · 

It is singular that the nations cannot or do not 
rid the world of o blighting a terror; there sure
ly should be laws to deal with people known to 
be under a vow to commit murder of intended 
and unintended person . 

That Satan is the king of anarchists-and how 
horrible the realization !-was exemplified by the 
terrible tragedy designed to destroy the happy 
brightness of King Alfonso's wedding clay-to 
hurl to death two of the most innocent and lov
ing hearts in th whole world . 

That fell stroke was as sudden and terr ible as 
the call to the last judgment! 

How did the youthful King and Queen meet 
it: Royally! 

To quote from the eloquent comments of the 
Toronto Globe: "If there is anything in the fine 
old French saying, 'Noblesse oblige,' the King 
and Queen of pain gave a striking example of 
its truth by their moral courage, their ready sym
pathy, and their admirable self-control. The 
climax was capped by the King's mock of ex
pressing his confidence in his people, riding un-
attendecl through the streets of M adricl in an 
automobile, hi usual mode of conveyance." 

All is over now with the unnatural. unfilial 
on, the self-deluded anarchist and uicide. Let 

us hope that his last breath was one of profound 
repentance! 

And let us trust that King Alfonso and Queen 
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Victoria, the devoted lover , may be granted a 
long and glo riou reian. 

How the words "Queen Viet ria'' thrill the 
British heart! 

Alfon o XIl T., from hi birth, has been a most 
intere ting per onage. Alfonso XII. died in early 
manhood, before the birth of hi son ancl heir; 
o Alfonso XIII. was born a king! Every sym

pathetic heart in Chri tcndom went out to Queen 
Christina, the brave widow, the lonely mother, 
\\'ho, as Queen Regent, in troubled time exerted 
superhuman efforts in the cause of her little son 
and Spain. She faced the warfare, fought ancl 
won by the strong arm of the omnipotent Goel. 
He wa her hope, her stay, her strength. 

Alfon o XIII., nobly choolecl, has already 
proved him elf the worthy on of his worthy 
mother; uppermost always i the remembrance 
of his kinaly respon ibilitie . 

Once a year, in Lent, is he privileged to look 
after hi per onal, spiritual interests. Then the 
King and the royal family spend Holy Vi/eek at 
Seville; and are forcibly reminded that there is 
no other royal road to heaven than that trod by 
the l\Ian of Sorrows, the King of Kings. 

A eville letter, from one of the Spanish Lor
etto , contains the follO\Ying interesting in
formation: "The Kina left on Good Friday, 
and walked the rather long distance between the 
"\lcazar and the railway station, even his luggage 
had to be carried, as he would not allow horses to 
be hitched for him. The King paid us 
a pas ing visit. On his way to Villamanrique 
in his motor car, he passed through Castilleja de 
la Cuesta. On reaching the Convent he pulled 
up, and Mother Stani laus went out to speak to 
him. He shook hands, and held his hat in his 
hand during the conversation. He promised to 
call at Rathfarnham when he went to Ireland. 
He wa most courteous and gracious, aid he 
would make a longer call on his return ; and 
drove off amid showers of orange hlos oms 
freshly cut from the trees." 

The fact that Alfon o "held his hat in his hand 
during the conver ation" proves that he is more 
than a King, that he is a Christian knight worthy 
of the olden time when knighthood meant what it 
rarely means now, viz ., to re pect, to appreciate, 
to reverence, and to protect womanhood! 

Is it wonder that the whole interested world 
recognizes in Alfon o of pain the ideal lover? 

-and that he has gained the affection and hand 
of one of the most charming princes es 111 the 
world ! 

A plea ing incident i also mentioned in the 
letter: "Before leaving Seville the E ng Ii h col
ony here presented the King with a bouquet con
taining ten thousand carnations, on the cultin
tion of which Seville prides itself-and justh·. 
This bouquet wa immediately clespatchecl to 
Prince Ena." 

We Britons are intensely proud of our beau[l
fu l Prince s ancl well pleas d that she has found 
"Spain enchanting beyond even her expecta
tion !'' also that the enraptured paniarcls affirm 
that "not half her beauty had been told them!" . 

More cl eply touching than all is the thought 
that .once more in a devoted kingdom. hies ings 
are invoked upon the head, and cheers are rai $ecl 
from all hearts for a "Queen Yictoria ' ' ! 

Long may Alfon o and Yictoria reign ! 
foRI S. 

1T s <ton\?ersatton a '.JLost :art? 

7'r" HE superficiality of the present clay and the 
~ lack of good ense and good taste in the 

selection of topics are doubtle seriou 
dra,Ybacks to conver ation. It need hardly be 
said that, by conversation i not meant mere chat 
or gos ip-indeed, one of the mo t ente rtaining 
of women once remarked that she could only rec
oncile it to her conscience to spend so much of 
her life in making ocial calls, by passing on, in 
conversation, whatever he heard or read that 
might prove helpful, cheering, or in piri ng. \\·ith 
this end in view she committed the e things to 
memory in the very words of the book, to share 
with h;r friend \;,hat she had herself enj oyed. 
The practice enriched her vocabulary and culti
vated her mem ry so that what she read was cor
rectly retained with little effort. Her conver,a
t ion was full of glaclne and parkle. "1' o one 
is living aright unless he so live that whoe,·cr 
meets him goes away more joyous fo r the con
tact" wa part of her creed. And he was no 
ideal creature of the imagination, but a gloriou,. 
bright reality. holding that as "charity begins at 
home," so should all good offices, therefore. the 
home table wa. the centre of whatever 111igl~t 
prove in , tructive and entertaining. The habit 

' )> 
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trl.butecl to the fluency of her own speech and ct,n 
helped to raise ~he tone of that of the other mem-
bers of the fam1ly. 

The present generation has been severely criti
cized as lacking in thoughtful conver ational 
poirer. \\' e often hear the remark that persons 
bore one another by their conversation. Bos
i,ell"s Johnson says: ''Tom Birch is as brisk as 
a bee in conversation, but no sooner does he take 
a pen in his hand than it becomes a torpedo to 
him and benumbs all his faculties." How about 
··Tom Birch" to-clay? Is he alive, and are we 
tncourag-ing- his kind? \Ve have many who could 
n:1·crse hi s characteristic, of whom we might say: 
··]leis as dull as can be in conversation, but in
,pired ll"i th a pen in his hand," for it must cer
tainly be recognized that our age is producing 
1 rnltitudinous ,niters and developing publishing 
h"u es by the score. Are we, however, stimulat
ing- a like capability and effectiveness in conver
,ation? Social engagements continue to entertain 
11, in hours of home association and leisure, but 
the host or hostess is continually asking, ''How 
can we amuse our guests?" After dinner it must 
he a theatre party, card party, or some profes
,ional musician or reader engaged to make the 
erening a success. 

Some years ago, one of the prominent society 
ladies of Paris took a firm stand• in excluding 
the card-table and dance from her home. The 
~riticism that followed was promptly answered 
111 her response, " I do this, for our visitors from 
other nation are saying that the ladies of Paris 
see'.11 to be losing the charm and versatility of 
~heir conversational power." There is a lesson 
111 ti . · II 11 1 ustration for all who are thoughtful as 
to culture and mental development. Many who 
are capable of entering into almost any subject 
of conversation with vivacity and interest have 
heen so surrounded, socially, by convention'al and 
narrow amus t . . emen s as to cnpple or nullify the 
pleasure of co - . S I . . h nve1 smg. o ong has this gift 
een 1~eglectecl that the didactic and blunt often 

enter mto ti . . I 1e1r socia remarks. They either de-
1~1ancl absolute and complete attention from the 
'' iole room I I to ti w ien t 1ey speak, or give the opinion 

ie one w·th h I 1 w om t 1ey converne that they 
are conduct" . . io-n _. mg an oral exammat1on, completely 
,., o11no- the fat ti .. wh t ,., c 1at it 1s good form to discover 

a others are int - t d . b . . 1· ature et es e 111, e 1t mu 1c, 1ter-
, or art: and that we shoulct be more willinoo 

to learn than to reveal how much we have learned. 
To listen sympathetically is a rarer art than to 
talk well, and gains friend's, especially if one has 
the faculty of ch-awing out the speaker on his best 
side. . ppreciation begets appreciation; the 
thoughtful Ii tener becomes the admired speaker 
who has tran muted kno,dedge into the warmth 
of a glad heart. 

Of all conversational clubs, I kn-ow of none 
which exceeded in interest that of which Dr. 
Samuel Johnson was the central figure, and 
James Boswell the unapproachable recorder. 
Boswell's life of Johnson is the most entertaining
book ever written. It is full of good talk-not 
dull, imaginary conver ations, but true accounts 
of what Dr. Johnson really said, and what l\1r. 
Burke and :.rr. Langton and Mr. Goldsmith and 
Sir J oshua Reynolds said, and what the idol.;trous 
l\Ir. Doswell said. Dr. Johnson liked to get his 
mind close to that of his fellow-talker, to feel his 
kinship, and thus the play of remark and re
joinder gave an impression of the subject under 
consideration that could not otherwise be ob
tained. 

Abraham Lincoln , one of the world's very 
great men, wa a capital talker, whether his vein 
for the moment chanced to be the satirical or the 
serious; and yet he often could not resist any 
specially happy slang phrase; and, as was per
haps legitimate in a great man, coined more than 
one ·expressive word of his own. Ior was his 
grammar always above suspicion. He was a 
good listener-which is one of the chief essen
tials of the art of conversation. 

The alon of lfaclame lfohl-who, a we see 
from her portrait, was no beauty-was thronged 
by the brightest people of her clay. "A salon," 
ays her biographer. "suggests no more substan

tial fare than talk, fl.ow of words and liberal in
terchange of ideas. It is simply a centre where 
pleasant people are to be met and good conver
sation is to be had. It may have-indeed it o-en-

' 0 

erally has-its particular tone and color; it may 
be literary, religious, political, artistic or philan
thropic; but it remains always a place for talking 
-a place where intellectual nectar replaces ma
terial beverages." 

Madame Mohl's salon stood out in strono- r·~
lief, with a character entirely its own. It ,:as a 
permanent protest against the spirit and1 tendency 
of the clay; ao-ainst pretention, purse-pride, vu!-
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garity in every form. While it wa being loudly 
proclaimed by high and low that luxury had ren
dered quiet ociability impossible, that the pleas
ures of conversation were a thing of the past, that 
unle you could entertain, in the modern sen e 
of the word, no one would come to you, thi 
elderly woman, without rank or fortune, living 
in high-perched, shabbily-furnished rooms, with
out either uppers or chandeliers, enjoyed a posi
tion unrivalled in its way, and contrived to attract 
to her house all that wa best worth having in 
Paris. The one luxury of the room was a great 
many very comfortable armchairs, of all hapes 
and size . J\Iadame 1ohl had an idea that people 
could not talk their be t unless they were com
fortably seated. 

l\Iaclame 1Iohl knew neither timidity nor 
111au·vaise honte. She would dart into the most 
learned discus ion, like a child, with some comi
cal remark, which, perhaps, betrayed enti re ig
norance of the subject, but never failed to enliven 
it-alway remembering that first beatitude of 
the ocial code, "Blessed are the glad in spi rit , 
for they shall be wanted everywhere." .And per
haps. a.'fter all, the be t thing we can do for the 
world is to be happy in it. "Joy is the grace we 
say to God," ays l\Iiss Ingelow. Dante put 
melancholy in the fifth ci rcl e of the Inferno, and 
deservedly. We instinctively shun tho e who are 
self-absorbed because pc simism is contagious, 
while free ancl gracious expre ion of thought i 
the most potent of pells for removing unlovely 
discontent, embarra sment and dull care. That 
graceful and w et-tempered writer, Robert Louis 
Steven on. wa o happy, in pite of physical 
weakness, that his world wa filled with ro es 
rollina over each other. No more beautiful trib
ute is paid to him in ydney Colvin' introduction 
to his letters than-"Thi sympathetic power of 
in. pi ring others wa the pecial and distinguish
ing note of Stevenson's conversation. Ile would 
keep a hou eful or a single companion entertained 
all day. and day after clay and half the night, yet 
never eernccl to dominate the talk or absorb it; 
rather he helped those about him to di cover and 
exercise unexpected powers of their own." 

Since words arc omnipotent thing's and our 
language should be the expre sion of our life and 
character, we should think no evil, and thu never 
carry away from any conversation a ''heart- tain 
on our blade.'' l\f.\RY B RCIIILL. 

Glimpses ot 'UUlbtttter==='.lLan~. 

'1f' HE pilgrim to the country where \Vhitticr 
~ wa born and where he pa eel the greater 

portion of hi life, will find Mr. Picka rcl 's 
volume, ent itled "Whittier-Land," a u eful g uide 
to the localities that are so close ly connected with 
the memory of the Quaker poet, of whom the au
thor was an old and intimate friend . The des
cription of the \Vhittier ance tral home teacl with 
it urroundings. and of the hou e in Arne bury 
will be found especially erviceable in the study 
of the poet's life. l\Iany questions \\·hich natur
ally ari c regarding the place mentioned by 
\Vhittier in hi ballad, of the region including the 
whole valley of the Merrimac from its source 
among the New Hamp hire Hill to \\·here it 
meets the ocean at Newburyport. arc answered, 
and anecdote and poems illustrative of his play
ful moods and never intended by him to be seen 
outside a mall circle of friends an l neighbors, 
are now published for the fir t time. It is not 
surpri ing that ·Whittier fo und inspiration fo r 
the beautiful descriptive pa age which occur 
in every poem which has thi river for theme or 
illu tration : 

"Stream of my fathers! weetly still 
The sunset ray thy valley fill; 
Poured lantwi e clown the long defile, 
\Vave, wood, and pirc beneath them smile." 

There are four chapter in the book, one de
voted to Haverhill, where the poet was born ; an
other to AmesburY, where much of hi life was 
passed; a third ;Ii cu se "Whittier 's Sense of 
Humor." while the fourth is devoted to \Vhit
tier·s uncollected poems-verse that i not to be 
found in any of the volumes already published. 

''Opulence of hill and lake" is the especial 
charm of Haverhill. The two symmetrical hills, 
named Gold and Silver, near the river, one above 
and one below the city proper, are tho e referred 
to in "The Ycarnore " a viewed by \Vashing
ton with admiring comment, tanding in his stir
rups and 

"Looking up and looking down 
On the hills of Gold and ilver 
Rimming round the little town ." 

Let u enter the house by the ea tern por~h, 
noting the circular door-stone, which was the mill-
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,cl the rrrain of the pioneers, more 
,.rone that gtro_m lJefor: Whittier was born, ancl 

cen u1y 
than a I cl to the mill on the brook. The 

I • h be onge . 
11• uc . 1 destro)·ecl the roof of the house, 111 
ti wh1c1 • I 

re did not injure this porch-the heroic wor < 
19°2

• toclian Mrs. Ela, and others, saved f the cus . . . cl 0 t· le of the previous souvemrs en an-
,·err ar ic Tl 

e ·1 1 . the fire so that nothing was lo t. 1e 
crerec J) ' 1 
" . k f the kitchen hearth are muc 1 worn, as 
hnc s o . 1 

• 1 t be expected from hav111g serve( so many 
1111g 1 

• I 1·f I . t· ons as the centre of their 1ome 1 e. t crene1 a 1 . . . . 
" -01111ci this 1dent1cal hearth that the famil) ,ras a1 . 

. o·rourJed as sketched 111 the great poem 11as ,, , . . 
,rhich has consecrated this room, and made 1t a 
shrine toward which the pilgrims of many future 
a-enerations will find their way. Here on thes·e 
~en' bricks simmered the mug of cider and the 
·•a1;ples sputtered in a row," the table now stand
iiw between the northern window is the same 
th:t then stood there, and many of the dishes on 
the shelves are fami ly heirlooms occupying their 
old places. Two of these pieces of china were 
brought here by Sarah Green leaf, Whittier's 
grandmother. The bull's-~ye watch over the 
mantel is a fine specimen of the olden time, and 
hangs on the identical nail from which uncle 
:\[o es nightly suspended his plump timepiece. 

But perhaps the article which is mo t worthy 
of attention in this room is a desk which belonged 
to the great-grandfather of the poet. On the 
hacks and bottoms of the drawers of this desk 
are farm memoranda made with chalk more than 
a century ago. It was about a century old when 
the boy Whittier scribbled his first rhymes upon 
it. Dy an interesting coincidence he also, in his 
eighty-fifth year, wrote his very la t poem 
upon it. 

From the birthplace to the Ame bury home is 
a distance of nine miles. It was at Birchy 
:\Ieadow in this vicinity that 'Whittier taught his 
first and onlY term of district school. in the win
ter of 1827-;8. The road, which is at a consid
erable distance from the Merrimac, urmounts 
at many points those beautifully rounded hills 
that afford a view of the valle/ commemorated 
h~ Whi ttier in prose and verse . The river, beau
titul as are its banks along its entire course, no
where pre ents more picturesque cenery than 
where ·t 1 pa es through the deep valley it has 
worn for itself between the hills of Ame bury 
a
nd 

Xewbury, and especially where its tidal cur-

rent is parted by the perpendicular cliffs of Deer 
Island. At this point the quaint old chain bridge, 
built about a century ago, spans the stream. Thi 
island is the home of Harriet Prescott Spofford, 
who is referred to in the stanza-

"The Hawkswood oaks, the storm-torn plumes 
Of old pine-forest kings, 

Beneath whose centu ry-woven shade 
Deer Island' mi tress sings." 

T he old parlor of the Amesbury home has suf
fered no change in the several remodel ings of the 
house. In it are placed many memorial of th~ 
poet, interesting to visitors. \ Vhat to him ,,·as 
the most precious th ing-the portrait of his moth
er-is over the mantel. The likeness to her di -
tinguished son is remarked by all. One see 
strength of character in the beautiful face, and a 
dignity that is softened by sweetness and seren
ity of spirit. T he plain lace cap, white kerchief, 
drab shawl, and fo lded hands typify all the 
Q uaker virtues that were preeminently hers. 

On the opposite wall is the crayon likeness of 
Elizabeth, the dearly-loved sister, so tenderly 
apo trophizecl in "Snow-Bouncl"': 

"I cannot feel that thou art far, 
S ince near at need the angels are; 
And when the sunset gates unbar, 

Shall I n t see thee waiting stand, 
And, white against the evening star, 
The welcome of thy beckoning hand?'' 

When she died, in 1864, Lucy Larcom, her 
friend, hacl this excellent portrait made and pre
sented it to the bereaved brother. All the other 
members of the " now-Bound" family are here 
represented, except the father and uncle l\Io es, 
of whom no likenes es exist, ave as found in the 
poet"s lines. The Hoit portrait of Whittier, 
painted when he was about forty year of age, 
was kept in a seldom-used chamber, while lhe 
poet was living, for he allowed no picture of him-
elf to be prominently displayed. A small pho

tograph of his older sister, Mary Caldwell, is 
shown, and a silh uette of Aunt Mercy-"The 
sw--etest woman ever Fate perverse denied a 
household mate"-also a portrait of his brother·s 
daughter, Elizabeth-1\Irs. Pickar 1-who was a 
member of the family for twenty years, and to 
whom he left this house and it contents, by will. 
Her son, Green leaf, to whom when four year of 
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age his grandqncle inscribed the poem, "A 
Kame," now resides here. 

In this parlor is the desk on which "Snow
Bound," "The Tent on the Beach," and other 
poems were written, the success of which enabled 
their author to buy a somewhat better one, now 
to be seen in the "rrarden room," where this desk 
formerly stood. -Upon it are presentation copies 
of many books, with the autographs of their wri
ters-Harriet Beecher Stowe, Lydia Maria 
Child, Miss Mitford, Julia Ward Howe, John 
Hay, T. B. Aldrich, &c. The Rogers group of 
statuary representing ·Whittier, Beecher, and 
Garrison listening to the tory of a fugitive slave 
girl, who holds an infant in her arms, is in the 
corner of the room, where it has been for thirty 
years. The rose-bush he prized as his mother's 
favorite is still flourishing- in the garden, as are 
also the fine magnolia, laburnum, and cut-leaved 
birch of his planting. 

The village of Amesbury enjoyed a sense of 
proprietorship in Whittier which it never lost, 
even when Danvers claimed him for a part of 
each year. He did not give up the old house, 
consecrated by memories of his mother and srs
ter, but returned to it oftener and oftener in his 
la t years, and he hoped that he might spend his 
leclining days on earth where his mother and 

sister died. The feeling of the people of Ames
bury was expressed in a poem written by a neigh
bor and published in a village paper, under the 
title of "Ours," some stanzas of which are as 
follows: 

"I say it softly to myself, 
I whisper to the swaying flowers, 

When he goes by, ring all your bells 
Of perfume, ring, for he is ours. 

Ours is the resolute, firm step, 
Ours the dark lightning of the eye, 

The rare sweet smile, and all the joy 
Of ownership, when he goes by. 

I know above our simple spheres 
His fame has flown, his genius towers; 

These are for glory and the world, 
But he himself is only ours." 

A trolley line from Amesbury to Salisbury 
Beach brings u to the spot described by Whit-

tier in his "Tent on the Beach," at the northern 
end of which i the picture que promontory of 
Boar's Head, and eastward are seen the Isles of 
Shoals, and in the further distance, the blue disk 
of Agamenticus. 

Rev. J. Fletcher, in an article published in 
1879, mentions that he was with Whittier at Sal
isbury Beach, in the summer of 1861, when he 
saw the remarkable mirage commemorated 10 
the e lines in "The Tent on the Beach": 

·'Sometimes, in calms of closing day, 
They watched the spectral mirage play; 
Saw low, far islands looming tall and nigh, 
And ships, with upturned keels, sail like a sea 

the sky." 

"Here,., he says, "we were visited by frie nds 
from Newburyport and Amesbury. None were 
more welcome than Whittier and his sister, and 
two nieces, one of whom, Lizzie, had the beauti
ful eyes-the grand feature in both the poet and 
his sister. Those eyes of his sister Elizabeth are 
most toucl1ingly alluded to by Whittier when he 
refer to her childhood in the old Snow-bound 
homestead: 

" 'Lifting her large, sweet, asking eyes, 
l ow bathed in the unfading green, 
And holy peace of Paradise.' 

"One day, late in the afternoon, whi le Whit
tier and myself were seated upon a hillock of 
sand outside, Elizabeth was enjoying a cup of 
tea in the family tent. It had been a peculiarly 
beautiful day, and, as the sun began to decline, 
the calm sea was lit up with a dreamy grandeur 
wherein there seemed a mingling of rose-tint and 
color of pearls. All at once we noticed that the 
far-off Isles of Shoals, of which in clear days 
only the lighthouse could be seen, were lifted into 
the air, and the vessels out at sea were seen float
ing in the heaven . Whittier told me that he 
never before witnessed such a sight. E lizabeth 
Whittier was then seeing from the shore the very 
island, reduplicated in the sky, where, two years 
afterwards, she met that fatal accident which 
terminated her existence." 

As the train passes Hampton Falls station, 
may be seen in the distance, shaded by magnif
icent elms, the house of Miss Gove, in which 
·Whittier died. It was upon these broad meadows 
and the distant line of the beach that his eyes 
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ted when he looked for the last time upon the 
res ' f · I f 11 · d · h" scenery he loved and so a1t 1 u y picture m 1s 
yerse. 

·Whittier's sense of humor and the real fun and 

f I. of his nature were known only to those ro 1c . . . . 
· ·1eged with his mtimacy. He delighted at 

pnn · f h d · es 1·11 throwing off his mantle o prop ecy, an t1J11 . . . . 
unbending even to 3olhty, m his home and among 
friends. The presence of a stranger was a check 
to such exuberance-but his restraint came from 
no unsocial habit. It was because he found that 
the unguarded words of a public man are often 
o-iyen a weight they are not intended to bear. If 
he unbent as one might whose every word has not 
come to be thought of value, it led to misunder
standings. "I never heard him laugh aloud," 
sa,·s his biographer, "but a merrier face and an 
e,:e that twinkled with a livelier gl·ee when thor
o.ughly amused, are not often seen. He would 
double up with mirth without uttering a sound,
his chuckle being visible instead of audible,
but this peculiar ·expression was irresistibly in
fectious. The faculty of seeing the humorous 
side of things he considered a blessing to be cov
eted, and he had a special pity for that class of 
philanthropists who cannot find a laugh in the 
midst of the miseri'cs they would alleviate. A 
laugh rested him, and any teller of good stories, 
any writer of lively adventures, received a hearty 
greeting from him. He told Dickens that his 
'Pickwick Pap·crs' had for years been his remedy 
for insomnia, and Sam Weller had helped him to 
many an hour of rested nerves. He loved and 
a?mired Longfellow and Lowell, and they were 
his most cherished friends, but the lively wit of 
I:Iolmes had a special charm for him, and jolly 
times they had whenever they met. The witty 
talk and merry letters of Gail Hamilton full as 
tl ' 1ey were of a mad revelry of nonsense, were a 
great delight to him. In 1874, she sent him a 
gr~te_sque invitation to her wedding, prescribing 
a r'.diculous costume he might wear. As a post
script she mentioned that it was her niece who 
\\·as to be married. Whittier sent the following 
rep_ly, pretending not to have noticed the post
~,~;~pt, but finally waking up to the fact that she 

not herself to he the bride : 
"'C 

,
0 me to ~Y wedding,' the missive runs, 

I Come hither and list to the holy vows · 
f yo · ' · u miss this chance you will wait full long 
To see another at Gail-a House!' 

Her wedding! \Vhat can the woman expect? 
Does she think her friends can be jolly and 

glad? 
Is it only the child who sighs and grieves 

For the loss of something he never had? 

'Twas pleasant to think-if it was a dream
That our loving homage her need supplied, 

Humbler and sadder, if wiser, we walk 
To feel her life from our own lives glide. 

Let her go, God bless her! I fling for luck 
My old shoe after her. Stay, what's this? 

Is it all a mistake? The letter reads, 
'My niece, you must know, is the happy miss.' 

All's right! To grind out a song of cheer 
I set to the crank my ancient muse. 

Will somebody kiss that bride for me? 
I fling with my blessing, both boots and shoes ! 

To the lucky bridegroom I cry all hail! 
He is sure of having, let come what may, 

The sage advice of the wisest aunt 
That ever her fair charge gave away. 

The Hamilton bell, if bell there be, 
Methinks is• ringing its merriest peal; 

And, shades of John Calvin ! I seem to see 
The hostess treading the wedding reel ! 

The years are many, the years arc long, 
My dreams are over, my songs are sung, 

But, out of a heart that has not grown cold, 
I bid God-speed to the fair and young." 

Mr. Pickard deserves the hearty thanks of all 
Whittier lov-crs for the care with which he has 
prepared this modest volume. As a rule, the 
books which are supposed to describe the homes 
of famous people, are noticeable for the incom
pl·cteness of their information. They give one 
distinct impressions of misdirected enthusiasm, 
and rarely are they of any especial value. In this 
instance, however, the book is the work of one 
who is thoroughly in love with his theme, who 
knows the whole subject, and is personally fa
miliar with the conditions and accessories sur
rounding the life he describes. The result is a 
work which should be read by everyone who 
reads the poet's "Life,'' or who wishes to obtain 
a clear mental vision of the setting in ·which it 
was developed. 

VERONICA ALTE BURG. 
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Sweet summer is sending her rose-tinted and 
perfumed invitation, bidding us to her leafy re
treats, where beauty ancli freedom have vied with 
each other in seeking their chosen home. What 
charming pictures of sylvan loveliness rise as the 
bright panorama flits before our enraptured 
fancy! Poets have sung of them, artists have 
painted them, and even religion has hallowed 
them. Prompted by the impulse of humanity, 
which urges us to forsake the present good to 
seek in untried1 paths untasted pleasures, we who 
have paid tribute of tender awe to rainbow
crowned iagara, wrapped in her flowing tissue 
of green and, silver, with her choir of cascades 
singing of the stream of life, the enthroned, queen 
of the scenic kingdom, respond in the words of 
the poet and begin our quest of "the living fancies 
of many a cloistered dream." But a hallowing 
glory invests the past-the paths we trod seem 
angel-guarded and thornless-the songs we sang 
sweep the harp of memory-as we gather up the 
golden links of the precious chain that binds our 
hearts to the olden time. 

The Spanish palace of i\Iiramar has been little 
known to the outside world until lately, when it 
was the scene of striking and characteristic events 
in connection with the engagement of King Al

fonso of Spain with Princess Ena of Battenberg. 
It is really one of the most hcautifully-situated 
royal residences in Europe, though not very 
large; and all the windows of the principal 
rooms look out on the Concha, which is the 
natural harbor of San Sabastian, a mere indenta
tion of the coast as seen on the map, but a 
spacious, sheltered inward sweep between the 
headlands of Monte Iqueldo on the south and 
Monte Urgull on the north. To Princess Ena, 
so much of whose childhood was spent with her 
royal grandmother at Osborne within sound of 
the waves, and looking out on the Solent, it is 
peculiarly homelike and attractive. All the sur
rounding hills are clothed with green, not only 
woods, but with many isolated trees, among 
which may be seen white-washed Basque cot
tages anclr farmsteads. The little River Antigua 
finds its wayi into the sea on the south, and! the 
much broader and more important River Urumea 
on the north of San Sabastian, the fortified, capi
tal of the province of Guipuzcoa, which is abso
lutely in the heart of the Basque country. The 
suite of rooms occupied by the English Princesses 
were those originally used by Alfonso XII. and 
his Queen, Maria Christina. 

* 
'"By the merest accident," writes our Corres

po!ldellf, '·I chanced to be at the Hippodome the 
afternoon that King Alfonso visited the huge 
house, in the company of his bride-elect. "\Ve all 
have a soft corner in our hearts for the young 
monarch who has conducted his courtship so 
gloriously in his own way, but those who have 
not s·een him are fain to declare that his looks are 
not the royal bridegroom's strong point. -\.s a 
matter of fact, he is decidedly attractive in ap
pearance. Like many other Royalties, his photo
graphs do him much less than justice, and give 
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·dea at all of the charm of his expression. no 1 

Ir- 1cr Alfonso's face is seldom seen in repose, and -s.11,:, 

he has a way of being vividly and genuinely in-
terested in everything, of enjoying the smallest 
things. Beside him Princess Ena looks serenity 
itself. She smiles frequently. She is fair, placid,, 
capable, and majestic, she will make an admirable 
Queen of Spain, and change many things in that 
country. At present she appears to find her 
greatest delight in the pleasure which everything 
gives her lover, and there can be little doubt in 
the minds of those who look on, that for once in 
the world's history, a king and his queen will be 
fathoms deep in love with each other on their 
wedding day. King Alfonso's future brothers-in
law appear to have an immense regard and ad
miration for him, and it is pretty to see him with 
Princess Henry of Battenberg. He anticipates 
her every wish with such graceful courtesy as 
only Spain breeds, but he is not above cracking 
jokes with her. You would say he had set him
self out to make the somewhat sad'-faced princess 
laugh. And he succeeds. Those who are about 
her declare that King Alfonso makes Princess 
Henry laugh oftener in a week than she used to 
laugh in a year. 

* 
"Since the foundation in Osborne, West Aus

tralia, in 1901," writes a member of the Institute, 
"two others have been made; one in Hamilton, 
Yictoria; and• one in Adelaide, South Australia; 
which makes ten Lorettos beneath the Southern 
Cross. Osborne is a lovely place with extensive 
grounds, beautifully situated on the Swan River 
-only a few miles from the Indian Ocean. The 
house was formerly a hotel and the chief pleas
ure resort of West Australians. Even during 
the hottest weather, we have the benefit of a sea 
breeze in the evening." 

* 
_::\Iiss Anna Rafferty of Loretto Convent, Rath

llllnes, who won the first prize for story-telling 

in the Dublin Feis, is a native of Loughrea, in the 
County Galway, but has only learnt Irish in Dub
lin during the last few months. The judges were 
surprised that on:c so young should have such a 
racy pronunciation and such excellent delivery. 
As she told the tale of "Tadg Og" to an eager 
audience of young Dublin Gaels, one was forcibly 
reminded of the old-time shanachi·cs of her native 
West. Her performance certainly equalled, if 
not surpassed, anything previously witnessed, 
even at the Oireachtas. 

"'The Annual Physical Drill Competition which 
took place recently at Loreto Convent, Europa," 
writes ou r Correspondent, "was a decided suc
cess. The Study Hall and surroundings were 
artistically decorated with green drapery, white 
lilies and ivy; while the parterre was edged with 
flags of all nations. 

His Excellency the Governor kindly presided, 

and gave the medals to the deserving candidates. 
Among those present were Dom Guido Remigio 
Barbieri, 0. S. B., Vicar Apostolic, Monsignor 
Chincota, Captain Harington, A. D. C., Colonel, 
Mrs. and Miss Dunne, l\fr. Throgmorton, R. N., 
Lieut-Colonel and Mrs. Hill, Major and Mrs. 
Horrocks, Captain and Mrs. Crowther, Captain 
and l\Irs. Howell, Mrs. Labalmondiere, Mrs. 
Henry Imossi, Dr. and Mrs. Rodriguez Lop·cz, 
Mrs. E . Larios, Mrs. Oliva, Miss Recano, the 
Misses Rugeroni, etc. 

The Free Gymnastics were most interesting, 
and were done with a verve that one would hard
ly expect from girls . The Indian Club Drill was 
gone through with a grace and dexterity second 
to none on the Rocle The Figure Marching 
formed a pleasing contrast to the more difficult 
exercises. But the Junior Scarf Team and Junior 
Free Gymnastics fairly won all hearts. The tiny 
performers seemed determined to outdo their 
seniors and, if age were taken into account, one 
might say they didi. Wee tots of from five years 
old to eight did marvels of energy, exactness and 
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variety, and they showed all the time that they 
loved their task. 

Medals were awarded to Miss Dorothy Has
luck, Miss Pepita R odriguez, Mi s Magdalena 
L evy, and Miss Cyrene Novella. 

who have recently seen Lad~ Mary it is pleasant 
to hear that she is a fine healthy child>---in fact 

' "a lovely baby!" to quote the enthusiastic ex-
clamation of an admiring friend from Arundel. 

Captain McEwan kindly acted as umpire, a 
most difficult task, considering the high standard 

of efficiency reached by each class. Praise is due 
to Company Sergt.-Major Bizley, under whose 
skilful training the pupils have made such pro
gress. 

As is generally known, she is, next to her 
mother, the Duchess of I orfolk, the heiress to the 
Scotch Barony of Herries, now held by the fa ther 
of the Duchess. 

The re-opening of the doors of orfolk House 

for a great dinner and reception, a short time ago, 
was a notable event; for it is long since there has 
been any festivity of the kind within the historic 
and rather dingy mansion next door to London 
House, which has belonged to the Howards since 
the days of James II., and was the birthplace of 
one of that monarch's successors. The stately 
apartments looked very bright on the evening of 
May Day, with the rich decorations of walls and 
ceilings regilded and furbished, roses and prim

roses everywhere, and the young hostess, looking 
very charming in her white and yellow gown, 
necklace of great pearls and turquoises, and dia
monds crowning her dark hair, assisted in doing 
the honors by her ever-genial and smiling hus
band. 

A.t the conclusion, Ilis Excellency, in a short 
speech, gave expression to his appreciation of the 
skill with which the exercises were gone through, 
and appeared much pleased with the energy and 
cheerfulness displayed by each pupil. 

The Drill ended, tea was served in the grounds, 
and all present seemed to enjoy the scene which, 
together with the brilliant sunshine and the many 
pretty costumes of the ladies, will not quickly be 
forgotten." 

* 
The Duke of Torfolk, we have heard, was a 

prominent figure at the Albert Hall demonstra
tions, the natural consequence of the high office 
he holds in the Primrose League, and of his posi
tion as the first Roman Catholic layman of Eng
land. In the latter capacity he has recently been 
the recipient of a Monstrance from his co-re
ligionists in England, and, the present, which is 

to be used at Arundel, is said to constitute the 
finest piece of ecclesiastical plate of the kind in 
the country, if not in Europe. On the occasion 
of this presentation, reference was naturally made 
to the Education Bill. His Grace, with a happy 
smile, remarked that personally he was not in
terested in it because his family was not yet old 

enough to be affected by the measure. The deli
cate reference of the happy father to his little 

daughter, Lady Mary Rachel Howard, reminds 
us of the fact that the h igh-born little dame cele
brated her first birthday last month. From those 

* 
The last term of the scholastic year had been 

particularly rich in the visits of illustrious per
sonages, and now during the closing days, the 
honor of being presented to Lady Laurier, wife 
of the Prime Minister of Canada, is ours. 

Charming and graceful in manner, queenly in 
bearing, and utterly devoid of affectation, her 
Ladyship impressed us as one born to share with 
her distinguished husband in the honors of the 
exalted position to which he has been called. 

Lady Laurier is evidently fond of young peo
ple-of protegees she has many, several of whom 
are already making a name for themseln s in the 
world of music. We rejoiced to note her pleas
ure in our humble efforts to welcome and en
tertain, and her enthusiastic admiration of our 
ideal home and picturesque surroundings. 
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. B New York are the publishers 
B ziuer ros., ' 

en "' 1 -"Tom Loselyi : Boy"-from 
f new vo ume 

0 
a f R J E Copus which shows the en o ev. . . ' th

e p . . f ti e author and deals with the small , satility o 1 . . 
'er d h' 1 ome life. The title itself has some-bov an I is , . 1 

- t' e about it and the story disc oses thing sugges iv ' . . I 
f t that Tom is a real hve boy, and, m t ,e 

the_ ac d boy although full of pranks and mam, a goo , 

mischief. d 
Incidentally, and sometimes by a mere wor 

d ften "between the lines," Father Copus 
an ° h' th rs 
1 1' ui·ves many a salutary mt to mo e c ever) ,, . 

and fathers on the important duty of managmg 
children. The writer knows boys and boy nature, 
and small boys and small-boy nature, t_oo, as few 

'"ho have delved into this class of difficult but 

u.eful literature. . 
The story will be found full of vim and hfe, 
d of such incidents as keep the reader bub-

an I . . 
blinrr over with suppressed merriment. t is given 

to f:w to mould character while amusing,_ to e:e
Yate a boy's id·eals while at the same tm~e m
tenselv interesting him. Such is the skill of 

Fathe~ Copus, and each time that he publ~shes a 
new book, it has come to be regarded as a literary 

ennt in Catholic circles. 

* 
From the same firm comes "Not a Judgment," 

a home storv-a tale that is true to the life of 
thou ands of girls in every American city-girls 
whose ambitions, efforts, and successes are ex
emplified in th~ career of Mollie Farrell, the 
heroine of "Not a Judgment." 

The opening chapters show the child in the 
depths of her abasement and grief for the fate of 
her happy-go-lucky, easily-led• brother Dan, who 
i pursued by the law. The force of character 
that enables the uirl to rise above the influence of b 

her e1wironments is indicated by her attempt to 
-hielcl the offender, to ward off the attentions of 
officious, if kindly, neighbors, and to comfort her 
111other. From the agony of this one night comes 
the dawning of a purpose in the child-woman to 

be something, to retrieve the family fortunes, and 
to bring her brother with her to a high plane of 

living. How she does it is told in a way. that 
makes every step of her progress stand out hke a 
bit from real life. The writer's sympathies are so 
strong and true, so instinct with tenderness, and 
her word-pictures are so graphic, that every scene 

rises sharply before the reader, keepi~g hea,rt 
and mind engrossed in the fortunes of this daugn

ter of the tenements. 

* 
"The Mystery of Hornby Hall," by Anna T. 

Sadlier, published by Benziger Bros., rings ~ru~ 
-and what hiuher praise could any book receive. 
It rings true, ;hat is, to the finely sensitized ears 

of boys and girls whose appreciation of true 
beauty and chivalry and innocent pleasure has 
not been dulled or perverted by contact with the 
crude things of the world. The young people 
that Miss Sadlier draws with so much under
standing are of the kind that should appeal 

strongly to Catholic youth-they ar_e boys who 
are neither priggish nor rude, and girls who are 

neither conceited nor unfeminine. 

The story itself is sure to stir the blood of 
every real boy and to delight with its finer_ touches 
the heart of every true girl. The way Miss Sad
lier has managed, the lights and shades, the con

trasts of characters and situations, always su -

tainino- the interest at white heat, is remarkable. 
0 1 . 

First we are introduced to the c 1armmg sunny 

atmosphere of Mayfair, the shady g1:ee~ field_ that 
serves as a meeting-place for MarJone 1\Iorton 
and her young friends. Then we experience_ the 
ghostly, dreariness of Hornby Hall, where, 111 a 
o-loom of mystery, lives Mary Pemberton, a 
i:, • 1 11 th J. oys of rrirlhood sweet young g irl to w 10m a e o . 
have been denied by her grandfather, an embit
tered old man, and the ogreish, malevolent :'.\Irs. 

M ·1 s The last-mentioned character stands out 
1 e . . f 

of the pages in all the repelling intensity o a 

Dickens' enemy of childhood. How Mary Pem
berton is rescued from the blighting influence of 
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Hornby Hall and its long-standing mystery 

solved, makes a tale exciting in its adventure, 
delicate in its sentiment, and altogether delight

ful. 

* 
"Portraits. Stories for Old and Young." By 

David Bearne, S. J. 
\Ve have also received from Benziger Bros., 

"Round The \i\Torld," a series of interesting arti

cles on a great variety of subjects of much edu

cational value-Climbing the Alps, The Great 

\i\Tall of China, Nature Study and Photography, 

The Making of a Great K ewspaper, Rookwood 
Pottery, The Magic Kettle, Ostriches, Some 

\Vonderful Birds, Skis and Ski Racing, The 

Marvel of the Iew World, The Yello,ntone Tri
umphal Arches, V enders in Different Lands, 

Street cenes from Many Lands, Reminiscences 

of a Creole Grandmother, , merican Cut Glass. 

* 
''Portraits, Stories for Old and Young." By 

David· Bearne, S. J. Published by Benziger 

Bros., Kew York, Cincinnati, Chicago. 

This is the latest proof of Father Bearne· 

amazing fertility and versatility. It differs from 

all the eight or nine volume which have preced

ed it. Instead of dozens of short stories, it con-
i t of three of considerable length-"The Scorn 

of Consequences," "The Light that Led," and 
"A Precious l\Iemory." There is not so much of 
incident and plot in these a even in his short 

stories. They are rather studies of character in 

certain very vividly-described surroundings. The 
tyle ha even more than Father Bearne's usual 

grace and charm; we suspect that "Portraits" 
ranks high in the appreciation of the author him

self; and an author is often the best and severest 
critic of his own writing . The illustrations are 

charming. Those of " A Precious Memory" seem 
to place the hero before us such as he was in 

the years 1880, 1882, 1891, and 1902. 

'·Lessons of the Kina-,'' by a Religious of the 

Society of the Holy Child. Published by Ben

ziger Bro ., ?\ ew York, incinnati, Chicago. 

Simple in diction, delightful in the personal 

note as of the eldest si ter instructing her little 

brothers, and overflowing with ed-ifying thoughts 

and ideals for childhood is "Lessons of the 
King," a companion volume to the recently-pub

li bed "l\Iary the Queen," by the same author. 

This latest addition to the number of books 
written specially for the young, i a sketch of the 

principal event in the public life of our Lord, 

and a imple exposition of His lofty teaching . 

Although the tone of the volume is modulated to 

the sweet sincerity children love so well, the au

thor has not found it necessary to write down to 
her readers in order to inculcate the lessons. This 

because the ignificance of the teachings of the 

King is readil)" a-rasped by the pure child mind. 

The most important of Chri t's miracles on 

earth are described, and lessons drawn from them 

of every-day application. The parable form in 

which so many of the eternal truths of Chri tian

ity are embodied is peculiarly attractive to chil

dren; especially when they are given a key to the 

meaning of certain symbol . 

Culture is simply the perfect development 01 
the life within. Culture is hopefulness of touch 
of mind and heart, lightness of touch, deepness 
of insight, fre !mess of feeling. It has been 
said that were it not for the children the world 
would soon grow old. The cultured man is a 
child in his magical power of seeing things joy
ously, surprisingly. He retains the delight of 
the first impression, be it the beauty of a poem, 
or the glory of an art creation, or the loveliness 
of a landscape. To be able to see a fami liar 
object the hundredth time with that same ap
proach of surpri e and charm and enthusiasm 
witi1 which vou saw it the first time; to see with 
fresh eyes ;nd feel with a fresh heart is one of 
the happy and helpful things some carry with 
them from childhood over into middle life, and 
a rare and fortunate fe,,· eYen down to old age. 
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flDarta JEbgewortb anb 1ber :JSiograpbert 
1bon. JEmfl11 '.lLawless. 

~ EFORE perusing many pages of the "Life 
JJ;J of l\Iaria Edgeworth," the reader will un-

doubte lly exclaim, how fortunate was 
l\Ii Edgeworth in having such a charming biog
rapher a the Hon. Emily La,,·less ! \Vith what 
interest she clothes the little incidents of l\Iaria's 
childhood, which would probably be lost to a less 
cornr etent writer! 

:\!aria Edo-eworth belongs to a literary ao-e long 
ince pas ed away, still there is much in her 

novel tha can o-ive pleasure and delight even to 
this generation, if only they will discriminate a 
little and overlook the didactic for the brilliant 
character drawing which is everywhere in evi
dence. It was her mi fortune that her genius 
,rn neutralized, to a greater or less degree, by the 
influence of her father, apparently a ponderous 
and most tiresome per on, endowed with a won
derful fund of self-conceit, and a great faculty for 
stating the obvious and the undeniable in the most 
rotund John onese. His daughter thought it 
wa all right; he honored her father above every
body el e, and had not the lightest conscious
ne s, apparently, that his influence over her liter
ary expression was of the sort that tended to rob 
it of anything avoring of vitality or originality. 
\Yhatever she wrote that wa free from her 
fa ther's interference. ,Yas wholly her elf, was sim
ply delightful, and is so to this day. Her first and 
greatest novel, Castle Rackrent, through some 
good fortune escaped his meddling, with the re
sult that it remains a picture of a vanished condi
tion of Irish society. bubbling with humor and 
sparkling character drawing that is simply in
imitable. It is very certain that had Miss Edge
worth's father left. her to herself, and permitted 
her to write without suo-gestion from him, her 
position in literature would be much higher. 

:.Tiss Lawless gives a very striking picture of 
thi father of one of the mo t promising of Iri h 
authors, the admirers of whose admirable gifts 
bear a somewhat heated grudge against the mem
ory of the too consciously edifying Richard Lov
ell Edgeworth-a decidedly remarkable person
age in his way-a good, worthy man, who invari
a))ly laid an enormous emphasis upon the neces
s'.ty. at all times and places, of a due subordina
tion of the feminine to the masculine judgment. 

A product of disciplinary age, Mr. Edgeworth's 
god was Utilit)"· The only purpose of writing a 
story, so far as he could discern, was to convey 
some moral lesson, or impart some useful instruc
tion. In this atmosphere his daughter's genius 
lived and breathed. It was to this atmosphere 
and to the influences that flourished therein, that 
the world owes those volumes of select tales about 
good and bad children, that are so closely as~o
ciatecL with Miss Edgeworth's name, and which 
have become typical of the "moral tales" o much 
in vogue in the pre-Victorian era, and which were 
still imitated in the early and mid.die years of that 
reign. 

In the compilation of her monoo-raph, Miss 
Lawless was fortunate in securing access to a 
large collection of letters, written by Maria Edge
worth, and now in the possession of the present 
representatives of the Edgeworth family; and in 
perusing, also, a privately-printed biography of 
the novelist. The letters she found to be excep
tionally characteristic, and a proof that when the 
writer was free from the trammelling supervision 
of her father and was allowed the full and free 
expression of herself, which naturally appeared 
in familiar letters to her friends, she showed 
abundant indication of the genius for character 
drawing and vivid, humorous description with 
which she was gifted. One cannot help regret
ting that the Squire of Edgeworthstown could 
not have found a wife who would have sup
pressed him in the interests of hi eldest daugh
ter's talent-but no !-wives, children, isters-in
law tenants-all reverenced this autocrat of the 
lite;ary table, revolving gently, as by a law of 
nature, around the pedestal upon which he stood 
alone, in a graceful or cornmandting attitude. 

Miss Edgeworth's letters, written without any 
idea of publication, are models of descriptive 
epistolary style. 1t is to be hoped that the present 
holders may yet give the valuable collection to the 
world. The following were written to members 
of the Ruxton family, Miss Edgeworth's cousins. 

"My DEAR SOPHY: 

Mr. Seymour, Mrs. Danbury's father, is corn
ing to live very near us in Prince's Place; I saw 
him for a moment at Miss Place's. Before I have 
done with Miss Place, I must tell you an anecdote 
she told us. A very cross, ignorant old lady 
lodges with a very literary lady. And, one day the 
literary lady had been conversing with some of 
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her companions about Tasso, and: forgot the old 
lady was in the room; the old lady fidgeted, 
hemmed·, stirred the fire, sat down, got up, and 
giving as much expression as she could to her 
hips as she crossed the room, fairly flounced out. 
Presently a visitor after her own heart knocked at 
the door; she reappeared. 'Oh dear, ma'am !' 
cried she, 'I am so glad you've come, for here's 
Mrs. Q. and Mrs. Z. have been talking till I am 
quite sick of Tarso, and all those leather-backed 

· gentlemen !'" 

";1fy DEAREST AuKT RuxTON: 

Do you remember an old shoemaker ·who used 
to wear a broad black collar round his neck, and 
,Yho always looked as if he was going to be 
hanged? This man, known by the name of 'Old 
::-Ioor,' has a son called by the name of 'Young 
:\Ioor.' He is not, however, the captain of a band 
of robbers, nor yet a hero; but he has made him
self a sergeant, and in this character, with all his 
red, blue, green, and yellow unblushing military 
honors, he made his appearance in a conspicuous 
seat at church on Sunday, to the admiration and 
amazement of a respectable and devout congrega
tion. This morning my father came down to 
breakfast early, with the intention of being at 
Longford to attend a secret committee, and was 
drinking his chocolate, and talking to Lovell 
about the composition of certain white lights, 
when Samuel came in with, 'Sir, here are some 
soldiers, a whole parcel on 'em, sir, who have had 
a brawl, if you'd please to see 'em, sir. I believe 
they have enlisted my lord's painter.' 

'i\1y lord's painter!' said my fathc!r; 'what is 
his name?' 

':\Iy lord's painter, sir, he as painted my Lord 
Granard's house, he is at the door.' 

Upon inquiry my father found1 that 'my lord 's 
painter' was a poor old grey-headed man, who 
had been made drunk by one Mott Farrell, who 
had first forced, a guinea into his pocket, and then 
robbed him of it, and then insisted upon his being 
duly enlisted in His Majesty's service. The 
soldier who presented the poor painter, with his 
bundle of brushes still tied up in a handkerchief, 
\Ya little :\Iackin, who, not many weeks ago, was 
a car-driver in hi honor's service. But he d,rew 
on and off his gloves with so fine an air; called 
my father 'my clear,' and talked so confidently of 

his knowing 'too much of military service,' etc., 
that none could dare to see the car-driver through 
the regimentals. In spite, however, of little 
Mackin the quondam car-driver's knowledge of 
military affairs, my father could not be persuaded 
that the painter was duly enlisted, and he di -
chargecL him. 

A few minutes after, when we thought that the 
painter and his brushes were at liberty, Samuel 
re-entered with poached eyes. 'Sir, they have 
seized my lord's painter again, and are forcing 
him into a house in the town!' My father waxed 
wrath at this piece of tyranny, and went to en
force justice. Now the person who had seized 
the painter after his discharge, \Yas Sergeant 
Harry }.foor. He made his appearance with a 
constable,-half yellow wig, half black hair.
Charlie Monaghan, no less, the husbancfi of the 
celebrated washerwoman. They stood opposite 
the library window; my father, at the door of the 
new hall, was reading to the painter his examina
tions, the ladies were crowding round the bow
window, when lo! they saw young Moor draw 
and 'brandish high th' Hibernian sword!' Charlie 
Monaghan, with a stick in his hand, beat. or 
seemed to beat, at his coat, but Charlie Monaghan 
was not a hero, and Young r.Ioor escaped from 
the arm of the law, and ran off to fight another 
day. All this passed like a flash of lightning: 
there was no thunder! My father did not see 
the flash of the sword, and when he looked up, it 
was over. 

A warrant was immediately made out to con
duct the hero to gaol for a contempt of His :\J a
jesty's justices. The constable, and John Lan
gan, and J\Ir. Lovell Edgeworth went to seize 
Harry at his castle, whither he had taken refuge. 
1y father got into his chaise, and meant to do 

himself the honor of receiving Sergeant Moor as 
he went through the town. In the middle of the 
street stood the undaunted hero. My father, con
fident that his emissaries were at the back prem
ises, thought he had the gentleman safe; but the 
moment he heard my father give orders to a 
soldier to seize him, he darted into his house. By 
some mistake Monaghan was not ready at the 
back door, and Moor escaped. My father, know
ing that a sergeant was a man of too much con
sequence to be entirely lost, determined to send 
kind inquiries after him to his commanding offi
cers, and so pursued his way to Longford, \Yith 
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Tnrnor on Crimes and Punishments in the chaise 
with him." 

vVhen Maria was fifteen, Mr. Edgeworth re
turned to his ancestral home at Edgeworthstown, 
where the future Iri h romancer obtained her in
tiniate knowledge of Irish peasant life. How any 
one reared under the influences that surrounded 
::\Iiss Edgeworth could have written o under
standingly of the Irish peasant as she did is a 
puzzle to Miss La,de s and to every one having 
a knowledge of the subject. "All pea ants,'' says 
::\Ii s Lawless, "are difficult and elu ive creatures 
to portray, but perhaps an Iri h peasant is the 
mo t elu ive and the mo t difficult upon the face 
of the earth. Any one who has ever tried to fling 
a net over him knows perfectly well in his own 
ecret soul that the attempt ha been a failure-at 

be t that entire realms and regions of the ubject 
han e caped ob ervation .• \ " ·hole world of for
gotten beliefs, extinct traditions, lo t way of 
thought, ob olete ob ervances, must be felt, 
known, understood and realized, before we can 
even begin to perceive existence as we are ex
pected to see it by such a one a 'Thady.'" 

Various biographers have given different opin
ions as to whether it was a loss to ::\Ii s Edge
" ·orth to have spent, away from Ireland. prac
tically all her childhood; some contending that it 
was well she hould only come to the country 
when she wa fifteen, as then she wa mature 
enough to be interested in all the peculiarities of 
the Irish, as contra ted with the Engli h charac
ter; whereas others maintain that a she was to be 
a writer of Irish tales, it is regrettable that her 
early years were not pas ed in the land she was 
destined to de cribe. The latter opinion i that 
of ::\Iiss Lawless-and of the writer of thi 
sketch. 

It wa during the di turbed, day preceding 
"ninety-eight" that l\Iis Edgeworth gathered the 
n'.aterial for "that wonderful little page of social 
history torn direct from life," that appeared 
a~1onymously as Castle Rac!?rcnt, and whose prin
cipal creation, "Honest Thady," tells the storv, 
calling himself a steward, although in reality he i 
a peasant, with all the idea and instincts of one, 
an eighteenth-century peasant. one who ha al
ways lived and whose forebear have alwavs r . -
I\ ed under the same lords and to whom 

their little peculiarities have ~ome to be, as it 
were 1 , a aw of nature, no more to be disputed 

than the overfrequency of rainy days or the in
clemencies of winter. 

In a letter, never before publi bed, and which 
Miss Lawless quote , Miss Edgeworth says that 
"Thady" wa the only character in Castle Rack
rent drawn from life. He was an old teward, 
whose dialect amused her when she first came to 
Ireland. She caught the trick of it and became 
uch an adept in its u e that she could think and 

speak it without difficulty,-"so that when I be
gan to write a family history as 'Thady' would 
tell it, he seemed to stancl beside me and dictate, 
and I wrote as fa t as my pen could go." 

But oh, why did not some beneficent Irish fairy 
carry off the impossible, 1Ir. Richard Lovell 
Edgeworth? Fairie . e pecially the Iri h "Little 
People," are supposed to be of ome use in the 
world. 

Castle Rackrc11t tands upon an entirely differ
ent footing from any of ::\Iiss Edgeworth's other 
writings. In it alone we find her regarding life, 
not from any utilitarian, ethical. or dogmatic 
standpoint, but simply and solely objectively. as 
it strike , and as it oug·ht to strike, an artist. . o 
far from any cut-and-dry code of morals being 
enforced in it, moral of eyery sort arc even start
lingly absent. It ha been sometimes a ertecl 
that l\Iis Edgeworth ,rn the parent and fir t in
ventor of that engine of instruction, "The X ovel 
with a Purpo e," but if Castle Rackre11t i a novel 
with a purpose, one would be glad to know what 
that purpose precisely is. 

One cannot help wondering how it was that 
Mr. Edgeworth allowed a book to be published 
by his daughter which lacked so deplorably all his 
beloved theorie and philosophy, but if Castle 
Rackrent escaped, all his emendation fell upon 
"Belinda," a portrait of "fashionable life," a new 
departure in the author's literary activity. The 
heroine of thi tale has been everely criticized, 
but not more so by any than by her own creator. 
\,Vhen revising the book for publication. years 
after, she saYS, "I wa so provoked with the cold 
tameness 0£° that stick or stone, Delinda, that I 
could have torn the pages in piece ! A the 
hackney coachman said, 'J1 end 31ou! Better 
make a new one!'" Had ::\1aria been allowed to 
write the book a she intended, it would have been 
a sprightly picture of life as seen in a gay Lon
don drawing-room. portraying the wit and gallan
try of men, and the grace and coquetry of women. 
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But Richard Lovell Edgeworth would not this 
time permit of entiments o heterodox, and 
what wa to have been a lively comedy became 
clogged with ''dull moralizing and ponderous, 
soul-wearying propriety." 

i\Iiss Lawles give an interestino- account of 
I\Iis Edgeworth' friendship with ir \Valter 
cott-"fraught with advantage for both writers 

and unflecked by even a pa sino- cloud." Their 
per onal acquaintance did not begin until 1823, 
when Ii Edgeworth set out for Scotland, the 
bourne of her pilgrimage being Abbotsford and 
its owner. '·It was characteristic of both authors 
-highly creditable, I add, to the Irish one-that 
nothing, not that most primitive of feminine 
nece sities, the necessity of appearino- respectably 
clad before a distinguished circle of strangers, 
wa able to delay the meeting even for a few 
hours. She had barely reached Eclrinburgh when 
she was the recipient of a note from Sir \ Valter, 
inviting her to dine on the following Sunday, 
upon which occasion, or upon the next clay, 'one 
or two of the Northern lights' had been especial
ly invited to meet her. The Laird of Staffa, and 
certain of hi clansmen, ,,·ere coming to sing 
Hio-hland boat- ongs that evening, 'and if you 
will come, as the Irish should to the Scotch, with
out any ceremony, you ,,·ill hear \\'hat is perhaps 
more curiou than mellifluous.'" 

' 'Ten o'clock struck," ,nites :i.\liss Edgeworth, 
"as I read this note. \Ve were tired; we were not 
fit to be seen, but I sent for a hackney coach, and 
just a we were, without clre sing, we went. As 
the coach stopped, we saw the hall lighted, and 
the moment the door opened, heard the joyou 
sounds of loud singing. Three servants-'The 

Iiss Edo-eworths !' sounded from hall to landing
place; and as I pau eel for a moment in the ante
room, I heard the fir t ound of Sir \ Valter 
Scott's voice-'The i\fiss Edgeworths ?-co111e !'" 

In this manner the eventful meeting took place, 
and the friendship between these two-great man 
and little lady•- eems to have g rown to its full 
height literally at their fir t hand-clasp. 

"As I sat beside him," wrote Mi s Edgeworth, 
"I could not believe that he was a stranger, and I 
quite forgot that he was a great man." 

For the benefit of those to whom Miss Edge
worth exists only as the painstaking but prosaic 
instructress of youth, it may be well to emphasize 
the fact that Scott's admiration for her was no 

temporary bit of amiability, born of gooclf.nature, 
but the genuine conviction of hi whole literary 
life. The continual allusions to her writino
which occur in his private letters, no less than the 
unstinted praise lavished upon them in print, all 
show upon how high a pedestal he placed her a 
an author. 

Escorted by the Romancer in person, Miss 
Edgeworth visited Roslin Castle, seven miles 
from Ed'inburgh. "How Walter Scott can find 
time to write all he writes," she said, "I cannot 
conceive. He appears to have nothing to think of 
but to be amusing.'' 

A trip to the Highlands followed, and then an 
enchanted fortnio-ht at Abbotsford. Even Lock
hart grows quite lyrical when he describes these 
halcyon days. "Never can I forget her look and 
accent when she was received by him at his arch
way, and exclaimed: 'Everything about you i 
exactly what one ought to have had• wit enough to 
dream !' Day after clay as long as she 
could remain, her host had· always some new plan 
of gaiety. One day there was fishing on the 
Cauldshields Loch, and a dinner on that heathy 
bank. Another, the whole party feasted by 
Thoma the Rhymer' " ·aterfall in the o-len; and 
the stone on which 'Maria' sat that day was ever 
afterwards called 'Eclgeworth's Stone.' " 

Exactly two years later, the return vi it fol
lowed. Captain Scott, Sir \i\Talter's eldest son, 
was settled with his well-dowered bride in Dublin. 
It was the wish to see this young couple which 
took ir Walter in the first instance to Ireland, 
but that the visit to Edgeworthstown had from 
the beginning filled a considerable place in his 
plans is clear. The following letter, de criptive 
of that visit, is by one of Miss Edgeworth's 
sisters. 

"\Ye were all in the library when a German 
barouche drove to the door, containing Sir \Val
ter, Iiss Scott, and fr. Crampton, apologizino
for the remainder of the party, who would come 
in the evening, which they did. I\Ii s Scott is a 
fine-looking, black-eyed, bright, happy-looking 
girl. Capt. Scott, very handsome and tall, and 
much less shy than I expected. He seem to have 
a great deal of humor in a quiet way of his own. 
~Ir. Lockhart, handsome and clever-looking, but 
much les tremendou than I expected. 

Ju t as the ladie left the dining-room, the 
school band wa heard at a distance, and as it ap-
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preached playing a gay tune, it excited I\Iis 
cott's and Crampton's spirits of dancing so 

much that they flew out on the grass-plot, and 
made Harriet join them in a reel. The boys at a 
di lance were playing leap-frog; ir vValter stood 
beneyo]ently looking on. A the light was by 
thi time more from the clear moon than from 
any remains of daylight, it did look very pictur
e que and gay, and it was late before we could 
come in from the dewy air. \Ve then all as em
bled in the library. Sir \i\Talter sat clown near 
Aunt i\Iary, and he and Mr. Jephson and Maria 
talked of Dr. Johnson and Boswell, of whom Sir 
\\'alter told ome good stories. 

The fir t print I ever saw of ir vValter-the 
one with hi cJoo--is like him, I think, but the 
others repre ent him as much younger than he is 
no\\', and without the sort of roughness mixed 
with poli h, which appears to me to be one of the 
great characteristic of hi appearance. He i 
n0\\' very grey, and at first looked to me uncom
monly grave, but the humor in his eyebrow soon 
howecl it elf, and, \\·hen he listens to what amuses 

him, or when he is telling one of his favorite 
anecdote , his countenance i quite delightful, and 
-except ,,·hen tanding or walking, ·when his 
lameness appear so much more than I had been 
prepared for-his attitude are all picture que 
from their peculiar ease." 

After a week at Eclgeworthstown, ir vValter, 
accompanied by Mi s Edgeworth, her sister and 
her brother \Villiam, continued his Irish travels. 
Finally the whole party returned to Dublin, where 
a farewell dinner was g iven by Capt. and Mrs. 
~ cott. The Edgeworths returned to Eclgeworths
tO\rn; ir \ Valter ailed for Holyhead, ha tening 
on from there to \Vinclermere, where h ,rn met 
by Canning and \,Vorel worth. Thence home to 
Abbot ford, where Lockhart inform us that 
",,·ithout an hour's delay he returned to his u ual 
habits of life.'' 

Thi intercourse with Scott, these travelling 
together, may certainly be called the highest 
lights, emotionally speaking, of Miss Edge
worth's life. She continued a steadfast and en
thu ia tic admirer of the author of the "Lay of 
the La t Minstrel" and the " \i\Taverly Jonis," 
oclclly enough, a anything like Romance, or even 
poetry, was not at all encouraged at Edgeworths
to\\'n by its owner, and Romance is entirely ex
cluded from any of 1iss Eclgeworth's writings. 

Referring to what Scott may have gained 
from thi friend hip, I\Ii s Lawless ays, "What 
he may have gained-what in all probability he 
clicl gain-from hi keen-eyed little Irish si ter, 
was a clo er g rip upon the homelier ide of real
ity, especially as regard the ways, doing , talk, 
look, clothes, and relations to life generally of 
the pea ant class, and of the cla ,,·h ich comes 
nearest to it. That aleb Balder ton, Edie Ochil
tree, and the rest, owed omething-though it is 
not very easy to define what-to Thady uirk, 
and that to this extent the obligation so gener
ously insi ted upon was true, no tuclent of both 
writers will, I think, be disposed to question." 

BEATRICE BECK. 

Ube moral 'OOlebbino tn Spatnt 1906. 

""K F riday, the 27th . of I\Iay, the royal trains 
~ reached Irun. King Alfonso was the first 

to arrive, accompanied by his suite. He 
found the railway station mao-nificently decorated, 
and walked up and clown, inspecting everything 
while waiting the arrival of the Princess. At a 
quarter to five, the train so anxiou ly awaited, 
teamed up amid the roar of cannon and to the 
trains of the English National Anthem. 

In a few minutes, when the exchano-e of trains 
wa effected, the journey to 1\faclrid was begun. 
} rom the Spanish frontiers the journey was a 
veritable triumphal progress. At every tation 
en route there was a display of loyalty, a rejoic
ing at the young king's happiness, that must have 
been highly gratifying to the royal pair. 

On reaching the station of "El Plantio" the 
enthusiasm was almost cleliriou . The Princess 
and her mother proceeded to the palace of "El 
Pardo" in a motor-car, King Alfon o and Prince 
Charles of Asturias riding on horseback at the 
right and left resp·ectively. The motor-car was 
filled with beautiful flowers , and, on reaching 
Pardo, all the effort of the police could not keep 
off the crowd. Some of the people, kneeling, 
seized the hand of the Princess who, alone and 
unattended, went up to the country people, shook 
hands with them, and smiled so sweetly and mod
estly that she won all hearts. 

On Saturday, King Alfonso \\'as early at "El 
Pardo," when there was another wild scene of 
enthusiasm. During the clay a telegram was 
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brought to the Princess from the mayor ot Ba
dajoz1 bes·eeching her to obtain pardon for a man 
condemned to death, who was to be executed at 
4 o'clock in the afternoon. She read this and 
handed it to the King, saying, "Let there be no 
sadm:ss at our marriage." A pardon was imme
diately telegraphed. As soon as the news reached 
Badajoz the bells were set ringing and a scene 
of wild enthusiasm ensued . 

On W·ednesday afternoon, a number of Spanish 
journalists assembled at "El Pardo" and were re
ceived by King Alfonso and Princess Victoria. 
They presented her Royal Highness with a gold 
pen, and a bouquet of flowers . 

At half past five the betrothal took place in the 
Ambassadors' Hall in the palace, where the Bish
op of Sion, standing at a small table on which 
was a crucifix, asked, in the presence of the Royal 
Family, ministers, Cardinals and the Archbishop 
of Toledo, King Alfonso and Princess Victoria 
if there were any impediments to their union, and, 
on their answering in the negative, both signed 
a document to this effect, using the gold pen pre
sented by the journalists. There were 70 royal 
signatures. 

"EL PARDO." 

The history of the castle is a glorious one. 
Henry III., desiring to have a residence where he 
could enjoy himself after his hunting expeditions, 
built it and called it "El Pardo." It is situated to 
the north of Madrid. Charles V. had this house 
demolished, and committed to the hands of the 
architect, Luis de Vega, the charge of building a 
palace which the Emperor never saw finished as, 
worn out both in body and mind, he retired to 
rest at Yuste, where he died. In 1604, a tre
mendous fire destroyed much of the wealth which 
this palace contained. Philip III. procured its 
restoration, and Charles III. had it -enlarged. 
Historians give a very detailed account ot the 
treasures which the palace contained,-magnif
icent tapestries, fine paintings, frescoes decorat
ing the ceilings and walls, many of which were 
lost when the palace underwent repairs, and by 
the fire which took place in 16o4. Neverthel~ss 
the greater part of them still exist, and our beau
tiful Queen must have admired them during her 
stay in "El Pardo." 
· Independent of this Royal Residence there are 

many other buildings which, like the Zarzuela, 
erected by the Infante Don Ferdinand, Governor 

of F landers, are full of historical records . The 
late changes made in this Palace by command of 
Don Alfonso XIII . have contributed much to its 
embellishment. The days spent in "El Pardo" 
were days of brightness and happiness, a contrast 
to the fearful catastrophy which occurred on the 
wedding-day. 

On the morning of the 31st., the princess and 
her mother drove in from "El Pardo" to 1\Iadrid, 
to the Ministry of Marine, where she was to as
sume her wedding-dress, and, at rn-45, she 
reached the Church of San Jeronimo, where the 
ceremony was to take place. 

The King arrived half an hour before the 
Princess. He entered under a canopy, the 
Marche Real was played and great enthusiasm 
was felt and displayed. He wore the court uni
form of Captain General. The "Infante H ere
d·ero," the son of the late Princesa de Asturias, 
the Heir Apparent, walked a little behind His 
Majesty. The Infante, who is four years old, 
was dressed simply in white pique and wore the 
"Golden Fleece." He looked quite happy and 
interested in the beautiful scene in which he un
consciously took no small part. 

The scene in the Church was transcendently 
brilliant and beautiful. Just bdore the nuptial 
blessing, the King left his place and went to kiss 
his mother's hand. The Princess went also to 
kiss the hand of her mother. It was a touching 
scene. 

The nuptial ceremony was performed by Car
dinal Sancha. 

After the ceremony, the various Princes, Prin
cesses and illustrious personages who took part 
in it, began to file out, and the magnificent pro
cession started on its way to the Royal Palace. 
The carriage of the King and Queen came last, 
and was followed by six "coches de respeto." 
empty, each drawn by four horses. 

As the glorious pageant moved along through 
the beautifully-decorated streets, the brilliant 
sunshine adding its effect, every detail being 
carried out to perfection, it seemed as if nothing 
was wanting, when, just as the Roy;:i.l Coach 
passed No. 88, in the Calle Mayor, a bomb. con
cealed in a bouquet of flowers, was thrown from 
an upper balcony. It fell just short of the Royal 
Coach, killed two of the horses and wounded all 
the others, killed also two of the outriders, the 
Marquesa of Tolosa and others who were in a 
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balcony under that from which the bomb was 
thrown; in all r4 persons were sent instantane
ously into eternity, and many were wounded. 

But miracle of miracles! The I ing and his 
beautiful bride escaped unhurt ! Certainly, Go<l 
mu t have given them in special charge to His 
angels. The windows of the Royal Coach were 
shattered. In a moment the brave young King 
put his head through the ,Yindow, and called out 
"X o asustar e ! calma ! calma !" but it was all 
in Yain, nothing could be heard amid the confu
sion, and the cries and groans of pain of the 
wounded. All were horror-stricken. The King, 
with extraordinary presence of mind, ordered 
one of the "caches de respeto" to pull up. He 
and the Queen got in, her bridal dress and shoes 
all tained with blood. Then the people began 
to realize what had occurred, and hout of Yivas 
for the hrave young- King and loYely Queen rent 
the air a they continued their way to the Palace. 

The a assin escaped for the moment, but was 
recognized a few day after in a little town not 
far from Madrid, and, being accosted by a po
liceman, he shot him dead. then turning the pistol 
on himself, he took his own wretched life. 

I hould have mentioned that, the day before 
the wedding, the future Queen a keel Don Al
fonso to take her to the famous E corial, that he 
would like to lay a wreath on the tombs of his 
father and Queen Mercedes. he also wi bed 
to hear Mas there and to receive Holy Com
munion. Her wi hes were, of course, acceded to. 
The Escorial has been called one of the wonders 
of the world. It consists of a Mona tery, Church 
and Royal Palace, and was built by Philip II. to 
commemorate hi victory over the French, on 
the feast of St. Lawrence, hence it hape of a 
gridiron, and in it are buried all the Kings and 
Queens of pain since his time. In it are still 
to be een the apartments from which Philip II. 
governed his vast dominion . Here he received 
with equal imperturbable erenity the glorious 
news of the victory of Lepanto, and of the disas
ter of the Invincible Armada. 

One other fact as a fit sequel, on the part of a 
Catholic King and his bride, to the ceremony of 
the 31st. On the T uesday following, the Most 
Noble and Catholic K ina- and Queen repaired to 
the Church of Our Lady of the Dove, and there 
m~de an offering to the Queen of Heaven of the 
hnclal dress of the latest earthly Queen. The 

act was quite unofficial and quite in accordance 
with the simplicity and at the same time the sub
limity of the occasion. 

M. J.B. 

flDustcal 1Recita l bl] rotas JEliJa betb 
'<topping, lPianist, anb :anal}?ttcal 

1Remarlrn b}? rotss '.atnl? a;rabam, 
flDus . :mac., :muffalo . 

~ UST a in literature, one wishe , however 
J limited hi time, to become acquainted 

with the best that has been written, so in 
music one desire to hear compos1t1ons by cer
tain composers, at first because they are cele
bratcd,-afterwards, however, for the pleasure 
received in listening to them. 

It is soon experienced by the mo t ardent pur
suer of the beautiful and interesting that not until 
the great compositions are heard and heard again 
do they yield enjoyment. After the first or sec
ond hearing, certain melodies and passages are 
distinguished; with repeated hearings still more 
things are perceived, and the pleasure in listen
ing is found to have increased with the greater 
intimacy. 

A composition heard for-say the fourth time 
-is listened to with more ease and quietness, 
consequently the mind is readier to apprehend it 
in its entirety, the beauty is felt also of contrast
ing parts,-parts which at first seemed to be 
thrown idly together, are afterwards heard as a 
balanced whole. 

The length of time which ordinarily elapses, 
even with lovers of music, before they know a 
composition thus well might be considerably 
shortened if the principal melodies, them<!s or 
musical ideas, were first heard separately. After 
the principal theme, come those of secondary im
portance, contrasting passages, and finally the 
different musical treatments of the same themes, 
as to variations, &c., &c. Form in composition, 
sonata, fugue, song, variations, &c., &c.,-the 
difference between sonnet, epic, essay, novel, in 
literature-follows, and from an agreeable, sen
suous pleasure, listening to music becomes an in
telligent comprehension of the composition, a dif
ference as great as hearing a play in a language 
one only half understands, and one which is 
wholly understood. 

This is the aim of a series of analytical recitals, 
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the first of which was given on the third of 
March, by Miss Elizabeth Toppino- of Toronto 

. . b ' 
p1a111st, and Miss Amy Graham, Mus. Bae., Buf-
falo. The programme included Bach's Chroma
tic Fantasy and Fugue, in which the wonder of 
the Fantasy from its first sweeping introductory 
bars, to the unspeakable beauty of the recitative, 
was shown. This music speaks; it is the intense 
err:iotion,. the reality of the feelings. This grief, 
this pass10nate tend·erness, this wild despair, this 
sublime striving,-this is not the combination of 
beautiful sounds-these are the throbbings of a 
human heart. This is the height and depth of a 
man whom we love to name with Dante as a o-reat b 

examp1'e of a certain mys•tical, ardent, pure and 
passionate pursuit of that Beauty which is truth 
and truth which beauty is. ' 

Anoth~r composition taken was the lovely F 
sharp M111or Novellette of Schumann. This is in 
different. tempi, and contrasting parts-a vigor
ous openmg, followed by trio No. I-another trio 
begins the entire movement built up on the 
rhyt~m _of the first part of the opening phrase. 
Contimung we hear the o-radual chano-e of the 

• . b b 

vivacity of the rhythm from being everything, to 
the soft ac~ompaniment of a most charming 
melody, which Schumann describes as a voice 
from the. di_stance. The entire half page is very 
charactenstic of that dreamy, half mystical side 
of Schumann, when, even in the midst of a move
ment confess·edly "bright and gay," he heard a 
voice in the distance, singing too, quite another 
melody than the gay, heedless one to which be 
had been listening. 

Other compositions played and analyz·cd were 
Weber's Rondo Brilliant, op. 24, Liszt's Campan
ella, . t;"o _S~Imbert-Liszt transcriptions, and 
Chopm s Bnlhant Variations in B flat, op. 12. 

PROGRAMME. 

Chromatic Fantasy and Fugue ......... . . Bach 
Novel Jette in F minor . ............. Schumann 
Perpetual Motion, Rondo .. . ........... T-¥ eber 
La Campanella ............... . Paganini-Lisgt 

(a) Gretchen at the Spinning-wheel. 
(b) Hark! Hark! the Lark . . Sclmbert-Liszt 

Meditation ...... . ......... ... Tschaikowsky 
Persian Song . . .............. . . .. Bimneister 

VERITAS. 

jfrom tbe '.lLife of Scbool into tbe Scbool 
of '.lLife. 

"All is finished and at length 
Has come the glorious clay"-

~ UCJ: is the tenor of our song-our clay of 
~ tnur.nph is at hand, and soon we are to re-

ceive a laurel crown in token of our vic
tories in the battles of scholastic life. vVe have 
struggled courageously with the mathematical 
and ethica1 problems encountered on our line of 
i~1arch, subj~gatecb rebellious French conjuga
tions and slam the army of "little men" who op
posed our progress ; and now our Alma Mater is 
abou~ to enroll us in her Legion of Honor, be
stowm~ upon _us her long-coveted medal. Surely 
you thmk this realization of a long-cherished 
cl:ream must evoke the most exultant emotions. 
Such was what we anticipated, but "distance lends 
enchantment" to graduation. It is not an occasion 
for jubilee unmixed with pain. 

As the time draws near to say "Vale" to the 
companions_ and scenes of some of our happiest 
days, a feelmg of sadness steals into our hearts· 
an?' as we are about to turn the page whereon ar; 
~ntten the records of our school life, a retrospec
tive glance reveals how sweet those records have 
been, and makes us loth to •exchano-e them for a 
future vei)ed in uncertainty. Wh~t joys, what 
sorrows will be chronicled on the new parre of our 
changed existence, is a mystery. 

0 

As w_e watch the progress of spring, each re
awake111ng beauty of nature reminds us that the 
longed~fo1· yet "dreaded dawn" is steadily ap
proachmg. Mnemosyne lures us into her en
ch_anting realms, where we fall into pensive rev
ene. Under the potent spell of the fair goddess, 
we are no longer graduates, but very small repre
sentatives of humanity revelling in kindero-arten 
pleasures-singing the pretty melodies of 

0

child
hood, feeding the birds with carefully-saved 
crumbs, fas~ioning wonderful things from card
board, deckmg ourselves with marvellous chains 
of gaily-colored paper rings, or returning home 
with eagerness to exhibit specimens of our handi
craft to an admiring family circle, and bestowing, 
as special marks of affection, one of our artistic 
( ?) creations on an appreciative father or mother. 
How we thrill with pleasure at the praise and 
gratitude dicited by our gift! Never in later clays 
have our achievements been able to give us such 
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keen delight or fill us with such pleasant self
satisfaction . Ofttimes, cliscourag,ecl• by unsuc
cessful efforts to realize our ideals, our mind's re
vert to those early days, and we are almost tempt
ed to wish for a return of the blissful simplicity 
that made us so contented with our own accom
plishments, we would fain prolong our imagina
tive vis-it into our first schoolrooms and-beg in the 
words of the poet, "Visions of childhood•! Stay, 
0 stay!" But we receive his answer: 

"It cannot be! they pass away, 
Other themes demand thy lay, 
Thou art no more a child." 

Mnemosyne transports us to our years of con
vent life, and what a change our retrospect pre
sents! What a transition from the thoughts and 
occupations of early childhood to those of high
school life! Not until we began the deeper studies 
of our academic career clicL we truly appreciate in
tellectual pleasures. 

A whole new world has been displayed to our 
admiring gaze-a world of knowledge, of which 
we have been invited' to take possession. Surely, 
whatever glorious fate the future may have con
cealed for us, no days can be happier than those 
spent so profitably and pleasantly under Loretto's 
sweet protection ! 

As we are about to leave it we realize more 
fully all that our convent home has clone for us, 
and we review with gratitude the benefit of the 
lessons learned here. The ennobling influence of 
the teachers whose constant aim has been to 
mould the character into that of the valiant wom
an, will remain with us, ever inspiring us to be 
true to their training and example. 

But our convent days have not been all study 
unrelieved by play. How fondly we live again in 
spirit those "red letter days" spent by the beauti
ful foaming rapids, when even the Americans 
were forced into enthusiastic admiration of the 
majestic Canadian hills. The days of our pic
nics, when we gathered woodland treasures for 
coronations, which sometimes had· unsuspected 
significance. The days of our formal dinner par
ties, "Teas" and "At-Hornes," and those of our 
very unceremonious marshrnal1low roasts and 
masquerades; of our club meetings and banquets, 
which were such profound mysteries to the un
initiated,; of charming entertainments in the 
Studio, which became a veritable fairyland; the 

festal days when we rejoiced with dearly-loved 
teachers and had ever-memorable celebrations in 
their honor-all will remain with us far into life's 
evening, to heighten and cheer our minds in sor
row. 

Confident that the memories of school days will 
never desert us, we are eager to surmise what 
the future has in store. Will aH our Utopian 
plans reach maturity? Will fortune fulfill her 
bright promises and lead us along flowery ways, 
or will we reject her allurements to find: our hap
piness in humble usefulness? We can only specu
late. Certain it is that we must now part from 
the friends, companions and teachers whose so
ciety has become very dear to us. We must travel 
diverging ways that leadL-whither? Time alone 
will tell. Should some kind destiny lead us back 
in years to come to those haunts so rich in asso
ciations, we will experience something like the 
sad fate of "poor Rip Van Winkle"-we will be 
as strangers in the spot once our home. Our 
places will be filled and others will occupy these 
"halls in whose seclusion and repose, phantoms of 
fame, like exhalations, rose and vanished." We 
can well apply the poet's words to our Alma 
Mater-

"Y ou do not answer us ! You do not hear! 
We are forgotten; and in your austere 
And calm indifference, you little care 
Whether we come or go, or whence or where, 
What passing generations fill these halls, 
What passing voices echo through these walls, 
You heed not; we are only as the blast 
A moment heard, and then forever past." 

But memories and anticipations are alike pow
erless to retard the progress of time. "The old 
order changeth, yielding place to new." We must 
go forth from "the life of school into the school 
of life." 

It is a great transition, and, conflicting emotions 
of eagerness and reluctance rule our mind'S and 
hearts. Yet we have our youthful confidence in 
the future, and a more sure trust in the Mother of 
Loretto, under whose protection we place our 
companions and ourselves in the beautiful words 
of the convent hymn: 

"Oh, when we leave this place of rest, 
Watch o'er us still, 0 Mother Blest, 
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Though pain and sorrow touch each heart, 
0 lead u still from sin apart 
Unto thy Son whose works we see 
Here \\'here thy children sing to thee; 

Ave Maria Loreto, 
0 ::\Iother mild where'er ,Ye roam 
Call all Lorette's children home." 

K.\TJILEEN i\I. i\IARSUALL. 

flDoobs. 

9:1 S \Ye gradually proceed in our search for 
~ knowledge, the lessons of earlier years 

come back to u in a clearer light; we 
trace in them a preparation for the lessons which 
haYe followed, and a stronger resemblance to the 
more intricate problems of human life. While 
diligently memorizing the moods of grammar we 
little expected to meet them again in the more in
teresting and varied forms of the human char
acter. 

"Character is fate: 
::\len's dispositions do their dooms dictate." 

" ' hat, after all, are dispositions but Moods, the 
number and variety creating the different per
sonalitie!. We find individuals to personate 
every mood in °rammar. 

The indicative mood may be traced in almost 
every person, since it merely reveals the action 
or intention of the person, and yet, some illus
trate this more forcibly than others. A glance at 
some people is sufficient to discern the action 
which will follow, so full is it of decision, 
strength and purpose. Others are more impene
trable, and the exterior may tell us little, or only 
of weakness and indecision. 

To one enjoys the meaning of the word de
pendent, save in its proper sphere, which is clear
ly not associated with character, and yet how nu
merous are such illustrations and how despi
cable! This wavering spirit is not always discern
ible, and, at first, imagining we have found trust
worthy friends, we extend our hand in loving 
sympathy. They seem so confidential, so willing 
to listen to our plans, smilingly agreeing in 
everything. This cannot last, and before we 
have left their delightful presence many minutes, 
they are expressing just the opposite sentiments 

lo another clear friend. So our Will-o'-the-Wisp, 
as we say, has flown; but should we regret its 
flight? Jo; since it has fulfilled its object, we 
must be satisfied and not expect what it cannot 
give. It may do good, since like the butterfly it 
flits from flower to flower, giving little and re
ceiving little in return. It brings some pleasure, 
we must admit, as all bright and agreeable things 
do, and contributes to the charm of the hour, but 
further it does not seek. We pity such character 
for, after all, it may not be their fault, and our 
good will and sympathy they may have, but our 
friendship we withhold. 

Trust goes hand in hand with love and friend
ship and this they have not earned. To-day, they 
are our friends, but when the morrow brings 
with it adversity and gloom, our butterfly seeks 
a brighter sky. If grieved and disappointed, the 
fault is ours since we have given more than was 
deserved, and perhaps desired. 

The subjunctive mood with its little word "if" 
plays an important part in this world. Its vo
taries are never sure, they consent in a kind of 
way as a matter of course, but never entirely com
mit themselves. They are too much influenced 
by the world's opinion and the views of mankind 
to commit such a crime as offend either. 

They cannot say directly yes or no, but not to 
seem disagreeable they half promise. How much 
can we depend on such an answer when a mere 
trifle is sufficient cause for breaking their prom
ise, and a word will bring them to another way 
of thinking. What an unstable world we would 
have if all mankind were of this description! 
What would become of our great enterprises, our 
laws, with no one to ·enforce them, and even our 
literature? As minds so vacillating as these 
could never produce the works of a Milton or a 
Shakespeare; but we need not mourn, for, with 
little trouble, we still find many grand and noble 
characters relying on something stronger than 
the outcome of probabilities. 

From these we turn to the potential and imper
ative moods, possessing just the opposite char
acteristics. Strength and power, whether physi
cal or mental, always win admiration. Physical 
strength alone carries with it a great attraction. 
A proof of this is in the marvellous strength of 
the blacksmith, and few there are, indeed, who 
have not watched the swing of the heavy sledge. 
As children we found a fascination in it which 
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we could not re ist. Even mechanical power has 
some of this attraction, for as the great engine 
tand puffing before us a strange thrill goes 

through u as we think of the lives and happi
ne depending on its action. thletic sports are 
but an exhibition of this strength, and yet, what 
crowd they attract, and what praise, both indi
vidual and national, they bring, as was satis
factorily illustrated by America's honorable dis
tinction in the recent Grecian games. Much as 
we admire thi gift, how little does it compare 
with the intellect and marvellous will-power of 
strong characters. Deprived of both the e 
qualitie , physical stre~gth cannot fulfill its high
est purpo e, but the power of the mind is inde
pendent. 

The words "can" and "must" eem stam1 eel on 
the minds and control the actions of these char
acter . If timulated to perform an action, know
ing it is right, ob tacle do not deter them, but 
only erve as a pur to their endeavor . They 
see the path of duty, and from it they never 
swerve; trials, sorrows and disappointments are 
nobly borne, building and strengthening their 
character for further combats. It is the e people 
who s,Yay men's minds to the performance of 
g rancle t deeds and command obedience. 

"For some must follow 
And ome command, 
Though all are made of clay." 

It is well this is so, since laws must be enforced 
to make a nation prosperous, and all-important 
enterprises must have such leaders. The great
est generals have had intellectual as weJI as phys
ical power, to plan every battle and carefully 
measure each tep. \Vhat could be more perfect 
than the prompt ol eclience of the soldier to his 
superior officers, and still there is nothing humili
ating in this almost child-like submission, but 
rather is it deservinrr our highe t approbation. 
\Vithout this perfect ma tery of the situation, 
victory for the general would be impossible, and 
it i through respect and trust in his commander 
that the soldier so willinrrly obeys. Command 
does not nece arily mean sternness and obedi
ence through fear, for a request may be still a 
command. The mother and the teacher reque t 
certain actions from a child, and the child of finer 
f~~lings obeys through love and respect. o no
biltty of soul everywhere wins esteem and appre-

ciation. These are mood which reveal our real 
character, but there are many other moods mak
ing up each individual personality, moods of the 
hour we might call them, so vacillating that they 
evoke from the cottish bard the almost impa
tient query: 

"The mood of woman, who can tell?" 

\Ve mu t admit that human nature is indeed 
perverse in it likes and dislikes. \Ve are by 
turns, wayward, haughty, frivolou , or sad, sym
pathetic and loving. Few are there, indeed, who 
can at all times resist these feell\ngs, and yet we 
can scarcely define them or their cau e. At times 
everything goes wrong and we allow this con
trary feeling to rui'e; then again we are haughty 
and cold for no rea on; then under the influence 
of frivolous pleasures we act our part to perfec
tion. Before many hours have elapsed we are 
disgusted with ourselves, and then give way to 
sadness, or, thinking better of it, we repent of ur 
almost unaccountable actions, and so follows the 
sympathetic and loving mood, which comes more 
natural to woman's nature and is more worthy of 
her. We must acknowledge there are some 
strong characters, who need not plead guilty to 
any of these weaknesses, at least exteriorly, o 
completely do they seem to have every feeling 
under their control. From such perfect mould
ing of character we are convinced that the pro
ces is £ea ible to aJI for-

"In ourselves our Fortune lies, 
Life is what we make it." 

MARY ESBITT. 

Far clown in the depths of the forest, unacr 
the shadows of gloomy firs, far out on the rolling 
prairie, springing with the grass, under the full 
light of the fervid sun, are fair and fragrant blo -
oms, budding, blossoming, fading, dying, un
een by mortal eye. In millions of homes, scat

tered over this wide earth of ours, are fairer hu
man blossoms, patient, gentle, thoughtful souls, 
the fragrance of whose daily sacrifice fills un
heeded the air; the flowers of whose offerings 
wither unseen, on the steps of the altar; the 
fruits of whose ceaseless toil are plucked by care
less hands. How sweet the thought that there is 
no lot o low, no care so trifling, no life so hidden, 
that it escapes our Father's eye. 
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f1Da)2 tlDemortes. 

"How sweet to think of those bright hours, 
When shadows dim life's gladsome way." 

1f N the Catholic heart the Immaculate Virgin 
has all seasons for her own when her in
terces ion is invoked, but, in the sweet 

month of May, the opening of the beautiful 
springtime, when, in the order of nature, the 
fields are filled with fragrance, and the hillsides 
clothed with the garb of emerald hue, our 
thoughts and prayers are invited to the Mother 
of God in a most particular manner. This lovely 
month of gladness, of serene sky, and softened 
temperature, is dedicated to her who represents, 
indeed, the springtime of man's redemption, 
opening the summer of the sunshine of God. 
How meet, then, that we should give to the most 
tenderly beautiful of all months a significance pe
culiarly Christian by dedicating it to Mary, the 
maid foretold of prophet, priest and king, in the 
Old Law; the inspiration of painter, poet and 
saint in the ew. 

Altars resplendent with light and fragrant with 
the mingling perfume of rich exotics-the gifts 
of Mary's children-proclaimed the dawn of a 
bright May morning. With love and heartfelc 
devotion we wreathed our chaplet of prayer, in
voking our Lady by all the sweet names the 
Church give in her Litany. If joy be the spirit 
of the hour, in full measure was it the portion of 
Mary's Guard of Honor-the bands of maidens 
who, with pious emulation, vie with one another 
in honorinrr the Queen of heaven and adorning 
her shrines with earth's fairest blossom . 

A memory acred to the second week of Mary's 
month wa our annual retreat, conducted by Rev. 
J. ::\1. Gilli , C. S. P., whose earnest exhortations 
and eloquent expositions of the great truths of 
religion were most impressive. Although, hu
manly speaking, the fruit of a retreat mu t al
ways depend on oneself, yet, the personalitv of 
the preacher, and the vigor and freshness ~vith 
which he gives old truths a new meaning, have 
not a little to do with its success. The e Father 
Gill is possesses in an eminent degree. Indeed, to 
meet him is to read, as in an open book, lessons 
of virtue; to know him i to be impressed with 
the beauty of religion; and, admiring so much 

goodness, to be filled with the desire of attaining 
to such a height. 

By practical counsels, in every meditation, our 
reverend rruide ought to prepare us for the pe
rusal of the book of life, and to enlirrhten us on 
the dangers hidden in the future for tho e wno 
would "seek first the kingdom of God." ~ot 
unheeded shall be the warning-the call to nobl·er 
things; not unappreciated the thought for our 
best interests, for engraven on the tablet of our 
minds are -the records of his tireless efforts on 
our behalf. 

We hope, with the aid of the graces that have 
been vouchsafed us, that the effects may be mani
fest in our future lives. The debt of gratitude 
we owe Father Gillis we may not hope to pay, 
but we will endeavor to acknowledge it by fer
vent prayer for the continued success of his la
bors in the Vineyard of the ::\faster he serve o 
well. 

At the clo e of the retreat, Father Gillis en
joyed a restful day in the society of his cousin , 
Mother Febronia and the Misses Fanny and Rita 
Coffey. In the afternoon, the senior musicians 
rendered some choice vocal and instrumental se
lections, which appealed to his music-lovinrr oul 
and elicited unstinted prai e and appreciation of 
their efforts to give pleasure. 

A ceremony to which our thoughts will ahYays 
revert in loving memory was the crowning of 
our Lady's statue, on the evening of the la t clay 
of l\Iay. As the proces ion wound through the 
beautiful grounds, velvety in their fresh rrreen
nes , and the children's voices choru ed the 
prai e of our "lovely Queen of May," the flo,yers 
that clustered at her feet sent up our messarre of 
love on the incense of their frarrrance, and it 
seemed as if the angels were catterinrr ro es and 
hymning with u . On r aching the ~hapel, the 
or 0 ·an pealed forth its joyous notes, and as the 
three faithful leaders of their re pective bands 
-~Iargaret Burchill, Rose McCormick, and 
Anna Ryan-approached a shrine which is sacred 
w'ith a thousand tender memories to Religious 
and pupils alike, a feeling of unutterable adness 
took possession of the hearts of those who, for 
the last time in their scholastic life, were to wit
ness the impre ive ceremony of the Coronation. 
Then- · 

"Farewell , sweet month, sweet month of fl owers, 
Farewe11 lov'd shrine, thou dear retreat," 
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echoed and reechoed along the corridor as the 
proce ion left the chapel and the moment rrlicled 
. b 
mto eternity, freighted with these "prayers of 
pearl," each set in the lovelight of a oul that 
claim. l\fary as l\Iother. 

RosE l\IcC01nuc1<. 

1Ro)2al :JBrtbe's JDeparture- Uoucbtng 
jfarewell Scenes-" a;ob::::Speeb" 

from tbe 'lktng. 
,C NGLAN D'S good-bye to Prince Ena of 
~ Battenberg had all the little homely 

touches in it which have marked a thou-
and Engli h wedding scenes, and which the 

Ki~g and Queen, alone of all European sov
ereigns, know how to mingle with every cere
mony. 

With tears at ome of the farewells and smiles 
fo r the timely, genial humor with which the King 
relieved the strain of the last few moments Prin
ce Ena stood at the door of her aloon, a 'grace
ful, blue-clad young figure, with flowers in her 
hat, flo,Yer in her hand, and a ma of roses, 
carnation , and orchids on tables and seat round 
her. Then, as the door was hut, she bent for
war_d to give a last kis to the Queen, and a 
quamt, old-fa hioned little bow to the group of 
relative standing near, and shook out a ner
Yously queezed-up handkerchief with which to 
wave yet another farewell. 

The flutter of the small lace handkerchief was 
the signal for an outbur t of feeling very rare at 
such royal departures, where evervthinrr is usu-

- b 

ally quite friendly and unceremonious, but very 
quiet. ~fhe signal was given by a Spanish guest, 
who_ ~:1ed out for "cheers for the Queen of 
Spam, and, with a good-humored laugh, the 
w~ole crowd of invited guests, spectators, and 
railway officials, took up the Spani h "vivas" and 
ran _to the edge of the platform, linino- it with 
wa~mg hats and flowers and handkerchiefs as the 
tram steamed slowly out. 

An unusually large concour e of rruests as
sembled on the railed-off pace in frint of the 
roval saloo f 1 b . S - . 11 , most o t 1em emg members of the 

,parn_sh colony in London; and a all the ladies 
"ere 111 rra,· -· tt· d __ • t:. ; sp1 mg a ire, an many of them were 
cat I y111 rr rror b 

1 
"' b geou ouquets of flowers the scene 

on t ie red 1 1 ' -carpetec p atform was a very pretty 

one. The l\Iarquis de Villalobar and Lord Wil
liam Cecil were early arrivals, then came repre-
entatives of the panish Bank and the panish 

Chamber of Commerce, bringing bouquets of 
purple orchid tied up with Spani h and Enrrlish 
ribbons. b 

For nearly ten minutes Princess Ena stood in 
the midst of a group of royal relatives and 
friends in the waiting-room, listening to their 
good wishe . The Prince and Princess of \Vales 
w~o were to join her hortly in Madrid, stood 
aside at the end; but the Duchess of Albany and 
Princes Victoria, the Duke and Duchess of Con
naught, Princess Patricia and Prince Arthur of 
Connaught, and Princess Christian, formed a 
little escort round her as the clock neared and 
passed 9.30, the hour of departure, and Prince s 
Ena moved toward the platform. 

Almost at the door of the waiting-room, the 
Queen, looking omewhat pale and sad in her 
cleeJ? mourning, topped the young Princess 
agam, took her hands and kissed her twice, with 
a few low-voiced words of farewell, at which 
the somewhat tremulou smile which had been 
resting on Prince s Ena's face, disappeared alto
gether, and the tears berran to fall fast. How
ever, a the King came forward and offered hi 
arm to escort her across the platform, the future 
Queen of pain recovered herself,· and walked 
clown the lines of bowing and curtseying rruests 
smiling bravely. b ' 

Princess Ena stood by the window of the royal 
saloon, with her mother by her side, noddinrr and 
smiling in answer to the cheers, till the trai~ was 
out of sight. 

When the royal train reached Dover, the 
Prince s made her way between cheering crowds 
to the steamer. As she stood on deck, a gr~at 
mass of congratulatory telegrams were handed to 
her. Among the e was one, a very lengthy mes
sage, from King Alfon o, and another from 
Queen Maria Chri tina. 

In brilliant sun hine the royal ve el steamed 
out to sea, the Princess steppino- to the rail and 

• I:, 

wav111g her handkerchief in reply to heartfelt 
farewell cheer from the pierhead. 

D. G. 

The greatest problem of each indivi lual is how 
to make life a glory instead of a grind-how to 
make even drudgery divine. 
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l1'ale. 

Farewell ! the parting hour has come at last. 
·with what sad hearts we say our fond adieu, 

And turn we from Loretto's loving care 
To drift into a life-unknown and new. 

Upon the threshold of our career we 
Stand ling'ring as our springtime fades away, 

Bidding farewell to all our childhood's years 
nd greeting this,-the long-expected day. 

'Io teachers dear, we bid a sad farewell, 
For they, our faithful guides, have ever taught 

The way of Virtue, by both word and act, 
nd shown us how life's battles must be 

fought. 

Good-bye, companions dear, we, too, must part, 
But memory's page will ever brio-htly shine 

\ i\Tith records of our friendship, which has been 
Evinced by word and deed-by thought and 

sign. 

The studies, which have taught our minds to soar 
To heights of learnino-,-we must leave at last! 

Our characters they've strengthened-on our 
lives 

Their great ennobling influence have cast. 

To happy recreations, picnics, walks,-
Farewell , we say-sweet hours so gayly spent; 

Ah, we will turn reluctantly away 
From pleasures which so much enjoyment lent. 

Ah! fare thee well, clear chapel-happy spot, 
The scene of honest pleadings, raptures, tears, 

Where holy hymn aro e to heav'nly heights, 
Dispelling from our hearts life's pains and 

fears. 

So, fare thee well. our Convent home beloved ! 
How often for thy watchful care we'll sigh

'Tis hard to pass beyond thy portals fair, 
ncl to our old clear life to say good-bye! 

Good-bye, good-bye, one la t heartfelt adieu, 
One fervent prayer we utter o'er and o'er,

May all our actions bear our motto grand
"Ut ihil Supra Possit"--evermore ! 

KATE H. WILLIAMS. 

'Ube cuasstcs. 

'7f" HE study of the Latin and Greek language!> 
~ will alway continue to be a fa~orite pur-

suit for the intellectual populations of the 
world. The ancient writers, unlike the modern, 
were not dependent on the talents of other men, 
but simply wrote out of the fulness of their 
minds. Besides being a source of great pleasure, 
the study of these languages strengthens the 
mind, and fosters in the student a forcible, clear, 
concise and elegant style. In that incomparable 
work, "Jesuit Education," the author says that 
the first point of the study of the classical lan
guages is "logical training, training that leads to 
correct and clear thinking, to close and harp 
reasoning. The tudy of Latin is better adapted 
to accomplish this effect than any other lano-uage; 
for whereas Greek is more delicately organized, 
more beautiful and poetic, the Latin is perhaps the 
more systematically elaborated tongue. In its 
severe syntax it participate in some of the strik
ing qualities of the Roman character, which 
seems to have been fitted to legislate, to govern, 
and to command, as the great poet has it: 

"Oh, Rome, 'tis thine alone with awful sway 
To rule mankind and make the world obey." 

He also shows how a person who has had the 
advantage of tudying the classics, when apply
ing for a position of trust is generally given the 
preference on account of the preciseness which 
these languages inculcate. In this manner the 
classics play as important a part in the business 
world as in the purely intellectual. But the care, 
the labor, and ·even the drudgery that must 1 e 
clone before we find the "Open Sesame"! 

Fir t, the pupil is given a grammar, and, after 
the first few lessons, she begins to think that 
Latin is very interesting, and cannot understand 
why the Cesar cla look so tragic when the 
subject is mentioned; but, "Where ignorance is 
bliss, 'tis folly to be wi e." 

Though later-Oh! surely those ablative ab
solutes, gerunds and gerundives are only meant 
to puzzle her, and thinking that nothing can be 
more difficult than grammar, she turns to that 
universal favorite, "Julius Cresar." but not before 
she has had sufficient warning from her experi
enced elders. She has not gone very far beyond 
"Gallia est omni clivisa in partes tres," when her 
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troubles have begun in earnest, for in one little 
I aragraph she is often bound to encounter her old 
tormentor in clo e union with her constant com
panion, "dry facts ." 

Frequently the student i too engrossed with 
the e little annoyances to admire the simple and 
forcible manner in which the author expresses 
himself . The words '·Veni, vidi, vici," are suffi
ciently characteristic of Cresar' grand concise
ness, to show the style in which this 1 ook i writ
ten. Of these commentaries the celebrated Ci
cero say : "I pronounce them, indeed, to be very 
commendable, for they are simple, straio-htfor
warcl, and agreeable, with all rhetorical orna
ment tripped from them a one trip off a o-ar
ment." After this "drudgery," as tuclents call 
it, the pupil i ready for the delightful pleasure 
found in translating the beautiful orations of 
Cicero, one of the greate t ma ter of style, 
whose works are an indispwsable help in the 
tudv of rhetorical composition . His great liter

ary ·powers are well displayed in the vivid des
cription of the City of Syracuse and the plunder
ing of its temples, in the invectiv-= words against 
con pirators, in the oration against Cataline; in 
hi ubtle pleading for Ligarius; and the pardon 
of i\Iarcellu , in which he give formal thanks for 
the re toration of the captive, and in which he 
ay ·-"Ex quo profecto intelligi quanta in dato 

beneficio sit Jaus cum in accepto it tanta gloria." 
A favorite oration is the "Citizenship of Ar
chias," in which the author extols the poet, poetry 
and literature in general. Of the poets, he ays, 
"Qua re uo jure noster ille Ennius anctos ap
pellat poetas, quod quasi deorum aliquo dono, 
atque munere commenclati nobis es e videantur." 
After admiring the classic elegance, the glowing 
enthusiasm, th" impressiveness of the great ora
tor, the student is able, not only to translate, but 
to read and revel in Virgil's beautiful poem, the 
"Aeneid," enjoying the transition from the stern 
reality of Cicero to the forcible imagining of the 
pastoral poet. This work is written in the dac
tylic hexameter, which was the most ancient as 
well as the most dignified form of verse among 
the Greeks and Romans. 

The chi-d characteri tic are, a great tenderness 
of f~eling , picture queness in description, and dra
n:at1c powers. Although there are many beau
tiful pa sages, as The Cave of the Wind , The 
Storm, and the Haven of Refuge, the one line-

non ignara mali miseris succurrere disco,-is so 
universally accepted as the most beautiful that, 
in· some text books it is tated, if the student 
does not admire thes·e words, it is time he should 
give up Latin. Though the "Aeneid" may b 
read in Eno-Ii h, it is impossible to conceive how 
much is lost in the translation, so the pupil feels 
it ha been well worth her while to pursue lin
gui tic delight and difficulties when she realizes 
how they have rendered her capable of inter
preting uch exquisit·e utterances of the sweet
voiced muses. 

With our ears attuned to these sound , our 
four years' ta k is ended, and we are left to con
tinue our tucly alone, reading the works of these 
great ancient writers, and adding to their beauty 
by substituting our Christian entiments for their 
Pagan ideas. 

DELPHINE M. MA YER. 

'Ube l1'ocation ot :aurora :lLetgb. 

"If" HE i\Iu e ha , indeed, been lavish in be-
~ stowing on mankind works on every ub-

ject from which the human heart and 
mind crave satisfaction. \Ve have been supplied 
with entiment ufficient for the most tender 
heart, grandeur enough for the loftie t intellect, 
beauty for the poetic, and spirituality for the de
vout. But what great subject could be more in
teresting to all, especially in serious moment of 
realization of the object for vthich we were cre
ated than that of choosing a pathway in life, that 
of the "soul's awakening"? 

It is consoling to know that we po sess work , 
portraying attractively the different vocations.
uch as "The Prince s," "Paracel us," the charm

ino- little torv "Aroer ," "Ra selas," and "The 
b , 

Light of A ia." But nowhere do we find one 
that appeal to us more than "Aurora Leigh." 
What could be more enjoyable than a work of 
this kind,-the life- tory of a poet written by her 
own hand? For here we han all the thouo-hts 
and entiment ; all the aspirations and disap
pointments, given us as only the one who ha 
experienced them can relate. 

In this delio-htful romance, which, at the time 
of its publication, Ru kin declared to be the best 
work of that century, l\Irs. Browning is at once 
author and heroine. ccording to the story, the 
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child Aurora was born in Italy, but, being or
phaned at an early age, thi frail Southern flower 
is tran planted to a colder oil, and she lives with 
an aunt in England until the latter's death. Her 
life as a child i uneventful, being rather soli
tary, and he becomes serious and thoughtful, 
living in a realm of books, drinking in with de
light the sweet mu ic of the poets, and later even 
writing much, always with the aim of one clay 
making a name for herself. To this end h-e 
works untiringly, and we find her enthu iastic 
eagerness very prettily shown, on the morning 
o_f her twentieth birthday, when Aurora is par
ticularly hopeful, as is seen by her words-

"I was glad that day: 
The June was in me, with its multitudes 
Of nightingales all sino-ing in the dark 

l::> ' 

And rosebuds reddening where the calyx split. 
I felt so young, so strong, so sure of God!" 

he h_urries out, on thi brio-ht morning, for a 
ramble m th_e woods, and wreathing for herself 
a cro,Yn of ivy, places it on her head saying
""\yhat if I crown myself today in sp;rt, ~ot 
I nde, to learn the feel of it." Here, turning, she 
beholds Romney Leigh, her cousin, who has been 
a companion since childhood, and whom he ha 
looked_ upo~1 merely as an interesting literary con
ver ~t10nalist; he loves Aurora, however, and 
he is not only surprised, but indio-nant, that he 

do: not encourage her in her new aims and pur
Slllts. H.e does not hold out much hope to women 
a poet , and Aurora is not pleased, when he savs 
bl~mtly, ::come, human creature, love and wo~k 
with me, in tead of-

"Lady, thou art wondrous fair 
And where the Graces walk before the Mu , 
"Will folio"· at the lightning of the eyes." .... 

In her lofty ideas of the kind of life he in
te~ds to follow, she has nev.er thought of aiw
thmg s~ purely human, as loving, and taking ~p 
the ordmary lot. Her refu al then comes a a 
hock to Romney Leigh, to whom she says: 

"I, too, have my vocation,-work to do, 
The heaven and earth have set m.e." 

. They go their respective ways: to Aurora par
tial uccess comes, but only won through ince -

sant toil, and hard and bitter experience of hu
man nature. She begins to see that she has made 
a mi take, her views have chano-ed but now there 
eems to be no hope for "what might have been.·• 

Finally she produces a book, of which even Rom
ney Leigh is forced to acknowledge his apprecia
tion. He ha been working nobly all these year 
among the poor and elevating the degraded. At 
last he goes to Italy, there meets urora and all 
is brotio-ht to a happy t~rmination, as both now 
believe in-

''Fir t God's love, 
And next, the love of wedded soul " 

Perhaps ome would say,-why all thi waste 
of time? this useless drifting for years, thi lonely, 
orrowful life, when he might have been happy? 

But we see that it was better she should wait; 
with all her youthful impulsiveness and exalted 
plans for her imaginary vocation, it wa necessary 
that he should be disillusioned by sad ·.experience. 
Be ides having a broadening and beneficial effect, 
it ha pointed out her true calling, in a light 
in which he would never have seen it otherwise, 
and ha given her a proper appreciation of it. 

he now sees beyond doubt which is for her the 
higher occupation,-the world of books-or a 
woman's loving, noble mission. 

To many the Master's voice does not come 
until later on in life; they have been going 
through a moulding process, and then in the 
fulness of His time when the character has been 
trengthenecl and shaped and they are competent 

to undertake their dulie , He speaks to them, and 
thi time there is no mi taking the call. 

Goel has ordained that all shall not have the 
same vocation, and each life with duties well per
formed for His glory is pleasing to Him; but 
if we leave the decision of our course to Him He 
will bless our state in life. It is true, hasty )"OUth 
lono- to do something grand, something definite, 
and to om.e the awakening does come early, but 
if not, the happiest philosophy on the ubject will 
be found in the words of Brownino--

"Grow old along with me, the best is yet to be, 
The last of life for which the first was made. 
Our Time are in His hand who saith 
'A whole I planned, youth ~hows but 'half. 
Tru t God, s.ee a11, nor be afraid'." 

WrNIFRED SHEER.\ 
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)Expression. 
• • 17r' IIE whole countenance is a certain silem 

\Ji,- language of the mind," says Cicero, 
and, if we accept this authority, we 

may attempt to olve the problem why it is that 
one person 1 ok o vastly different from another, 
although their features may be the same. It is 
amu ing ometimes to hear relations discuss the 
new baby. Some say he looks like grandpa, 
other that he re embles Uncle Jack, or cou in 
J_oe, ,~·bile the mother usually thinks-he is just 
like ht father. Well, perhaps he is just then, but 
later we find that although he looks like father in 
on_e ~my, he ha a peculiar stamp of his own, and 
this 1s what w.e call express-ion. 

And this expre sion, we are told, is the "lan
o-uage of the mind," a "reflection of the soul." In 
it i reflected each varying mood, each thought 
that pa es throuo-h the mind•, a particular virtue 
or the predominant pa sion. Everything is re
Yealed in this wonderful mirror. 

If we take baby for in tance; he cannot talk, 
but ju t dance a little doll before him and he 
laughs and crow , and we know he is plea ed . 
But bring something ugly near him and he imme
diately change his tune; then we say he is afraid. 
HO\Y do ,Ye know? He does not tell u , but the 
expre sion doe . 

If we go into a school, we will probably see a 
lot of little boy and girls all dressed alike-but 
cl ifferent-altoo-ether different. One will smile, 
revealing a good natured and pleasant disposition, 
another will frown, and, without speaking, we 
know that he wishes us at the other end of the 
earth. One little girl will try to tuff her apron 
string into her mouth, look at the floor and blush; 
poor little thing, she is shy. 

Let us go into a church and look at the people 
a sembled there. First the preacher-watch him 
while he speak . At first he is calm, then he gets 
' '\rnrmed up" in his subject. Everyone is inter
·.estecl . Now he is just at the climax. Watch him. 
"\Ve scarcely can recognize him, for the beauty of 
his subject and the grand intentions he has, have 
completely transformed• him, and, gazing on him, 
we are reminded of the words of St. Paul, "I 
live now not I, but Christ liveth in me." 

Or take another view, and this time watch the 
people as they pray. One will not look but just 
read on and on, and, by the empty look on her 
face, we know that her mind or imao-ination is h 

many miles away. Another ha a book in her 
hand, but as soon as a rustle i heard near the 
door she immediately bristle up and watches 
those that come in. It does not need very close 
observation lo read on this face the imprint of a 
frivolous character. But ee the poor woman 
near the door-ah! God will hear her prayer, for 
love, contrition and supplication are stamped in
dielibly on her countenance. 

We see by all these examples that every feel
ing is revealed in the countenance. The trusting 
glances of a bride; the solicitude of a parish 
prie t; the repentance of a sinner; the de pair of 
a felon; the wild expression of a lunatic; the 
patience of an invalid; the patriotism of a soldier, 
and the love, boundless as the ocean, of a mother 
-all these are reflected in this wonderful mirror. 

But to derive a Jes on from this intere ting 
tudy, we must first try to improve the interior, 

as it is only beauty of soul that will make a beau
tiful expression. For illustration, let u borrow 
a thought from a saintly priest, who, in speaking 
of the Holy Eucharist, called our attention to the 
unset. Vv e all know that tho e pretty clouds are 

but bits of vapour. But the beautiful un, by re
flection, imparts to them ome of its grandeur, 
and transforms them into such an exquisite scene. 
In the same manner, the pre ence of the Ble sed 
Eucharist in a soul imparts to it some of its 
heavenly beauty; and this is again reflected in the 
countenance of the communicant. And always 
when in is conquered, virtue marks its triumph 
on the face. So, if we wish to be beautiful, we 
must "Carve the face within, not dress it from 
without; for whoever would fairer illumination 
must begin in the soul. The face catches the 
glow only from that side." 

MARY A. McKEN •A. 

The evolution of Scrooge, the miser, in th~ 
closing years of his life, from a hard, narrow, 
heartless money-grubber, who e soul was impris
oned in his shining heap of hoarded gold, to a 
generous, genial lover of his kind, is no m.ere 
myth of Dickens' brain. Time and again, in the 
hi tory of our daily lives, chronicled in our news
papers, recorded in biographies, or exhibited be
fore our ey.es, we see many redeeming past fail
ure , rising from the stupor of discouragement 
and boldly turning their faces forward once 
more. 
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.musical JE\?entngs. 
""'N the evening of June the first, the pupils of 
\ii the different grades gave a very interest-

ing programme, devoted ·entirely to the 
compositions of the hakcspeare of Music-Beet
hoven. The Essays that were interspersed be
tween the various numbers were sprightly, and 
lent additional interest. Miss Dorothy Barker's 
Es ay on the Sonatas of Beethoven was replete 
with instruction. Attention was called to his im
pres upon the Sonata-the elasticity which he 
imparted to its early stiff, rigid form gave it prac
tically a wholly new character. This he brought 
about mainly by a profound exercise of ingenuity 
in working out his subjects; by varying his 
themes in repeating them and thus avoiding 
•~onotony; also by inve ting his subjects, when 
once introduced, with inten e contrapuntal treat
ment, and therefore interest. Over all this lay 
the counterpane of his matchless, absolutely pe
culiar, individual emotional tone and expre sion. 

:.\1iss Edith Garneau read some anecdotes from 
the life of the renowned composer. The pro
gramme closed with the soul-stirring "Funeral 

Iarch" of the l\Iaestro. 
The following week, the devotees of the "Art 

Divine" gave an evening to Schumann the l\Iys
tic. The remark of Edward Baxter Perry on 
the :Novelletten, as read in the E ay devoted to 
that subject, are worthy of repetition . 

"In the earlier part of the nineteenth century, 
a number of German writers of fiction of the ro
mantic school, led by Paul Heine, inaugurated a 
new departure in the realm of national literature. 
It was their aim to condense into from fifty to a 
hundred pages all the salient points, all the force, 
interest, and dramatic effect of the full-length 
novel, omitting all needless detail and florid des
cription, all mere "fiiTe writing" so called, and to 
concentrate their efforts on the plot and move
ment of the story, and to portray the life and 
love, the thoughts, feelings, actions and person
alities of their characters, in a few bold, broad, 
telling strokes. 

The new product was named the N ovelle or 
N ovellette, meaning simply a miniature novel, 
and became very popular. It fell into line with 
the modern tendency toward concentration and 
epigrammatic brevity. It was the beginning of 
the flood of short storie with which our literary 

market is now well-nigh submerged. In spite of 
the thousands of inferior imitations which pass 
current too freely to-day, the form when well 
handled has much to recommend it. 

Robert Schumann, who was one of the staunch
est and ablest champions of the romantic chool 
in music, and an inveterate foe of the pedantry, 
prolixity, and over-elaboration of the old formal 
school, was quick to catch this new idea, to ap
preciate it many advantages, and to adapt it to 
his own art. He wrote nearly a score of N 07.•el
letten for the piano, ome of which are among his 
very best productions for that instrument. In 
fact, it may be remarked in passing that chu
mann seem alway most thoroughly at home, 
most completely master of himself and his re
source , in the mailer forms. His pronounced 
tendency toward vague mystici m and incon e
quential wandering into the nebulou regions of 
thought ha here less time and pace to manifc t 
itself, while his grasp of logical sequence and 
symmetrical relation seems more fully adequate 
than it ometimes appear in works of larger pro
portion. 

In these N 07.1clletten hi ideas are admirably 
balanced and expre eel with conci e precision. 
In most of them he has adhered strictly to the 
original conception, which wa to embed)· clearly 
and forcefully in mall compa the simple ele
mentary factor which are the life and ub tance 
of every 0 ood story. That is , the strong, bold, 
sometimes even rough, masculine element, repre
sented in fiction by the hero, and the sweet, ten
der, graceful, feminine element, spoken of o 
often in German as the "et-..rnal feminine," and 
personified in books in the heroine. 

The striking contrasts in their natures, which, 
nevertheless, blend into a happy artistic unity, 
their transient strifes and difference , and final 
reconciliations, and the difficulties and struggles 
which they meet along the path of true !; Ye, 
which we are told never runs smooth-the e 
make up the details and fill in the picture. It is a 
brief, terse, vigorous ketch, without a ingle su
perfluous phra e or irrelevant sensuous effect and 
technical display. 

The first N ovellette, Op. 28, in F, which, my 
critics were good enough to say, I interpreted in 
very ma terly tyle, i the best known and most 
used, and one of the mo t satisfactory. The stir
ring first ubj ect, in chords and octaves, is in 
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gavotte movement, and the character of the hero 
it suggests is that of a rugged German baron of 
the fighting half-brigand class, in solid plate mail, 
hacking his way to victory and love with a 
mighty two-handed sword, though with a genial 
heart and many sterling, man ly qualities. To 
judge from the second subject, the heroine is a 
mild-eyed, dome tically-incl ined Fraulein, loving 
and lovable, with a marked religious trend of 
mind . 

The No. 7, in E, is almost identical with the 
above in general style and form, but the charac
ters are different. This time the hero is a clash
ing cavalier, with more polish, indeed, with some
thing of the "grand manner," but not less of 
courage and prowess . perhaps a knight of Char
lemagne's court; while the lady is unmistakably 
a court dame, a good specimen of the "steel-en
graving lady," refined, graceful, charmino-, with 
many a dainty air and winsome witchery, but a 
tender heart. l\Iiss Rita Simpson interpreted this 
number in a delightful style. 

Miss Beatrice Beck's "Dream Visions" brought 
the Musicale to a delightful close. 

Euz.\BETH McGREEVY. 

Following are the programmes: 

PROGRAMME. 

An Evening with Beethoven, the Shakespeare of 
M11sic.-r770-r82I . 

As Beethoven regarded his art as something 
acrecl, which he placed higher than all philos

ophy, so has a refined artist an innate horror of 
all vulgar, frivolous and effeminate music.
Ambros. 

I. Foreword-
MARGARET BROOKS. 

II. Sonata-Op. 49, No. 2, Minuet. ...... . . 
RITA COFFEY. 

III. Bagatelle-Op. 33, o. 2 ............ . 

BERENICE ROCHFORD. 

IV. Andante favori .................... . 
BEATRICE BECK. 

V. Vocal Solo-"In This Sepulchral Dark-

VI. 

ness" .... .... ................... . 
LucILLE l\IcGumE. 

Essay-Beethoven's Sonatas 
DOROTHY B.\RKER. 

VII. Bagatelle-Op. 33, No. I . . .......... . 
DoioTIIY RocHFORD. 

VIII. Sonata-Op. 3 I, No. I, Allegro Vivace .. 
LucILLE McGumE. 

IX. Variations on a Swiss Air .. .... . ..... . 
HELEN LANGl\IUIR, HAZEL FREEMAN. 

X. Essay-In necclotal Vein .... . .. . ... . 
EDITH GARNEAU. 

XI. Sonata-Op. 49, No. 2, Allegro . . ..... . 
JOSEPHINE KIEP. 

XII. onata-Op. 49, No. I . ... .. ....... . . 
BERE ICE P.\RK. 

XIII. Sonata-Op. 13, Grave, Allegro ... . ... . 
RITA Sil\IPSON. 

XIV. Sonata-Op. 26, Rondo and Funeral 
l\1arch ....... . . . ..... . .......... . 

Euz.\nETII i\IcGREEVY. 

An Eve11i11g with Schulllann. 

I8IO-I856. 

l\Iusic is evidently a taste of our existence and 
the more the taste for it is developed in its high
est form, the greater will be our appreciation of 
the good and beautiful.-A11an. 

I. Introductory Remarks
KATHLEEN RrnouT. 

II. Slumber Song ... . . . ... . .... . ...... . 
ELIZABETH ROBINSON. 

III. Scenes from Childhood, Op. 15 & I7 . . .. 
CLARE RYA . 

IV. Joyous Farmer ...... . .. . . . ....... . . . 
ELEANOR l\IcMANUS. 

V. Warum? Op. 12, No. 4 ..... . ........ . 
ELE,\NOR LILLEY. 

VI. Nachsti.ick, Op. 23, No. 4 . .... . ..... . . . 
BERENICE p ARK. 

VII. Essay anent the popular dislike of the 
classics ....... . ....... . ... . ... . .. . 

MERCEDES DOYLE. 

VIII. Vocal Solo-The Lotus F lower, Op. 25 , 
No. 7 .. . ...... . ........... . . . ... . 

l\L\RY LE.\RY. 
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IX. Traumerei and Romance .... . ........ . 
VERONICA ALTENBURG. 

X. rabesque, p. 18 .................. . 
LucILLE McGumE. 

XI. Romance. Op. 28, Io. 4 .............. • 
ALICE RIDOUT. 

XII. E say-Schumann's Novelletten 
EDITH G.\RNEAU. 

XIII. Novellette, Op. 2I, No. I ............ . 
ELIZ,\BETH MCGREEVY. 

XI\·. 1Iovellette, Op. 21, ·o. 7 ............. . 
RITA SnIPSON. 

XV. Dream Visions ..................... . 
BEATRICE BECK. 

morntng. 
(March 29th, 1906.) 

Entrancing beauties of the morn, awaking, 
Like benediction peed me on my way; 

Thro' purpling grey anon the sun is breaking, 
0 life is sweet,-and light of blessed day! 

The winds of 1arch are lull'd to whispers 
pleasing, 

The pines their odorous boughs like censers 
swing; 

The clamoring crows proclaim, writh call un
ceasing, 

The royal presence of the gladsome spring! 

Her sun-kiss'd robes, frost-brown, with diamonds 
laden, 

Have hints of green with bands of ermine 
snow; 

The mist-grey veil that wraps this joyous maiden, 
But half conceals her warm cheek's rosy glow! 

* * * 
Mute world of man, still darkly wrapp'd m 

slumber, 
Come learn thi bliss,-to many, secrecy: 

- \ i\Thy should impris'nino- cares our joys out
number?-

Life' consolations wait to set us free! 

foRIS. 

B tPrt"ate tl)eep at G)ur :lBelo"eb ~neen 
Blexanbra. 

~ HIS year Her Most Graciou Majesty 
\Ji,' Queen Alexandra visited the historic 

Rock of Gibraltar, incognito, as urning 
the role of Duchess of Devonshire. 

On 16th. May, at 3 o'clock, the royal yacht 
wa sighted. Immediately, as if by magic, all 
the ships in harbor and the Signal Station, which 
crowns the height, were dressed rainbow fashion. 
And when the Victoria and Albert entered the 
harbor, followed by the cruiser "Renown," a 
right royal salute thundered from the Atlantic 
fleet in the Bay and from the saluting battery on 
the Rock. A guard of honor wa drawn up at 
the landing stage, formed of a detachment of 
Royal i\lunster Fusiliers, looking smart in their 
scarlet coats and white helmets. But our Queen 
wished to taste the rare experience of a private 
visit; and so our soldiers marched home to bar
racks, and the carriages returned empty. 

Three days quietly enjoyed, and then back to 
the land of her adoption. You want a peep at 
these three days? Well, it will be no moi:-e than 
a peep at portions of them. 

First a vi it to Mrs. Hope's store of Spanish 
Antiques, where Her Majesty purchased a man
tilla of rare Spanish lace. There and in• Messrs. 
Benoliel's Moorish and Spanish Curiosity Es
tablishment, she purchased many varied curios. 

Last year, our Queen visited Mrs. Hope's store 
quite privately, in a common cab, accompanied 
by only one lady in waiting. Chatting awhile / 
over the merits and histories of various curios, 
the Queen asked Mrs. Hope to drape her with a 
mantilla after the Spanish mode. Mrs. H ope 
did so, thinking all the time that her customer 
was just a lady tourist; and was delighted to be 
allowed to drape so stately and graceful a figure. 
But before the task was well through, some busy 
little bird whispered who the sweet and stately 
lady was, and poor Mr . Hope fell fainting at her 
feet. 

Iow back again to the present. One of the 
captains of the fleet anchored in the Bay got no
tice that Iler Majesty would grace his ship by a 
visit and drink a cup of tea. No time was left 
him to organize a fitting entertainment or any 
one forsooth. And a man-of-war of itself pos· 
ses es few attractions fo r dainty lad ies. But our 
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o-allant officer wa a re ourceful man. He be
thotwht him of a collection of parrots towed 
a\\"ay in odd corners of the hip and owned by 
the crew. He ordered them all on deck-in their 
cages, be it hoped-each with its name attached; 
and the torr goes that the Queen's hour on deck 
pa ed right merrily. 

You want another peep? This time it is on 
board the royal yacht. It is dinner hour. At the 
la t moment. a certain Admiral make his bow 
and is seated. Let us have a peep at his half 
hour before dinner. That half hour included 
both the invitation and a very knotty problem. 
Into that half hour had to be o-ot his toilet, a 
drive from hi home to the shore, and a start on 
a steam launch. A certain point of etiquette dic
tate the uniform or other suit in which to appear 
before royalty; the mo t particular item of which 
is the waistcoat. One of th ree. Which? Blue, 
white or otherwise? This was the problem. N"o 
one at hand to consult! ! So he donned the 
\\·hite one, and made of the two others a rather 
bulky brown paper parcel which, with true nau
tical implicity, he carried on board . At dinner 
the General to "·horn our worthy Admiral had 
propo eel his problem for solutio1;, betrayed him 
by informing Her ;.Iajesty that one of th·e gue ts 
had come armed with a brown paper parcel. Iler 
~Iajesty, with a smile and a gleam of mischief 
111 her eyes, opened the conversation by-"Ad
miral, I hear you brought with you a mysterious 
hrom1 paper parcel. T should like t~ see it. 
·what does it contain?" And to the embarrass
ment of the Admiral the General recounted the 
tale. 

Queen Alexandra's hobby is photography. 
And I believe she is very generous to her friends 
regarding photos. ' 

. One afternoon our Governor, His Excellency 
Sir Forestier \ \Talker, planned for her a visit 
to a millionaire who dwells in a mansion 
about nine miles beyond Gibraltar. A few min~ 
utes after tarting from Government House for 
the frontier ( called here the Lines), His Ex
c~llency remembered that he failed to take with 
him the necessary permit for a certain road in 
S~anish territory, overlooking the Bav. Along 
tl;_1s r~ad he intended the Queen and Princess 
\ 1ctor t · 1 . 1a o en Joy t 1e surpassing beauty of the 
view· rot wishing to order the carriage back h, 
tru ste 1 t p · ' .... c o rov1dence to get him through. But 

the Spanish guard refu ed stoutly to allow the 
carriage to pas . In vain did His Excellency 
plead in broken Spani h that he had the Qu~en 
of England and Princess Victoria in the carriage. 
The guard would not relent, and the Governor, 
much embarrassed, was about to turn back when 
a gentleman stepped up and eXplained to the 
guard that his orders did not include the Queen 
of England. She enjoyed the incident hirrhly, 
and it was in truth a new experience. 

I hope yon will allow her to pass where she 
will, when she visits Rainbow Land. 

RocK CORPIO . 
LORETO, EUROPA, Gibraltar. 

I wonder if you have ever thought what it 
means to be really charming; not merely pretty 
and gracious, but charming from the heart. Do 
you not all know that some one whom strangers 
call homely and awkward, but whom you, who 
know, call charming? It is not beauty of per-
on or co tly clothes which make one truly 

charming, but it is goodness from the heart, kind
ne s, charity, broad-mindedness and simplicity. 
\Vhat a splendid place this old world of ours 
would be to live in if each person in it started out 
every morning to see just how much kindness he 
or sh~ could do during the day! Then, some 
unshme would come into every life, and sorrow 

would never reach despair. 

A o-reat loss is only a great consecration. Life 
is not made sad but rather acred by death. One 
lifts up his oul to the wonderful richness of 
new and deeper experiences. The days are trans
figured before us and we see them as realized on 
the ideal plane. Undreamed of possibilities are 
revealed, and the loss of the friend held dearest 
may make an entire recast of the whole drama of 
living. Instead of shutting one's self away in 
gloom and eclusion, one only turns to the active 
tides of life with added fervor or love with wider 
ympathie and stro1wer desire to co-~perate with 

all the force that make for progress. If, after a 
great loss: we_ ~o not live up to a higher plane 
and find 1t pmtualized, then ha sorrow failed 
to do for us its perfect work. 
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<!losing J6xerctses. 

"Down life's descending tide, best things, they 

ay, the swiftliest glide." 

+fH IAGARA never aw a more delightful ai
lR ternoon, never softer sunlight, brighter 

skies, or sweeter blossom than on the 
twenty-first-simply a day made to order for 
Graduation Exercises-at least, o it impre s·ed 
me as I watched the groups of white-robed maid
en pa into the hall and take their places on the 
flower-decked platform. ·what a vision of dain
tiness and charm th y were! Roses in never
ending profusion adorned every available spot 
with a beauty seldom seen and in most pictur
esque effects. soft music was in the air, and the 
happy smile of successful achievement played on 
the lips of those who approached the Prior ot 
the Carmelite 1Iona tery, Very Rev. F. 'i\Iurphy, 
0. C. C., to receive the laurel crown that speaks 
of victory. 

The musical numbers on the programme were 
brilliantly rendered. The efficiency of the Choral 
Class needs no comment, as Loretto, iagara 
Falls, has long been famous for its artistic and 
conscientious work. 

i\Iiss Elizabeth McGreevy gave a finished in
terpretation of Rubenskin's "Kamennoi-Os
trow." It is quite an ambitious composition for 
a choolgirl to include in her repertory, when we 
consider that so great artists as Bauer and Lev
hinne had this elfsame number on their pro
gramme; but Ii s i\IcGreevy proved herself 
equal to the demands of this exqui ite mu ical 
gem. 

Miss Rita Simpson, the fortunate winner of 
the gold medal in the Senior Univer ity Depart
ment, interpreted in a delightful manner that 
clainty little study of Henselt's, "Si Ois·eau 
J'etais." 

One of the most attractive features of the 
Graduation Exercises wa a drama in blank verse, 
entitl cl "Cross and Crescent," presented by the 
pupil of the Elocution Department. 

The action of the play is laid in pain, during 
the reign of Ying Ferdinand and Queen Isa
bella. It present an interesting epi ode which 
occurred during the invasion of the i\Ioors. The 
opening scene i laid in the royal palace and be
gins with a dialogue between two gentlewomen 

who are ladies in wa1tmg to the Queen. The 
burden of the conversation is the fearful fate 
which has befallen the Christian who have been 
taken captive by the 1Ioors and carried away to 
be thrown into dungeons or erve a slave . 
·while the ladies are deploring the effect of thi 
ill news upon their royal mistress, Her i\Iaj e ty 
enter the apartment and with a few sad words 
dismis cs her attenclants, bemoaninrr the outcome 
of the recent bloody encounter with the enemy. 
Isabella turns to God and breathes an earne t 
prayer for help. In the mid t of her devotions 
the King approache , ceking her counsel and 
offering to make war to liberate their unhappy 
subjects from the thraldom to which they have 
been reduced. To this measure the Queen gives 
her approval, saying, "'Tis ju t ! God wills it 
o." And here the cene closes as they pass out 

to rouse their knights to action. 
The second scene open with a soliloquy by 

Zoraya, a lady who had renounced her hri tian 
faith to become the wife of a i\Io !em king. But 
this king now lies in a nameless grave, and poor 
Zoraya now uffer from the stings of remor,e 
and despair, believing he has pa sed beyoncl all 
hope and can never again be received as a faith
ful subject of the noble Queen. Hearing the 
sound of footsteps, Zoraya conceal herself ancl 
listens. A young maiclcn, named i\Iaria, ap
proache , and, inspired by the calm loveliness of 
the evening, pours forth her oul in prayer. Ob-
erving her devout attitude, Zoraya ru hes for

ward and falls upon her knees before i\Iaria, and 
gives utterance to the clespair of her heart. 1Iaria 
seek to con ole her and urges her to write .t 

note to the Queen, stating all her case and beg
ging to be reinstated as a faithful Christian sub
ject, and promises that she will have the note de
livered by a trusty mes enger. 

Zoraya finall y a sents and beg i\Iaria to go 
with her and help her to frame the missive that 
shall bring her peace. 

The concluding scene is again in the palace. 
King Ferdinand is again upon the throne beside 
his Queen. Addre ing hi valiant knights. he 
delivers an •eloquent speccl1 in celebration of their 
gloriou victory over the i\Ioor. 

As he conclude~, Zoraya comes forward, pros
trate herself before the King and Queen, con
fesses her guilt, asks forgivene s, and beg to be 
received as a humble penitent, willing now to• ac-
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cept even the humblest tation in her native land. 
The Queen mo t graciously bids her rise and rc-
ume her former state. Then, turning to the 

hardy soldiers pre ent and pointing to the fair 
penitent, exclaims, "Here is conquest worthy this 
bright day." 

The parts of the ladies in waiting in the open
ing scene were played by Margaret Burchill and 
Yeronica Altenburg, who acquitted themselves 
in the most creditable manner. Each fully en
tercel into the spirit of her part, speaking the lines 
"·ith intelligent accentuation and sustaining the 
mood of the character throughout. 

The part of i\Iaria was played by Florilla 
\Vebb, and that of Zoraya by Elizabeth l\1c
Greevy. 

i\Iis Webb' temperament seemed perfectly 
suited to her role. She appeared veritably to be 
the aintly maiden whom she impersonated. Her 
Yoice was soft and gentle and sympathetic, im
bued \\'ith the pirit of true devotion, and vibrat
ing al o with the note of hope and encourage
ment. 

:\Ii s McGreevy rendered her part with the 
nece ary emotional intensity. expres ing the 
varying moods of remor e, grief, despair, and 
reviving hope. She ,,·as al o graceful in move
ment at all times suiting the action to the word 
with excellent discretion. 

To Eleanor _Lilley was a igned the important 
part of the Kinrr. She had, therefore, the diffi
cult task of ugge ting the male character. She 
gave evidence not only of a good understanding 
of the line but also sugrrested the noble and 
chivalrous pirit of the royal per onage whom 
she undertook to represent. Her interpretation 
showecl that he had applied herself faithfully to 
the study of the fundamentals of elocution and 
action. 

The principal part in the play-that of Queen 
Isabella-was taken by Gladys We t, the winner 
of the gold medal for elocution. 1i West has 
a strong per onality, and entered into her part 
with great earnestness and sincerity. There was 
something positive and definite in all that she did. 
She expressed the womanly tenderness of the 
?art which is especially apparent in the sol iloquy 
111 the first scene, and also in the concludinrr 
speech in the play, which i utterecl by the Quee1~ 
The~e was also the regal dignity in Miss We t's 
hearing which was clemanded by the role he 

played. Portraying the central character in the 
drama, 1iss We t did not fail to dominate the 
situation whenever she \\'a pr sent in the scene. 

Her work and that of the other young ladie 
proved how thorough has been the training they 
have received under 1rs. Robinson, who na~ 
had charge of the Elocution Department, dur
ing the la t two year . 

Congratulations on the excellent work that 
they have done are due not only to the young 
ladies, but to Mr . Robin on a well. 

PROGRAMME. 

Chorus-"The Bell " .......... ...... Vincent 
Instrumental olo--"Kamennoi-Ostrow" ... 

. ........ . ................... Rubenstein 
ELIZ,\BETII IcGREEVY. 

"CROSS AND CRESCENT." 

Scene I. 
Semi-Choru -"Lovely Rose" ......... Vincent 

Trrn GRADUATES. 

"CROSS A TD CRESCENT." 

cene II. 
''l\Iorning Ramble'' ................... Vea:::ie 
In trumental Solo-'' i Oiseau J'etai " .. H e11sclt 

RITA IMPSON. 

"CROSS AND CRESCENT." 

cenc III. 
"Gaily \ Ve're Tripping" ............... Vea:::ie 

Distribution of Prize . 
Ave Iaria Loreto. 

At the close of the performance, Rev. A. J. 
mits, . C. C., congratulated the young ladies 

on the delightful and very ·enjoyable entertain
ment they had rriven, and addressed a few kindly 
words of encouragement to the graduate , ex
horting them to remember the lessons impres ed 
upon their hearts by those who had consecrated 
their live to the cause of Christian education· 
to be true to themselves at all times, for if true t~ 
themselves, they would be true to God, and true 
to the acred teachings they had received. He 
al o reminded them that their lives had hitherto 
been under the control of others, but that now 
they must be live of elf-control, endurance, and 
singleness of purpose, fitted to meet the duties 
and rcsponsibilitie awaiting them in the world, 
and to uphold the character of Christian young 
womanhood. 

MARY WETER. 
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Snccessfnl <rompetttors at tbe crtosing 
J6.rerctses. 

Graduating Honors conferred, at the comple
tion of their Academic Course, on Miss Mary 
Weter, Buffalo, I. Y.; i\Ii s Gladys West, Buf
falo, . Y.; i\Iis l\Iary Burchill, New York; 
Miss Rose 1cCormick, Jame town, 1 . Y. 

Papal Medal for Church Hi tory, obtained by 
Miss Rose McCormick. 

Gold Cro s for Christian Doctrine, obtained 
by Miss Kathleen O'Brien. 

Bronze Medal for English Literature, pre
sented by His Excellency the Governor-General 
of Canada, obtained by Miss Gladys W ·est. 

The Thurston Medal for English Prose Com
position and Literary Interpretation in the Elo
cution Department, obtained by Miss Beck. 

Gold i\Iedals for Mathematics, obtained by 
i\Ii s Jane Hefferan and Miss Georgia Cannon. 

Gold Medal for Arithmetic, obtained by Miss 
F. Coffey. 

Gold Medal for Elocution, obtained by Mis 
Gladys West. 

Gold Medal in Senior Univer ity Course of 
l\Iusic, awarded to r.Iiss Rita Simpson. 

ilver Medal in Junior University Course of 
i\Iusic, awarded to Miss Iercedes Doyle. 

Silver Lyre in Primary University Cour e of 
i\Iusic, awarded to Mis Bernice Rochford. 

First Prize for ·water Color , awarded to Miss 
Elizabeth i\1cGreevy. 

First Prize for Drawing, awarded to Miss Do
rothy Barker. 

First Prize for Drawing from Cast, awarded 
to ?-.Iiss Yeronica Altenburg. 

First Prize for China Painting, awarded to 
::\Iiss Ethel Lundy, 2nd. to Miss Margaret Burch
ill, 3rd. to Miss Ro ina i\Ierle. 

First Prize for French, obtained by Mi s Rita 
Simpson. 

Prizes for French, merited by Miss Veronica 
Altenburg, Frances Coffey, and Georgia Cannon, 
obtained by 1is Veronica Altenburg. 

First Prize in Intermediate German Cour e, 
obtained by Elizabeth Robin on, 2nd. Prize, Mi s 
Florilla Webb. 

Fir t Prize for Elocution m Senior Depart-

ment, awarded to l\Iiss Webb and Miss Mc
Greevy. 

First Prize in Intermediate Department, l\Iis 
gnes i\Iudd. 
First Prize in Junior Department, l\Iiss Elea

nor Lilley. 
Prize for Penman hip, awarded to l\Ii s l\Iary 

Leary. 
Prize for Charity in Conversation, obtained by 

i\Ii s Elizabeth Robinson. 
Prize for Amiability, obtained by i\Iiss Lu

cille i\IcGuire. 
Prize for Order, obtained by 1iss i\1argarct 

Burchill. 
Prize for Ladylike Deportment, merited by 

Elizabeth Robinson, Rita Simpson, Mercedes 
Doyle, Florilla Webb, obtained by Miss Rita 
Simpson. 

Prize for Fidelity to School Rules, merited by 
Iargaret Burchill and Rita Simpson, obtained 

by i\Iargaret Burchill. 
Prize for Prompt Return after Vacation, 

merited by Elizabeth Robin on, Marjorie Beck, 
Agnes Buddle, Elizabeth McGreevy, Agnes 
Mudd, Frances Coffey, Josephine Kiep, Alice 
Ridout, obtained by Agnes Mudd. 

Prize for Plain Sewing, obtained by Eleanor 
Lilley. 

Prize for Darning, obtained by l\Iargaret 
Brooks. 

Prize for Fancy Work, obtained by Bernice 
Rochford. 

First Prize in 2nd. Academic, obtained by 
Kathleen Ridout. 

First Prize for Composition, merited by Kath
leen O'Brien and Eleanor Lilley, obtained by 
Kathleen O'Brien. 

Prize for General Proficiency in 1st. Academic, 
obtained by Elizabeth Robinson. 

Prize for French, obtained by Jane Ilc-fferan. 
Prize for French in Junior Department, ob

tained by Eleanor Ryan. 
pecial Prize for French andi German, awarded 

to Helen Langmuir. 
Prize for Catechism, obtained by Josephine 

Kiep. 
Prize for Compo ition, merited by Clare Ryan 

and Lillian i\1cChe ney, ol tained by Lillian l\Ic
Chesney. 
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Prize for Grammar, merited by Mary Dolan 
and Anna Ryan, obtained by i\Iary Dolan. 

Prize for rithmel:ic, obtaine I by Rosina 
l\Ierle. 

Prize for General Improvement in Class vVork, 
obtained by Helen Spillane. 

Ju 'IOR DEPARTMENT. 

ilver Cross for Catechism, obtained by Elea
nor i\Ici\Ianus. 

Gold Anchor for Fidelity to School Rules, ob
tained by lare Ryan. 

Prize for Prompt Return after Vacation, 
merited by Hazel Freeman, faro-aret Bampfield, 
Rita Coffey, obtained by Rita Coffey. 

Prize for Order and ~ eatness, obtained by Ivy 
l\Iamby. 

Prize for .\miability, obtained by Harriet 
Newman. 

Gold Pens-First Prize for vVritino--Anna 
Ryan. Second Prize, Ivy i\Iamby. 

ilver Thimble for Fancy Work, obtai!1'ed by 
Ivy ::\famby. 

Fir t Prize for Plain Sewing, :Margaret Bamp
field. 

Gold Thimble for Darning, obtained by Rita 
Coffey. 

Prize for Ladylike Deportment, obtained by 
l\Iary Willox. 

Prize for French, obtained by Lucia Olmstead. 
Prize for being good little girls, a warded to 

l\Iargnerite Bracken, i\Iildrecl Duignan, . 1ary 
Daw on, and Letitia Devine. 

Prize for General Satisfaction in English, 
awarclecl to ~fargaret Duignan . 

~o large, generous soul was ever a warner. 
Calmness , serenity, poise, and power to move 
through life rhythmically, without jar or fret, 
are characteristic of greatness and true nobility. 

The law of the harve t is to r ap more than 
yon s?w. ow an act and you reap a habit; ow 
a habit and yon reap a character; ow a charac
ter and yon reap a destiny. 

~etter - @o~. 

LORETTO Cor \ 'ENT, JoLIET, Ill. 
DE.\R R.\INJlOW: 

The vi it of the world-renowned tenor, aruso, 
to our convent is indeed an event to be recorded. 
For ome years, Father Tonello had been telling 
us of him, of his wonderful voice, hi kindness of 
heart, charming personality, and, al ove all, of 
their friend hip and his promi ·e to visit Joliet , 
on his We tern tour. We really never dreamed 
that he would come to the convent, so when the 
telephone rang announcing his arrival in the city, 
and his intended vi it, in about an hour, we were 
just a wee bit flurried . All the outside schools 
were notified and the nuns dismissed and came 
home. 

The hour leno-thened into almo t three before 
the automobile stopped before the Public Library 
and the Mayor and city officials who were doing 
the honors went in-Caruso, his physician and 
Father Tonello came over to us . They were met 
at the door by the entire Community-I am sure 
the forty Religious made an imposing array. The 
great tenor conversed in French and Italian-he 
does not know English. He told us he had no in
struction in sino-ing, except in his youth, a few 
elementary les ons from an old priest; that he 
had never experienced any rio-idity of the muscles 
of the throat; and that he had learned to sino- by 

b 
. 0 

o servmg how his manner of singing pleased or 
affected his audience. 

Of course, we urged Father Tonello to ask him 
to sing, a phra e even. Caruso declined as he 
was under contract, and laughingly aid: ·' I can
not, I have had an American dinner. However, I 
will leave you ome of my notes." Ile asked for 
paper and pencil, and, with a few strokes, drew 
an admirable caricature of him elf, with the staff 
and the three C' issuino- from hi mouth. 

You can imagine how di appointed the pupil 
were when, after their long wait, they were told 
that Caruso would not sing this time, but would 
come later. Mi s Irene Gleason, representing 
the school, then presented him with the lovelie t 
rose the florist could procure. Turning to Fath
·cr Tonello, he said, "I will sing." Fortunately, 
he had a copy of Faust, from which he sang a 
part of the Garden cene, that hawed his won-
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derful voice to the greatest advantage. The mem
ory of its "liquid sweetness," as Father Tonello 
calls it, will long linger with us. 

. S. M. L. 

When it was learned in Joliet that Caruso was 
safe and sound in San Francisco, the pupils 
joined in a letter congratulating him upon his 
escape from that terrible upheaval and confla
gration. The letter followed him to Chicago, 
New York, Florence, Paris, and caught him in 
London. 

The following is the kindly reply received by 
the pupils to-day: 

To the Pupils of St. Mary's Academy, Joliet, 
Illinois. 

You rG LADIES-I have not words enough to 
thank you for the kind letter received from you, 
and for the interest you have taken in me during 
the late catastrophe in San Francisco. God has 
been pleased to save my life in such a great ca
lamity. Let us return thanks to Him alone. 
Again, millions of thanks. 

Sincerely, 
ENRICO CARUSO. 

Hotel Cecil, London, England, May 31, 1906. 

LORETTO ACADEMY, 

SAULT STE. MARIE, June r, 1906. 

DEAR MARGARET: 

To comply with your request-to give you an 
account of all the delightful amusements at the 
Academy-would be almost an impossibility, so 
numerous and varied are they; but I will try to 
describe to you a few events of general interest. 
The first claimant to our attention is our "Para
dise Lost," prepared in the form of a class speci
men. We were introduced to the "Lower Re
gions" and their occupants by one of our "little 
girls," whose depth of thought and forcible de
lineation proved to us how great must have been 
the wrath of the Creator when He brought such 
a place into existence. Having studied all of the 
twelve Books, as some have not the opportunity 
of doing, we followed our First Parents from 
their happy beginning until "they, hand in hand, 

with wandering steps and slow, through Eden 
took their solitary way." Our class essayist 
ended the seance by philosophizing on the 
theme, taken as a whole. The naive connecting 
parts were decidedly amusing-for those who un
derstood the hidden meanings. Our esteemed 
pastor, Rev. A. Gagnieur, S. J., who always en
courages our literary efforts by his greatly-ap
preciated pres·ence, congratulated us in his usual 
happy manner, emphasizing the obvious thor
oughness of our work While the seance was in 
progress, we were delighted with the two addi
tional auditors who unexpectedly favored us, 
Rev. J. O'Lane, S. J., and Rev. B. Hazelton, S. 
J., who seemed to enjoy the wise reflections of 
our thoughtful "Sweet Sixteen" and her dear 
little companion. 

You have always taken such an interest in our 
Literaries, I wish you could have been at the 
last. For some this means the last of the year 
only, but for many of us,-how we almost dread
ed to see this day go by, for it is, indeed, our last 
and, in the future, if we ever attend these glad 
assemblies, it will be only as visitors. "Some 
Stories of Vocation" headed the programme; 
does this not seem appropriate? The first mttn
ber wa a choral, "On Life's Journey," and, if 
we follow the words of the song, we note that 
"All is bright in our sight," but beyond what we 
can see, little is known; however, we ·will hope 
for as "clear sailing" as has been predicted, and 
as we have enjoyed in the happy past. 

An essay on "Rasselas" gave evidence of 
promising talent from a Junior member, while 
"The Vocation of Aurora Leigh" proved that, at 
least, one prospective graduate is reasoning very 
sensibly about this all-important topic. 

A very sweet recitation, "The Lost Vocation," 
added greatly to the programme, especially by 
the touching manner in which it was recited. 
Then Mother Frances Raphael's little story, 
"Aroer," was reviewed, showing how carefully 
she has depicted the three vocations in the three 
principal characters; the youthful essayist left us 
with ample and diversified food for reflection, 
commenting so favorably on the choice of the 
"better part," the perfect wife, and even the Old 
Maid, that we would be quite in a quandary were 
not "Our times in God's Hands." 

Tennyson was not forgotten; ind.._ed, such 
would be impossible. Only a short time ago, we 
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imagined ourselves in search of the Holy Grail, 
while this time selections from "Gareth and 
Lynette" were delightfully dramatized, Lance
lot, on both occasions, being rather prominent, 
if not fighting lions at some entry, then assisting 
Gareth in his scheme of disguising himself at 
court. The humility of Gareth and the petulant 
tyrannizing of Lynette were admirably portrayed. 

An essay on "The Light of Asia" was next 
read. How sorry we felt for poor Siddartha, so 
great was his desire to discover the right path, 
and how very near he was to the goal at which 
he aimed, but what was it that was lacking? 
Only one step-one link-but as Schiller tells us, 
"one note from harmony, and one color from the 
rainbow, the rest is nothing." If only he had that 
one light-Christianity-how different all would 
have been; what he longed and craved for, 
would have been found. 

Now we are carried to another scene-Pan
cratius in deep and serious converse with his 
mother, Lucina. Here is Christianity presented 
in its purest form. How patriotic to see the fond 
parent urging her son, spurring him on, in the 
footsteps of his martyred father, and what a 
spirit of loyalty and love Pancratius reveals in 
bearing what to him seemed the greatest of in
sults,-to be called a coward. But not only this 
was he ready and willing to stand. He was pre
pared to suffer martyrdom. How mean and 
little our petty trials seem in comparison. 

"Jesus, Lover of My Soul," closed the long list 
of literary meetings. For four years regularly, 
every month, we have participated in programmes 
evidencing taste and care. What an infinity of 
invaluable lessons have here been learned! How 
many new thoughts expressed for the benefit of 
the class! Though we must now say good-bye to 
these, yet, years will not blot them from our 
memory, because they have become a part of our 
very existence, making us realize the superiority 
of Literature as a moulder of character, over 
every other branch. "Every spirit bless the 
Lord"-but what other study so influences our 
whole lives, casting its radiance over the whole 
tenor of existence? A radiance so heightened by 
spirituality that nothing can dim its splendor. 

Well, spring, the long-wished-for, is indeed 
here with its multiplicity of fascinations, and not 
confined to natural beauties either. What has the 
lovely month of May brought to us in our peace-

ful Alma Mater? Ah, such happiness ! Short, 
some may say, but for that reason the sweeter. 
What was our unspeakabl-e joy on being told one 
day, "You will go into retreat to-morrow icven
ing." We had almost given up hopes of having 
one, so, needless to tell you, the prospect of three 
days of qui·et and recolleotion was hailed with 
sincere delight by all. 

To think of having four conferences a -day! 
and such interesting ones; delightful, because so 
practical. "Strength of Character" was Father 
Gagnieur's first subject of discussion, and he cer
tainly did it justice, if the impression left on his 
audi-cnce be taken into consideration. The ser
mons on "The Last Judgment" and "Hell" had 
their usual effect; perhaps you know what it is. 
To tell you all we heard from Rev. W. Gagmeur, 
S . J., who, in spite of his missionary labors, so 
kindly consented to devote a few days to us, 
would probably seem too much like sermonizing, 
and that I will not attempt, suffice it to say, we 
needed the retreat badly and all profited by it. 

But this is not all that May brought us. It 
also heralded a feast day-our pastor's. A little 
· programme was prepared as a surprise for him, 
and one which evidently pleased him very much. 
All were attired in white, and formed a pretty 
picture among the flowers and ferns. The piano 
solos, songs and recitations were all accordant 
with the occasion, one, the opening song, "Wel
come to Loretto," being especially suitable for 
the event. The little children had many numbers, 
in all of which they distinguished themselves by 
their sweet, childish simplicity. 

Some of the French Class pupils took part in a 
French dialogu-e, "Marie Stuart," and they ac
quitted themselves with such credit that Father 
could not help addressing them in that tongue, 
after thanking us for the pleasure we had giv:!n 
him. 

Our musicians were called upon to grace the 
occasion in their delightfully entertaining way. 
Mendelssohn's sweet "Spring Song" was played 
by one of the younger pupils, who evidenced her 
superior musical abilities. Another piano solo 
which elicited much applause was "Marceau en 
Forme d'Etude," by W ellenhaupt, while 
Haydn's "Sonata in E flat" delighted the listen
ers, so well was it ·executed by our recognized 
musician. Veazie's "Morning Invitation," sung 
by the choral class, was charmingly appropriate, 
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for it described just such a beautiful spring as we 
are now enjoying. 

Father Gagnieur was presented with two beau
tiful bouquets; one from the little girls, the 
"Lambs of his fold," as the donor expressed 
herself, so we may say the other was from the 
"Sheep." 
· The beautiful "Festal Greeting," written by 

our local bard, was so suggestive of our senti
ments, and so impressive, that I cannot refrain 
from quoting it-

The sunlight beams in radiant smile 
On Nature in her sweetest way, 

Bidding her don her fairest garb 
Because it is thy festal day. 

The birds sing out their gladdest notes, 
Spreading in joyous tones and bright 

The welcome tidings everywhere 
That hail we with such fond delight. 

The zephyrs whispered lovingly 
And gentler fanned this world of ours, 

That naught may mar the bliss serene 
Of feast day's happy, golden hours. 

The river murmured pleasantly 
And sparkled twice as fair as aye, 

Paying mute homage, highest praise 
To honor this immortal day. 

The rapids rushed in merry mirth, 
Impulsive danced for very glee, 

Filling the air with echo loud 
Proclaiming glad festivity. 

So let us join with ature fair 
And blithsome our best tribute pay 

To our loved Pastor, whom we greet 
Exultant on his festal clay. 

:\fay golden sunlight ever shed 
Its radiance o'er life's happy path, 

May melodies in sweet attune 
Prelude a blissful aftermath. 

And may fond memory's gentle winds 
Forever whisper as they blow 

Of clays beside St. Mary's stream 
And dancing rapids' crystal flow. 

May every voice in nature sing 
With sweetest tones of lively glee 

The fondest wishes, brightest hopes 
Loretto's children have for thee! 

This beautiful month, productive of such last
ing benefits for all of us, must have an appro
priate ·ending and could you but have witnessed 
it, you would agree with us in saying, our be t 
attempts were made in endeavoring to how our 
appreciation of the special protection our Bies eel 
Mother has had for us. All the girls formed 
ranks in the schoolroom, and proceeded through 
the corridors to the chapel, where the presidem 
of our "Children of Mary" sociality laid a crown 
of fragrant flowers at the feet of our Blessed 
Lady. Then, after hymns were sung, suggestive 
of our love and veneration, the Holy Hour began 
-a sweet prelude to the lovely month of roses. 
Ushered in under such favorable auspices, let us 
hope that June will smile pleasantly on us, mak
ing the memories of our last convent days a de
lightful "possession forever." 

Dear Girls: 

Yours affectionately, 
ELIZABETH M. Cox . 

RAINBOW LA rn, June, 1906. 

Blue bells are swinging in the summer winds 
and ringing a reunion call. Quickly you re
spond to their fragrant invitation and are in the 
midst of ideal scenes. The air itself seems per
meated with happiness, and the festive appear
ance of our Al1lla Mater betokens unusual joy. Is 
01Lr return to her loved precincts the cause? Our 
query remains unanswered, and we stroll clown 
Rosary Walk, so filled with prayerful memories. 
Tts trees have not been idle all these years, and 
its entire length has a restful archway of green. 
Here and there at our feet are dainty wild flow
ers that only summer heat can coax into bloom. 
Here, too, are shade-loving ferns from many a 
nook on the islands. What a tale they could tell 
of heartless raids that resulted in th~ir being 
transplanted, but the tender care and solicitude 
that followed wooed them into vigorous life. 
Around the shrine of the Holy Family their 
fronds are gracefully waving. These in par
ticular bring to our minds the untiring fidelity of 
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the inspirer of our floral adventures in tending 
the spoil s of our outings. But the ferns are not 
alone in thi tale of transportation. Nearby is a 
stately Norway pine flourishing as if in the land 
of the Vikings. Rivalling it in height are _s(en
d·er poplars grown almost beyond recog111t10n. 
Royal oaks and far-spreading maples arouse all 
latent patriotism, for did not the former on~e 
shelter a charter of liberty from a tyrant, and 1s 
not the latter a fitting symbol of our dearly
loved land? Now we are beneath well-remem
bered branches. Here many a basket was filled 
with butternuts and beechnuts. Cedars, pines and 
hemlocks still tell their old story of constancy 
through yearly changes, and looking on them we 
commune with our hearts on the fidelity of a few 
cherished friends. The sumach and mountain 
ash give no indication of their coming scarlet 
splendor, but we know full well what a feast of 
color the autumn days will develop. Let us re
trace our steps, for even the whispering birches 
will not tell us why all Nature is thrilling with 
joy. Gentle winds, the fresh fragrance of early 
summer blossoms, the soothing greens of shrubs 
and trees, the sweet, true notes of birds of song, 
the white floating clouds so filmy, yet able to hid-: 
the all-beautiful on that memorable Thursday, 
the brilliant, life-giving sunshine, the deep-voiced, 
thousand-tongued waters are Niagara's orchestra 
this glorious June morning. vVho could blame 
the pagans for worshipping :Nature when we 
feel so strongly the subtlety of her charms? For 
us it i all a great surswn corda and joyfully we 
exclaim, "Blessed be the Lord God this day. Let 
us extol His name." W·e are now before our 
Al Illa Mater, and at last understand the mysteri
ous gladness felt from the moment of our arrival. 
Human voices have joined nature's orchestra in 
praising the "unspeakable gift." We turn 
towards the little Church of Our Lady of Peace 
and behold a vast procession. Places once ours 
arc filled by white-robed, school girls. Privileged 
tiny ones are scattering fairest blo soms on the 
pathway of Him who, when on earth, found 
solace in their innocent hearts. Then come other 
devout worshippers, old and young, and lastly the 
priests of the Lord bringing the "Desired of Na
tions," our "Emmanuel." Reverently they ascend 
the teps of the altar and once again is He lifted 
up who draw all things to Himself. Oh, the en
rapturing grand·eur of Corpu Christi amidst 

such unrivalled sublimity! Its unique glory which 
was keenly felt, even in our youthful clays, is 
realized anew with the greater intensity that time 
is wont to bring. Throned on the height above 
Niagara's turmoil, at the threshold of our Alma 
Mater, our King receives the homage of His 
creatures. A from innumerable censers. the 
spray from the rapids ascends, and is reinforced 
by gigantic clouds from the depths of the falling 
waters. Closer to the throne of the Lamb that 
was slain are shrubs with a forest of blossoms, 
and sweetest of these is the Rose of Sharon, 
with ro es of lesser fame. Their incense unites 
with that at the altar, the chant of the worship
pers is hushed, all heads are bowed, the b ... nedic
tion is given, and all hearts feel the fullness of 
His presence. There seems a new note of joy in 

iagara's ever-sounding organ, and should it not 
be so, since the Lord of nature was raised in 
blessing above her? Our Landate has now a 
deeper meaning, for we see more clearly the in
finite love that brought us, even for a time, into 
the glories of Thabor. MARY T. 

DEAR 1\L\RGARET : 

LORETTO CONVENT, 
JACKSON PARK TERRAC~ 

CHICAGO, June, 1906. 

Your very strongly-expressed desire for an
other peep into this Western Utopia meets with 
a willing compliance. To our mind the great
est event since last writing was the dedication of 
our new convent by His Grace, Most Rev. James 
E. Quigley. For weeks before we talked of this 
event, and now that it is over, "us little ones," 
when anxious to be accurate about personal prop
erty, prefix dedication to every article worn on 
the eventful day. Had we a museum, some of 
these relics would surely be donated, that future 
generations might be duly impressed by our 
·efforts to make the occasion memorable. o 
doubt you would say we had King's weather, but 
we loyal Americans called it President's. It mat
ters not who ruled the day, for within and with
out all was sunshine. The gracious presence of 
Rev. Mother Ignatia and M. 1\I. Francis from 
Toronto, gave additional brightness to every de
tail. The arrival of the Archbishop nearly an 
hour ahead of time was an unexpected boon, for 
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LORETTO CONVENT, JACKSON PARK TERRACE, CHICAGO 

it brought us the privilege of a very delightful in
formal visit with him. Among the gm:sts were 
Alumnre of various Loretros in Canada and 
United States, and here let me whisper a secret. 
Former pupils of Niagara Falls interested His 
Grace particularly. He spoke of his occasional 
visits to your convent, and of the kindly greetings 
always given him. Evidently his thoughts went 
back to days less filled with care, spent in the 
midst of devoted parishioners in the city of Buf
falo. 

The impressive dedicatory exercises were fol
lowed by solemn high mass. The sacred liturgy 
was rendered more imposing by the presence of a 
large number of clergy, while the unequalled Gre
gorian chant had its own peculiar part in lifting 
"up our minds to heavenly desires." Wi!I you 
think us rather inconsistent on hearing that a 
banquet succeeded the spiritual side of the cele
bration? Rather say to yourself we are human, 
very human at times, and really enjoy all earthly 
favors sent by a kind Providence. 

Some hours later, a literary and musical pro·· 
gramme was rendered, chiefly by the Alumnre 
Your convent was well represented. Miss Maud 
Merle addressed the Archbishop on behalf of the 
Alumnre, and later gave the audience a rare vocal 
treat. Miss Anna Merle contributed a brilliant 
piano selection. Miss Alice Smith's harp solo 
brought forth unusual applause. Excellent 
choruses were rendered by Chicago and Joliet 

pupils. Toronto, Hamilton and Sault Ste. Marie 
were also ably represented. This day of reunion 
ended all too soon, but is still fruitful in very 
happy recollections of a truly ideal event. 

Several rare intellectual treats have been ours 
during the past month. Mr. C. E. Griffith fav
ored us with his interpretation of some of 
Skakespeare's plays. His idea is that the best 
in literature and art should be so presented to the 
young as to win them from ever seeking any
thing lower, when thrown on their own re
sources. His readings were a realization of this 
aim, for they awakened in us an intense desire 
for a repetition of these delightful hours. 

In "Macbeth" the all-absorbing misery of re
morse was powerfully illustrated. In the ban
quet scene we could not picture a more intense 
terror in the real Macbeth than was portrayed 
by Mr. Griffith. Again, as "Henry V .," he was 
the brave soldier and thoroughly Christian King 
attributing all success to God, and no monarch 
could have looked more kingly. 

In "Julius Cresar" it is hard to say which 
scene was best presented. At the assassination 
we saw the stage filled with conspirators and 
Cresar striving vainly to save himself. Then the 
funeral scene was effectively brought before us, 
and here we saw the two types of friendship,
Brutus, whose love lacked perfect trust, and 
Mark Antony, who alone had courage to face 
popular opinion, whose loyalty never wavered, 
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whose affection was not shaken even by strong 
circumstantial evid·ence that Cresar was am
bitious. 

In the "Merchant of Venice" we realized anew 
the malicious hatred of Shylock anci the charm
ing womanliness of Portia. Richard III's re
morse had its own peculiar presentation, and 
herein was displayed the unusual talent of the 
artist, that similar features in the various plays 
were not mere reproductions of one another. 
The intense wrath of King Lear had a portrayal 
all its own, as had that of Macduff, and Mac
beth's terror on seeing Banquo's ghost was un
like that of Brutus at Philippi. It seems as if 
Shakespeare makes one rather garrulous and 
surely that is not best. Lovingly, 

DEAR RAINBOW : 

M. J.M. 

CoLEGIO DE LORETO, 
CASTILLEJA DE LA CUESTA, 

SEVILLE, Spain. 

You will be glad to hear that our King was in 
Seville during Holy Week, where the ceremonies 
are very solemnly carried out, as they are, in 
fact, in all the large cities of Spain. o traffic 
is allowed in the streets from the afternoon of 
Spy Wednesday till the morning of Holy Satur
day. All must go on foot-the King as well as 
the peasant. His Majesty and the Infantes and 
thei r suites go along the streets to the Cathedral 
every morning like ordinary mortals, without 
guard or protection. 

A most impressive ceremony took place on 
Good Friday. After the adoration of the Cross, 
the Dean of the Chapter of the Cathedral ap
proached the King, who wa kneeling in the 
sanctuary, with a silver tray, on which were 
twenty-four cards tied with black ribbon, con
taining the names of twenty-four crim inals and 
thei r respective crimes-all under sentence of 
death. On presenting the tray, the Dean said in 
a loud voice, "Does Your Majesty pardon these 
criminal ?" To which the King replied, "As I 
hope for pardon from Goel , so do I pardon these 
criminals," at the same time laying his hand on 
the tray. The black ribbons were then changed 
for white. 

The processions of the figures repre enting the 

persons who took part in the Passion of our 
Lord, which are carried on "pasos" through the 
streets, are a special feature of Holy Week in 
Seville. One of the figures represents our Lord 
carrying His Cross, the face -is so beautiful that 
it excites all who see it to pity, and sorrow for 
offending that God who looks so meek in the 
midst of His sufferings. It is the work of a fa
mous sculptor, Montanes, and is several hun
dred years old. During the midnight procession, 
on Holy Thursday, at a certain point in one of 
the streets, the bearers stop for a moment, for 
there the moon shines full on the beautiful face, 
and the effect is wonderful. It is a remarkable 
fact that the weather is invariably fine all through 
Holy Week. 

The Infanta Maria Teresa, sister to the King, 
and her young husband, Infante Fernando of Ba
varia, drove up to the convent in a landau drawn 
by four mules, on the afternoon of His Majesty's 
departure for the Isle of Wight. They first pro
ceeded to the chapel to pay a visit to the Blessed 
Sacrament, and then passed clown through the 
patio, where the pupils were drawn up awaiting 
them. They conversed with some whose parents 
they knew, chatted with the nuns, signed the visit
ors' book, and said good-bye, leaving every 01Te 
delighted with the visit. 

:-I. s. 

HASTINGS, England. 
DEAR SR. F.-

I have just returned from Paris, and, as I 
understand you are about to issue a "Royal \Ved
ding" number, I hasten to give you a slight id·ea 
of the indignation felt everywhere on this side of 
the Atlantic at the dastardly attempt on the life 
of the young monarch and his bride, whose es
cape-the universal opinion is-was miraculous. 

o Royal wedding, within my recollection, has 
been so popular as this one, which unites once 
more Spain with England. Never has genuine 
affection been more apparent, hence both sides of 
the Channel felt delight at the touch of nature so 
seldom found in marriages of this sort. Picture, 
then, the horror with which the news was re
ceived in England and France !-it was imply 
unparalleled. 

To marvel that the hearts of their Spani h 
subjects are drawn more closely to them at sight 
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of the nobh~, courageous manner in which both 
behaved under such trying circumstances. The 
King has shown himself a hero, the Queen has 
proved herself his equal in her brave efforts to 
control her feelings, when suddenly brought face 
to face with the peril of assassination in its dead
liest form. Let us hope that the omen is one that 
only tends to prove that King Alfonso and Queen 
Victoria will jointly overcome the trials and dif
ficulties which may beset their pathway. Spain 
loves her young King with a deep and lasting 
affection. The Spaniards approve of the sweet 
English beauty he has chosen to share his throne, 
and whose radiant smile and grace captivated 
them from the first, for no foreign bride of Span
ish monarch ever met with such an enthusiastic 
reception as that tendered the Princess Ena as 
she wtered Spain. 

An old proverb says, "Happy is the wooing 
that is not long a-doing." I remember, last year, 
after the Cowes regatta, a friend of mine who 
never misses that part of the season's festivities, 
told me that the belle of the Yacht Club ball was 
the young daughter of Princess Henry of Batten
berg. Soon afterwards, rumor was busy with 
the tal-e that the King of Spain was negotiating 
for the hand of Princess Patricia of Connaught. 
Whether there was truth in this report or not, it 
matters little, for, like a f eu de joie, the news 
burst forth later, that he had fallen desperately 
in love, at first sight, with Princess Ena; and 
ever since, people were rejoiced and entertained 
by the unusual fact of a real live King testifying 
before all the world, by his actions, that such wa::i 
truly the case. A charming feature was the way 
in which they and the Princess Henry went about 
motoring, driving, walking, yachting, in and 
around the Isle of Wight, as well as in London, 
so that all who ran might read, for his devotion 
was quite evident. 

A rather interesting item came to my notice in 
one of the journals, and which I think worthy of 
repetition. It seems, when Queen Victoria was 
alive, she gave Princess Henry of Battenberg the 
key and contents of an old chest which had not 
been used for centuries, and which contained 
some priceless old lace,-amongst it were the 
bridal veil, and magnificent Spanish lace which 
trimmed the wedding-dress of Catharine of Ara
gon. This was presented to Princess Ena, who 
was to wear it at her marriage. \ i\Thether she did 

so I cannot tell, but the lace was said to have been 
untouched since the day of the ill-fated Cath
arine. 

It was rumored that part of the honeymoon 
was to be spent in Ireland, and again, that the 
wise young Queen decided that its full term 
should be exclusively passed in the midst of her 
Spanish subjects. In this I think she showed 
herself tactful and thoughtful as her uncle, King 
Edward. No doubt, the time will come when Ire
land will welcome King Alfonso and his Queen, 
but their own people have, certainly, the first 
claim. I should have said their own country, for, 
in Ireland they will meet with many descendants 
of that grand old Spain which lies beyond. 

I never saw Paris looking so beautiful as it 
does at present, the foliage is so luxuriant, and 
the Bois and Champs Elysees are perfectly lovely. 
I noticed several ladies at church, dressed in or
dinary costume, who were pointed out to me as 
some of the nuns who had been disbanded. Many 
of them keep their schools just the same, only arc 
not permitted to wear the religious dress. 

I attended a most interesting ceremony, on 
May 30th., at the cemetery of Picpus convent, 
namely, the placing of wreaths upon the grave of 
Lafayette who, with his wife and her relatives, 
is interred in this secluded spot. A beautiful 
garden serves as entrance to the cemetery, and 
the convent is a lovely old pile of pre-Revolution 
construction. 

Several notable Americans were present. An 
interesting feature was the discovery by my 
cousin, Mr. Victor Collins, Paris representative 
of the New York Snn, that the sixteen Carmelite 
nuns, beatified by His Holiness the previous Sun
day, who were martyred during the Reign of 
Terror, and were contemporaries of Lafayette, 
were, by a singular coincidence, buried opposite 
the place where he was afterward laid to rest, in 
1834. My cousin proved this by pamphlets, pub
lished at the time of the Revolution, and now in 
his possession. 

I may mention that a friend of mine, Miss Rus
sell, who recently visited your picturesque home, 
has just called to see me, and she says her only 
regret is that she cannot han her schooldays over 
again, for she would certai~ly elect to have them 
at iagara convent. She begs me to send her 
kind remembrance to you who so courteously ·c11-

'.ertained her. Never will she forget the delight-
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ful day spent at the home of the RAINBOW-she 
says it was worth all the rest of her trip. 

M ARIE JOSEPHINE O'DOWDA. 

Scbool <Ibtontcle. 

May! The glint of bird wings and the flutter 
of summer leaflets! Over the whole landscape 
an air of youth and freshness and invigorating 
in piration, and th~ sweet fragrance of lilac and 
fruit-tree bloom. What heart does not thrill at 
the mere mention of spring-what mind so mate
rial that it does not rejoice at the first song of the 
robin? Oh, little bird of song and story, how 
thy clear strain echoes and reechoes from ages 
past, and lingers in the heart of the world's chil
dren-first love of every cottage child, last love 
of work-worn and venerable peasant. 

The tiniest waif in the tenement claps her 
hands and smiles at a stray pussy-willow that she 
chances to find, and her baby heart sings with joy 
at the sparse blades of grass that grow between 
the pavement stones; yet, to her spring means 
only the cessation of biting cold and the absence 
of those discomforts that the poorly fed and clad 
alone can know. Even our more fortunate city 
friends do not fully enjoy the delights of spring 
or the pleasure of living in close companionship 
with Dame Nature, and meeting her in her own 
haunts, where the ear becomes attuned to her 
wondrous messages and the birds warble as if 
echoing melodi·es caught from paradise. Truly 
Niagara is her sacred temple. 

l\Iay second-Laing's Planetarium explained 
by its inventor, Mr. Alexander Laing, in an in
teresting and instructive lecture, so comprehen
sive and entertaining that, at the close, the 
youngest child could have explained many of the 
principles of the science of Astronomy. 

Mr. Laing's discourse was many-sided. He 
clearly demonstrated that every form of knowl
edge, when rightly US'ed, powerfully disposes the 
mind to the discharge of duty; while the habit 
of ignoring God in our intellectual operations 
tends, by the unnatural separation of knowledge 
and reflection from their true end, to induce 
habitual forgetfulness of duty. "If," said Mr. 
Laing, "the untutored savage sees God in the 
clouds and hears Him in the wind, surely the 

Christian astronomer will not less easily detect 
evidences of divine wisdom in the phenomena 
which he notes and studies." 

Mr. Laing remarked on the distances, magni
tudes, den ities and motions of the planets, fixed 
stars and nebula!; the processes by which they 
may have reached their present conditions and 
positions; and the physical laws which, by their 
action, have brought about these results, carry
ing his observations into the most remote regions 
of space made possible by the most perfect in
struments, building his definitions upon the most 
solid foundations of science, and, then finding 
no language capable of expressing his final con
clusion but that of inspiration: "How great are 
Thy works, 0 Lord ! Thou hast made all things 
in wisdom." 

May fourth-The glorious spring weather 
eems to have brought in its wake many surprise1:, 

and pleasures. An event that figures under the 
head of both is the vis-it of Very Rev. G. icol
aye, Esquimault, B. C. 

After a tour among the wonders of Niagara 
and the many charming nooks about Loretto, 
Father Nicolaye came to the study hall, where, 
at his appearance, the almost rigid expression of 
attention that usually adorns the brows of the 
seniors during this delightful ( ?) hour, vanished 
in a smile of anticipation, for there was a pre
sentiment of thrilling narratives about to be told 
-and who is so old as to lose interest in stories? 

Our flash of intuition was correct. There were 
stories-an abundance of them,-and it would be 
difficult to find a happier raconteur than our hon
ored guest, for all was fact, related in a manner 
that pleased by its simplicity. 

Many and interesting were the tales of a mis
sionary's experience among the Indians in the 

orthwest; and we could not fail to appreciate 
the nobility of a life sacrificed in the cause of 
Christianizing these savages. It was with sin
cere regret, mingled with heartfelt wishes for his 
safety and the success of his mission, that we saw 
the good Father depart. 

May seventh-St. Catharine's Literary Club 
had whiled away the long winter months amid 
the glories of southern France and Italy-thanks 
to the kindness of Mrs. J. J. Faltis, nee Miss 
Pearl Fraser-and, when the snow and wind 
were wild without, we were lounging in the 
bade of the palm and olive trees, listening to the 
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nightingales, or delving among the ruins ot 
ancient chateaux. Many were the experiences of 
some of the members-for it is a difficult matter 
to look graceful on a donkey's back-and though 
earth and sky, yes, even the very birds were woo
ing us onward with their glorious songs and fill
ing us with curiosity and deep longing to see the 
land that lay beyond, we were forced to stop in 
our flower-strewn path and turn back, for one of 
our party was missing. At last we found her for-
aken donkey nibbling the grass by the wayside, 

and farther on was the delinquent. There she 
sat in the midst of a vineyard, about her the 
luscious fruit fell in clusters-alas! who would 
not be tempted? We drew her away and set out 
once more for those distant cities that were loom
ing on the horizon. 

Through some the light of modernism had 
not yet penetrated. Ladies with hoop-skirts and 
powdered hair stared in horror and amazement 
at our twentieth-century costumes. And often 
we passed through the corridors of ancient castles 
and palaces and fancied we heard the swish of 
silken skirts and saw disappearing into some 
luxurious apartment the stately ghost of a former 
chatelaine, visiting once again the haunts where 
she had ruled the hearts of men. We visited all, 
and stepped from "The Old Road Through 
France to Florence" to greet His Royal High
ness Prince Arthur of Connaught, an account of 
whose visit will be found in these pages. 

And then-most opportune of coincidents-a 
few clays after we were in Erin, following with 
keenest interest the affairs of "A Fair Maid of 
Connaught," and perhaps it was but natural that 
some of the maidens should have enjoyed the so
ciety and heart affairs of "Eileen" more than re
search amid musty palaces and fortresses. And 
"Rory O'Hare!" Unromantic indeed is the dam
sel who cannot appreciate the situation of "Eileen 
and Rory," or who fails to s·ee humor in the 
depth of poor "Rory's" affection and the embar
ras ment of "Lord Eversley." 

The direction in which the next journey of the 
club will lead is undecided, and so, while we wait, 
our air-ships are heing put in order. 

May thirteenth-Mass celebrated by Rev. C. 
Rosensteel C. M., Niagara University, who, in 
the course of the morning honored the study hall 
with his presence and thoughtfully dispelled the 
gloom of that rainy forenoon. Only those who 

have enjoyed such a treat, upon similar occasion , 
can appreciate all the pleasure that such vi its 
represent. Art, literature, and sports were on the 
programme-so vividly did Father Rosensteel 
clescrihe football, and so intense was the excite
ment, that we might have been present at one of 
those game when the championship of the world 
was at stake. 

Anecdotes of university life and discussion 
on our favorite poets and auth-0rs followed, mod
ern literature was by no means slighted, we 
scaled the heights, fathomed the depths in our 
pursuit of the good and true, until, finally, our 
reverend friend-who must have secured the 
wings of Time, as he crossed t)1e border,-de
partecl with an aa revoir. 

;.\fay fifteenth-A revel of sunshine-breez e! 
as soft as a summer wind rippling the river and 
waving to and fro the veil of pale greenery which 
hangs over the trees. Thus davvned Arbor Day 
and the intoxicating vitality of its delicate spring 
loveliness pervaded every nook and corner, pene
trating even beyond the portals of the sanctnm, 
from which echoed the merry voices of twenty
two maidens at a "planting party." 

The game consists of a number of questions 
bearing upon horticulture and arboriculture. As 
each one answers correctly, she approaches a vase 
of flowers, placed in the centre of the room. re
moves a choice blossom, amidst the congratula
tions, witticisms and gay repartee of her admir
ing competitors, whose orbs are assuming a 
greenish hue at the di appearance of some covet
ed beauty. 

After an hour had passed in this delightful 
sport, Beatrice Beck's lovely cluster of daffodil , 
tulips, primroses and hyacinths, proclaimed her 
the fortunate winner of this gayly-contested prize 
in Flora's kingdom. 

May twentieth-Is there any one, be she ever 
so devoted to study,-and far be it from me to 
pose as such-who has not during some portion 
of her school life rued the day that she made the 
acquaintance of a volume of chemistry or phy
sics? But, wonder of wonders ! the reverse was 
the case on this Sunday afternoon, as the gradu
ates and under-graduates started out on a tour 
of the Ontario Power Hou es, under the court
eous guidance of Messrs. Rochon and Ryan. 

After a thorough inspection of the Power 
House proper, made doubly interesting by the lu-
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cid ·explanations of the gentlemen of the party, 
we walked along the river bank to the Horeshoe 
Fall, where we descended in a bucket, a on•e 
hundred and sixty foot shaft. We were no 
longer the prosaic characters of the hour before. 
but spirits treading the pag,es of Jules Verne·s fa
mous tales. The resemblance became more 
marked when, after traversing the tunnel, the 
most marvellous of its kind, we found ourselves 
in a small square chamber, in our ·ears a deafen
ing roar-we were under the mio-hty Cataract of 
1 iagara !-s·eparatecl from the mad ru h of water 
by four apparently slender walls! A I walked 
ahead, the guide held high his torch to light the 
way, and, as he did so, the glare fell on one cor
ner of the room where, an iron door having been 
removed, we could see the foaming flood that 
curtained the aperture. Now and then the water 
dashed in with terrific force, impressing us with 
the power of that Cataract whose ceaseless boom 
lulls us, favored Loretto girls, to sleep. 

The "Maid of the l\Iist" was coming up, rid
ing the waves, buffeted by conflicting currents, 
but steaming on, tossed like a chip, hesitating, 
quivering. Then, slowly swinging, she darted 
away, as if fleeing from the wrath of the furious 
flood. Winding our way back from the end of 
the tunnel, tiny lights became visible, flickering 
here and there in the distance. They grew larg
er and larger, and at last we could distinguish 
the forms of men carrying huge torches. Silently 
they passed, dark sons of Italy, like dim spectres, 
telling the tale of life and labor ·expended-for 
what? 

Upon its completion, this tunnel will have a 
flume-the largest ever constructed-destined to 
conduct water from the Falls to the Power 
Hous·e. Wondrous Niagara doomed to des=cra
tion ! 

llfay twenty-sixth-In all probability, Prince 
Arthur is now enjoyino- May time in England, 
while we are celebrating one of the holidays he 
so graciously requested, as field-day at Brock'~ 
1Ionum=nt. The ride along th-.. river through 
the golden sunshine, with the cent of blossoming 
orchards wafted to us as we pas eel, the car now 
balanced on the extreme edge of the precipice, 
now under a canopy of stately trees, had an ir
re istible fascination. 

At last we came to the bend in the river, and 
the whirlpool-what voices spoke from out its 

gleaming depths! From its unfathomable grave 
arise gho ts that are never laid, and that haunt 
th= pot with dread olemnity. The un had al
most reached its height when the car stopped in 
the hadow of the l\Ionument, and we were 
greeted by the familiar trains of "An°elina, Do 
Come Home." It wa "Uncl= Remu "-ever 
faithful-white coat, green ribbons, and all! He 
condescended to change his fiddle from one arm 
to the other while he shook hand , but he would 
not lay it a ide, nor allow any but the initiated to 
touch it. 

After a strict observance of this etiquette, we 
wandered up the path which, a century ago, ran 
with human blood, but there was no martial 
music now,-with reverent awe we paid tribute to 
the dead. 

Ere the afternoon had fairly pa eel the weath
·er prophet threatened us with his fear ome rain
clouds. The party once more boarded the car for 

iagara, again fortune favored us, the delinquent 
sun appeared to cheer our homeward steps and 
shed his golden rays upon the portals of Loretto. 

June fifth-Fair Ontario in all the glory of a 
June morning dawn=d upon our sight. In a haze 
of golden sunlight the "Chicora" had steamed 
seven miles down the river by the wooded banks 
of :Niagara, and we were on the lake, while be
hind us th= Old Fort with its floating "Star and 
Stripes" wa amicably waving good morning to 
the "Maple Leaf" at Niagara-on-the-Lake. 

June was here, and the graduates and under
graduates were launched on their annual trip to 

Toronto. J s there anything mor= delightful than 
a lake breeze <Jn a warm summer day? A shady 
nook in the bow of the steamer afforded a favor
able opportunity to watch the ripple of the water. 
The sun hone from a cloudless sky upon the 
wide expan e, and though the hours passed de
lightfully, the sight <Jf land was as welcome as 
his long-sought Pole is to the tireless explorer. 

It were vain to att>=mpt a description of that 
day,-the courtesy of friends, the sight-seeing, 
the countless pleasures and enjoyments attendant 
upon "a day in the city." When five o'clock 
found us reunit=d on board for the homeward 
trip, reviewing the events of the afternoon, and 
laughing at its amusing incidents, we could not 
but feel that, in the wide world, there was not a 
happier band of maidens. 

June tenth-The clos·e of the "Book Conte t" 
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-Edna Maloney the fo rtunate winner of the 
prize-a handsome and much-coveted picture of 
the convent. 

June thirteenth-It is always pleasant to be re
membered 'by those whom we respect and esteem. 
What, then, was our appreciation of the kind 
thoughtfulness that prompted Father Walsh's 
visit-to say· good-bye before we parted for the 
summer. As it was impossible for him to be pres
ent .at the Closing Exercises, the stud·ents of the 
Elocution Department entertained him in the li
brary with selections from their favorite authors, 
which he thoroughly enjoyed. In the study hall . 
we had our last chat for the year, and, as our 
reverend friend was about to say au revoir, we 
listened enviously to the New York girls plan
ning visits to him during the vacation. 

Later in the evening, Father Rosenskel called. 
Having requested a little vocal music, the "song
birds" fluttered into the assembly hall to enter
tain him, as usual. Verily, the thirteenth was a 
red-letter day! 

June twenty-first-Bright with roses and sun
shine-dim with the shadows of painful partings 
and severing of friendship's sweetest ties. My 
task is done-yet, I cannot say good-bye. What 
tender memories surge in the heart at thought of 
h~aving the dear sanctum, the scene of many· an 
intellectual conquest, with its inspiring atmos
phere ever facilitating the ascent of Parnassus' 
rocky heights, and from whose walls the great 
and good so often looked encouragingly upon 
us when, with tremulous hope and husky voice, 
we rose to read our first productions. 

The spr•ead.ing trees, beneath whose shade we 
wooed the Muse, or listened to the voice of the 
Cataract, the winding paths, rose-scented, the 
tempting orchards where we sought forbidden 
fruit-at the prioe of aching limb-the same old 
tale of Eve-remind us that, for the last time, we 
are to-day 'neath the sheltering roof of our girl
hood's home; and our hearts are filled with 
strange misgivings that new paths may not be as 
pleasant as the old. 

Now, in the twilight, with the sun's farewell, 
we pass out from the cycle of school life, cheered 
by the gentle voice of friendship echoing the old 
melodies to new words. Farewell, kind friend ; 
farewell, dear Alma Mater, beneath whose cross
crowned dome all that ennobles became our heri-
tage. GLADYS WEST. 

l()ersonals. 
"I suppos·e I speak broken French?" 
"Not eegsactly. You haf a word deescribes it 

bettaire-let me see-ah, yes-it is pulverized!" 
" \i\That is a court?" 
"A place where they dispense with justice." 
"Pick up your feet, Margaret." 

"Oh, why didn't the Prince wear his crown!" 
"Dey are so rude, dey call me pease nuts and 

chaist nuts to ma £ass." 

"He back again! Why he's a modern Nero!" 
"I was j ust-e begin to doce when he call." 
"Well, I'm going to be charitable in future." 
"Oh, I'm so sorry, you won't be a bit interest-

ing any more." 

"How I love flowers ! I wish I could cultivate 
them-if I were only a farmer!" 

"Arnie and Vesuvius have cooled off." 

"I'm going to wear an English wa,llzing suit 
for my first balloon trip." 

"Do you, say your prayers in the morning or at 
night?" 

"At night, of course, anybody can take care of 
theirselves in the day time." 

"What are we going to that Astronomichacl 
lecture for? We don't learn anything about the 
tars in our class." 

"Shall I read you my last poem?" 
"Yes, if it really is." 
"Don't be frightened , that's not lightning. It's 

· only the sun reflecting on the moon." 
"I'm going to consume this book. I don't see 

what use it is for man or beast." 
"Pass the prunes, Madge." 
"Yes, I visited Vesuvius, but I didn't see the 

creature." 

"The Sphinx? What's that, now?" 
"A monster man." 
"A Munster man? I thought he was from 

Connaught." 

"Dear! W ·e never get out of wntmg these 
lives of the saints. Sr. likes the home-made ones, 
and I'm glad, for you can s-ay what you like about 
them and nobody knows the difference." 

"What is your idea of an optimist?" 
"Oh, some one wot kin git fun out of going to 

school." 

, I 

~ 

I 

,, 

NIAGARA RAINBOW. 179 

"Did you have whale on toast at your party?" 
"V-That's she doing now?'' 
"Talking in italics." 
"I don't b'lieve in studien jogerfy with wars 

changin things most every day." 
"Did he say good-bye?" 
"Yes, and he had to unlatch his glove to shake 

hands with me." 
"The trees was blu, and darting in and out 

among thair brantches was flockx of flying cows 
of the most brilliant plumidge." 

"What do you know about the Punic Wars?" 
"The name sounds familiar, but I can't just r e-

member when it was or where it happened." 
"Don't you know anything about Scipio?" 
"No." 
'· urely you have heard about Hannibal?" 
"Oh, yes, I know all about Hannibal. That's 

where Mark Twain used to live." 
Vv e are still wondering how the young mili

tary man on board the Corona, has felt since Mar
garet asked him-"\i\T ere you in the war of 
1810 ?" 

S\\·eet girl graduate: "Standing on the thres
hold of life's field we watch our childhood ebbing 
away!" 

'·\Vhom did Robert Browning marry?" 
"l\Irs. Browning, of course." 
"Freneau was of Hottentot parentage." 

"What did you get for an answer?" 
"Sister, I got mixed." 

"\,\There, oh where, have the little hens gone?" 
"They took offence at Myrtle's treatment, and 

thereby hangs a tail !" 
"Peat is a natural gas." 

"I'll say Guten Mor gen to him and warm his 
old German heart." 

"And when you're coming out-Au£ wieder
sehen." 

"Oh, no! I don't think he would want that!" 
"I'll butter him up and say 'I'm glad it's you 

and nobody else that came.' " 

Royal Insurance Company 
or LNGLAND. 

Assets exceed $65,000,000. 

W. A. LLL & SON, General Agents, 
14 Victoria Street, TORONTO. 

I 

WHLN IN BUff ALO 
A QUILT PLACL fOR A DAINTY LUNCH 

OR ICL CRLAM 

McGLRALD'S 
fANCY BAKLRY & ICL CRLAMS 

027 MAIN STRLLT, BUffALO, N. Y, 

NLW YORK 

Underwriters' Agency. 
LSTABLISHLD 1864. 

Policies Secured By 

ASSLTS, $18,061,926.87. 

JOSLPH MURPHY, 
Ontuio Agent, 

10 WLLLINGTON ST. LAST, 
TORONTO, ONT. 

WM. A . LLL & SON 
Toronto Agents, 

14 VICTORIA STRLLT, 
TORONTO, ONT, 

St . .Mary's Conbent 
THE ELMS. CAMBRIDGE 

A BRANCH CONVENT OF ST. MARY'S, MICKLEGATE 
BAR, YORK 

Pupils are prepared for the University Local, Royal Academy 
of Music. and South Kensington Examinations. 

Every facility is afforded the elder pupils for attending lectures 
and visiting the numerous places of interest in and around 
Cambridge. 

The staff consists of registered Religious assisted by duly quali
fied Masters and Mistresses. 

Special arrangements are made, and separate rooms provided 
for students over seventeen years of age who wish to follow a par
ticular course of study. 
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FIRE INSURANCE 

~onb;.eal-Qtanaba 
FIRE INSURANCE CO. 
ESTABLISHED 1859 

Net Surplus over all Liabilities exceeds $200,000 

Richmond & Templeton, Chief Agents, Toronto 

JOHN L. ANDERSON, 
FERRY STREET, 

DEALER IN 

FRESH AND SALTED MEATS OF ALL KINDS. 
TELEPHONE CONNECTION. POlJ:J,TRY IN S EAS ON 

:Niaga1.•a Falls South, Ont. 
-------~-------

Established 1864. 

COLE & McMURRAY, 
Plumbing, Steam and Hot Water Heating, 

Furnaces, Stoves and Ranges. 

Hard ware, Paints, Oils, Glass, Sewer Pipe, etc. 

Niagara Falls, Ont. 

NIAGARA ICE CO. 
PHONE 148·X. 

Spring Water Ice. First-Class Service 
Orders by Telephone Promptly Delivered. 

F. H. BOULTER, rlanager. 
Niagara Falls South. 

Member of the New York State Society o f Certified Public 
Accountants. 

EDWARD GUNNELL, 
CERTIFIED P UBLIC ACCOUNTANT ANO AUD ITOR, 

141 BROADWAY, NEW YORK CITY. 

Telephone, 3536 Cortlandt. 

General Accounting and Auditing, Corporation Accounts, 
Partnership Accounts, Investigations, Inventories, 

Cost Sys tems for Shops, Factories and Manufacturers. 

TELEPHONE 9!5A . 

M. MORSE & SON 
UNDERTAKERS AND PROFESSIONAL 
$ $ $ EnBALMERS $ $ $ 

Main St., Niagara Falls South, Canada . 

Kindergarten Supplies, Science Apparatus, 
AND ALL KINDS OF 

SCHOOL SUPPLIES. 
THE STEINBERGER· HENDRY CO., 

37 Richmond St. W., TORONTO, ONT. 

~-THE STAR BAKERY .. 
High-Grade Fruit Cake, Delicate Bonbons, Delicious 

Jelly Rolls, Cakes of all kinds, 
Toothsome Sweetmeats. 

Our Homemade Bread is till in the lead. 
Cream Bread is t he choice of many bread-winners. 
Wedding Cakes on hand and made to order. 

W. J. nANUEL, Ferry St., Niagara Falls, Ont. 

The Catholic Book and 
Religious Goods House. 

Manufacturers and Importers of Vestments, Statues, 
Chalices, etc. , etc. 

Society Regalia, Badges and Banners. 
Publishers of THE CATHOLIC DIRECTORY, 

The only book of its kind in the 
United States. 

Complete Edition, $1 .25 , and postage, 16 cents. 

The M. H. Wiltzius Co., 
413-417 Broadway, Milwaukee, Wis. 

R. F. CARTER ELECTRIC CO., 
WHOLESALE AND RETAIL DEALERS IN 

ELECTRICAL SUPPLIES 
And Contractors for Electrical Works. 

NIAGARA FALLS, ONT. 

THE INTERNATIONAL HOTEL 
NIAGARA FALLS, N ° Y . 

The largest and best hotel at the Falls. Write for rates. 

INTERNATIONAL HoTEL Co. , PROPRIET ORS. 

s. A. GREENWOOD, Manager. 

Korten Brothers Co. 
---SUCCESSORS TO---

OTTOMAN CAHVEY CO. 

ESTABLISHED 1875 

Wholesale Coffees, Teas, Spices, 
Baking Powders and Extracts. 

CHICAGO. 
We work in our Customers' interest ALWAYS. 
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~ SHUR-ON EYE-GLASSES~ 
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M . MALONEY, ___ .. z0-., 

DEALER IN THE BEST GRADES OF 

Anthracite al)d Bituminous Coal 
Coal w e ll Screened and Promptly Deliver e d . 

TISLEPHONI! 70•0. 

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

The W. J. FEELEY CO. 

ECCLESIASTICAL W AREE' 
I N GOLD AN D SILVER. 

-----MEDALISTS-----

OFFICI! AND FACTORY. CHICAGO OFFICE., 

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

STODDART 

@~e:c:qists GtJ:Jal 
Phys1"cians' Prescriptions a Specialty. 

Surgical Instr uments,. a ll kinds of Deformity Appliances, 
Trusses, Supporters, Elastic Stockings and Batteries. Particular 
atten tion given to sharpening of fine instruments-Knives Scissors 
and Razors, We save you 20 per cen t. on all goods'. ' 

84 Seneca Street, BUFFALO, N. Y. 

[i{IAGARA "PHARMACY. 
J:)rescrtpttons prepare~ at all bours. 

Bgenc'Q for 'lbu'Qler's lSon:::lSons 
"' an~ <tbocolates. "' 
DR. CAMPBELL, 

Olucl( Bu lld il)g , NIAGf1~f1 ff1LLS, N. V. 

Globe W ernicke Elastic Cabinets and Book Cases 
MILLINGTON LOCKWOOD, 
. . . ST A TIONER, . . . 
207-208-209 ELLICOTT SQUARE, BUFFALO, N. Y. 

The Hammond Typewriter. 
Keuffel & Esser 's Drawing Materials. 
The Edison Mimeograph. 

Home 'Phone 393. 
Bell 'Phone 336-0. 

All work finished in carbon , 
platinum or platino. 

THE NIAGARA ART UNION 
NIAGARA F ALLS LEADING STUDIO 

Largest and most valuable collection of Niagara 
Falls views in existence. Eastman 's full line of 
Amateur Supplies.---------

233 First St., 2 doors below F a lls St. , NIAGARA FALLS , N . Y. 

Most Convtni1nt to the Depots and Falls. 

HOTEL IMPERIAL, 
Niagara F alls , N. Y. 

The ":Kew Por ter Hotel " having been connected with the 
Imperial m akaa It on• of largeat and most modern Hotels at the 
l'alls, Rah U .60 lo t,.oo. 

C. N. OWEN, Proprietor. 

Belding' s Sp001 and wasb .Rrt Silks ~ 
Ladies who want a strong. smooth and even Sewing 
Silk or W ash Art Silks that will wash, should ask for 

:BELI>IN'"Gi-9 5 
FGUR HUNDRED SHADES ALWAYS IN STOCK. 

.Rtlas .Rssurance (lompany, J:imited. 
OF LONDON , ENGLAND. Established 1808. 

ASS ETS, $ 2 5 ,000,0 00.00 
With which is incorporated 

THE JJtfANCHESTER ASSURANCE CO. 
Wm. A. Lee & Son, General Agents, 14 Vicloria St., Toronto. 

.Rng10-.Rmerican Jire Tnsurattce (lo., 
Head office- McKinnon Building, 

TORONTO. 
S. F. McKINNON, Esq., 

S. F. McKinnon & Co., Toronto, President. 
J . J. LONG, Esq., 

The T. Long Bros. Co., Collingwood, Vice-President. 
ARMSTRONG DEAN, Manager. 

J. J. KERR, 
IM PORTER OP 

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

DEALER Ill 

Ready-made Clothing , House Furnishings, Carpets, R'1J', 
Matting, Oil Cloths, Trunks , Valises, Furs, Robes, Gents 

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

KERR 'S1PALACE STORE N~ar M,C.R.R.Depot Niagara Falls, Ont. 
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To See 
all the sights of 

Niagara 
Falls ... 

on both sides of the river 
No trip can equal the great 

Scenic 
Belt Line 

GEO. E. CURTIS 

CARS leave Prospect Park on the American 
side every fifteen minutes, the trip including: 
VICTORIA PARK 
WHIRLPOOL RAPIDS 
BROCK'S MONUMENT 
QUEENSTON HEIGHTS 
The Great Gorge Route along the water's 

edge from Lewiston to Niagara Falls, Fare $LOO 

A Trip to Buffalo on the 
YELLOW CARS 

A delightful trolley ride to the heart of the city 
Return Fare 50 Cents 

Write for beautiful illustrated folder of 
the International Railway lines to 

J. E. STEPHENSON, P. & F. A., 

178 Main Street, Buffalo 

ll)ortratt anb '.lLanbscape ll)botograpber 

~; 

Manufacturer of Glass and Paper Views. 

PORTRAITS FROM LIFE 
A SPECIALTY. 

127 Mnin Street 
NIAGARA FALLS, N. Y. 

F . W. OLIVER CO., 
Hardware and Kitchen F urnishings, 
Contractors', run and E lect rical Supplies, 
Sheet Metal Work . 

251 Second Street, 
Niagara Falls, N. Y. 

D. L YNCt-j & SONS , 

====--SHOES~ 
n rAGA~A FALLS A .N D * * . 

S U SPENSION B~IDGE, n. TJ. 

A.B.Ormsby, Limited 
CONTRACTORS AND 

MANUFACTURERS OF 

==="METALLIC "·=== 

ROOFING, 
SIDING, 

CEILINGS, 
CORNICES, 

CORRUGATED IRON, 

Skylights and Fireproof Windows 
Glazed with Fireproof Glass. 

Corner Queen and George Streets, 

TORONTO. 

NIAGARA RAINBOW. 

The Best Line to Toronto 
NIAGARA, ST, CATHARINES AND TORONTO RAILWAY 

~ AND NAVIGATION CO., LTD. 
Steamers 

"Lakeside'' a110 "Garden City.,, 
Four boats daily from Port}Dalhousie- 8 a. m., 11 a. m., 2 p. m., 7 p. m. 

Through Cars leave Bridge Street to connect. 

Magnificent Scenic Trip at Low Prices. 
For time tables or other information, apply-

E. F. SEIXAS, Gen. Manag er, St. Catharines, Ont 
JOHN PAUL, Gen. Passenger Ag ent, St. · Catharines, Ont. 

H. M. RICHARDSON, Agent, Bridge St. , Niagara Falls, Ont. 

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

CONDUCTED BY THE PRIESTS OF THE COl\IGREGATIOl\I OF THE MISSION 

-----IT AFFORDS EVERY FACILITY FOR OBTAINING A T HOROUGH----

CLASSICAL, SCIENT~FIC, COMMERCIAL, MEDICAL, 

LEGAL and ECCLESIASTICAL EDUCATION. 
. In sublimity of scenery 1t ts unnvaled. Southward, it commands a magnificent view of the Seminary Rapids, W hirlpool and 
L.,cat Cataract; northward, 1t looks over the beauties of Niagara's tortuous banks and the wide expanse of Lake Ontario. The 
bu1ldtngs are large and well furnished. No pains are spared to secure the comfort of the students. The opening of studies takes 
place on the first W ednesday of September. The scholastic year consists of two terms : the first ends on the fir st of February, 
.nd the second on the last Wednesday of June. TERMS: Board, tuition, washing and mending of things washed, per 
term, $100.00. Vacation , 1f spent at the Seminary, $40.00. Extra Charges : Piano, Organ , Violin, Flute, Clarionet, 
Guitar, including use of instrument, each, $40.00. ~Fo,· further particulars addres< the P1 e~ident . 1 
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ffi~ FA VO~ITE LINE 
BETWEEN 

BUFFALO, 

NIAGARA FALLS, 
AND 

DETROIT, 

MICHIGAN POINTS 

CHICAGO 

AND THE WEST. 

fast through Trains between 
BUFFALO AND CHICAGO, 

VIA NIAGARA PALLS, 
Stopping at Falls View Station immediately in front 

of Loretto Convent. 
fa.st through Trains between 
BUFFALO AND TORONTO. 
fa.st through Trains between 
NIAGARA 1-'"ALLS and TORONTO 

Stopping at Falls Vlei\· Station. 
Trains between BUF'PALO and 
NIAGARA-ON - THE• LAK E , 

Stopping at Falls View and connecting with Steamer 
for Toronto. 

W. J. LY~CR. O. W. RUGGLES, J W, DALY, 
Pass. Trame Mgr. G. P. & E'. A., Chicago. Chier A.G. P.A., Buffalo 

H. A. MEN KER & CO., 
• • l\llanu faetwd.a.g • Cou.f@ctioD.er • • 

F INE CHOCOLATES A SPECIALTY. 
#ii" On y,mr way to the Depot, stop and get a box ot them. -U 

6 1 and 69 Sonec a Stree t , corner E llico tt, B u lfalo, N. Y. 
Two blocks from the New York Central Depot, 

PERSONS REPRESENTING CATHOLIC NEWSPAPERS 
and periodicals, even in the smallest towns, will 
learn of something entirely new, that will prove 
of great profit to them, without interferin~ with 
their regular business, aud will be commumcated 
free, in confidence, to responsible people. 

Address O. H., P. 0. Box !077, - NEW YORK. 

FOREVER TO THE FRONT! 

Yor tbe finest Yanc2 an~ General Groceries an~ 
Poultrl?, it will pa2 11ou to call on 

M. B. BUTLER, 
---THE LEADINQ GROOEII---

Gluck Block, Niagara Falla, N. Y. 

HARRY W . SMITH, 

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

PUr8 Drugs, P1tent Medicines, Toilet Articles, &c. 
PIIE8CIIIPTION8 A 8~• 01ALTY. 

CITY DRUG STORE, NIAGARA FALLS, ONT. 

WILL & BAUMER CO., 

BBESWAX :. BLEAGHE~, 
And Manufacturer of all kinds or 

Altar Candles, 
SYRACUSE, N. Y . ... 

Baumer's Candles are acknowledged to be the L ead
ing- and m os( Reliable/or Altar use. 

A. M.THOMAS 
WATCHMAKER 

.. AND .. 

JEWELER• wt• 

29 Falls St. Niagara Falls, N. Y. 

Spedalt:v----
Fine Watch and 

Jewelry Repairiog, 

Painting, Decorating 
Wall Paper, Window Shades. 

Estimates cheerfully given and contracts 
executed in any part of the country. 

BEG Y & SON COM P ANY. 
ST. CAT HARINES. 

S. HIRSCH, 
Dry Goods, Cloaks, Suits 

and Draperies 
I 17 F ALLS ST., NIAGARA FALLS, N . Y. 

Elderfield-Hartshorn Hardware Co. 
It will pay you to look at our line of 

HARDWARE, HOUSEFURNISHINGS, STOVES AND RANGES. 
FINE CUTLERY AND TOOLS A SPECIALTY. 

We &re in & position to save you money, and we will do it. 
<l0-4' 2 Falls S treet, NIAGARA FALLS, N . l' . 

FAXON, WILLIAMS & FAXON 
GBOCB BS, 
EM!P QB TBB5, 
ll>BUGGESTS, Btc. 

I 18 FALLS STREET, NIAGARA FALLS, N. Y. 

J. N. Adam & Company, 
G-RL:ATLR BUHALO'S 
GRLATLST STORL. 

Mail Orders Promptly and Perfectly filled. 
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