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TO SAINT ALOYSIUS

Strangers are we, and in strange tongue
We pray to thee that art so young,
So mild, so strong, so pure,
So reckless of things of time, so sure
Of eternal verity:
O Aloysius, in thy charity
Look upon us with friendly eyes!
Young are we,—alas! not wise,
Though fain we’d be
To travel in thy company
With one who long since learned thy way
And walks with thee from day to day,
Client of thine in simple truth,
Lover and mother of our youth,
Who lifting up our eyes to thee
Marshals the way to eternity—
O Aloysius, be our brother
For she who loves thee is—our Mother!



To our Bear
Mother Mary Lonise
Client of Saint Aloysins
and like him
Hratectar and Lofrer of our PYouth
Che Givls of 27

Ledicate this Book

OUR OUTLOOK
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By Eieen HaLrey.

HE Saturday night recitals have gradually brought to light the startling genius of
some highly gifted among us who otherwise would have remained in obscurity,
“mute, inglorious . .” Think of it! Whereas the prima donnas of this group have
hitherto opened their throats and exercised their larynxes in the privacy of four dull,
unresponsive walls they have now the advantage of an audience. Then there are the
elocutionists! There are those too, of the nimble fingers who tread the ivory highway
up and down and enchant us with their melodies. Various names will appear on the
precious programs saved for these pages; perhaps they will one day be famous . . .Who
knows?
ONE of the most interesting programs given during the year was that which we enjoyed
on October first when Mr. Paul Kollins gave a number of readings to the school.
His repertoire included several selections which we shall not easily forget. Most striking
perhaps were ‘“The Address of Spartacus to the Gladiators,™ the Dream Scene from “The
Bells,” the scene from *“The Fool,”” The Trial of Robert Emmet, and the Chinese scene
from “East is West.” The interludes in lighter vein proved to us that ““A little nonsense
now and then" is not out of place even in a serious program. Mr. Kollins™ interpretation
was very good and his costumes, changed with surprising rapidity, aided the imagination
and made the illusion almost complete. So perfectly did he live his part, that it seems
to us now that we have had personal acquaintance with the characters he impersonated.
It was a delightful treat and we regretted that Mr. Kollins did not return as we expected.

GREETING TO OUR MOTHER GENERAL.

ON October 11th the College and Academy pupils had the pleasure of meeting our
new Mother General, Mother Mary Louise. The address was very well delivered
by Miss Jean Montague, and the song of greeting rendered by a group of selected voices
expressed very well our sentiments towards our honored guest. A bouquet of flowers
was presented as a symbol of our love and loyalty. The program consisted of orchestral
selections and instrumental pieces, both violin and piano. Miss Hilda Durney and
Miss Mary Romans were the soloists of the occasion.
IsapeL Gournro.
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N October 15th Miss Rose Orlando "27 (College) entertained us most charmingly

with an illustrated talk on her tour of Europe made last summer. We visited the
scenes of The Lady of the Lake, Shakespeare’s home, Oxford University, and numerous
other places in England, France, and Italy, and it was with regret that we ended our
trip in order to make another to the Land of Nod.

IsaBer GouTHRoO.

ONE Friday in October the elocution teacher created a sensation by announcing that
she desired the pupils of the vocal expression class to repair to the city the following
day to see Shakespere’s ““Twelfth Night.” The proclamation was received with a burst
of applause. The College girls were to act as chaperones:—everybody breathed a sigh
of relief at being placed in such capable hands. Even those who knew they had not
the slightest chance of joining the elocution group shared in the excitement and kept
up the atmospheric tension. Saturday noon saw a general exodus from the Mount,
The return was not less hilarious. It was remarkable how the chauffeur kept his head
amid the flying remarks that filled the “bus.” Malvolio seems to have won the sympathy
of the tender-hearted, but Caesario and the clown received the largest number of compli-
ments.

ON October 23rd a most enjoyable afternoon was spent in the beaming presence of a

gentleman who demonstrated what he called a “Panotrope™. As an introduction
we were given a short explanation of air waves and sound waves, neither of which produced
any signs of sea-sickness in the eager audience. Most of the selections were familiar
to everybody; but “Home Sweet Home™ did not, we are glad to say, result in the usual
shower. We enjoyed Miss Marion Tally—and the nursery rhymes! The National

Anthem closed an interesting program. Passing remarks gave evidence that the gentle-
man of the “Panotrope™ will not soon be forgotten.

HE Forty Hours™ Devotion opened solemnly on October 30th and closed on the Feast

of All Saints. It was a time of sweet solemnity and special grace for all. The

usual pomp was this year increased by the celebration of the glorious feast of Christ the

King. Special preparation was made for the new feast by a triduum given by our Reverend

Chaplain, Father O'Reilly and special devotions were inaugurated for the occasion.

Nowhere in the world, we think, was this beautiful feast surrounded with more love
and tender ceremonies than in our own beautiful chapel at the Mount.
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HALLOWE’EN.

CTOBER closed with the time honored festival of the Ghosts and Goblins on All
Hallows Eve. The Kilmer Club assumed the role of hostesses and entertained the
school delightfully with an altogether novel and interesting programme. Not to fail
in due honor to the patrons of the feast, the Club kept to the tradition of black and yellow
decorations, cats, witches, pumpkins, skeletons, and the whole Hallowe’en paraphanalia.
It was an enchanted place that we stepped into after five o'clock tea, and we were destined
to succumb to the charm of the spot and the hour until Mount bed-time came. While
refreshments were served at dainty tables, the Kilmer Club produced a prize performance
such as has not yet ceased to excite to hilarity our select circle by the mere remembrance.
Before our astonished eyes appeared Fritz Kreisler himself who with his heart subduing
(and mirth provoking) execution (?) of his own compositions and withal his ecstatic facial
interpretation of the passion of music within him nearly brought down the house. The
“House", however, literally appeared in the next number as Miss Marion Tally, and
by her charm of voice and manner won hearty applause. Miss Annie Mancini whose
aesthetic grace need not cause her to blush beside these celebrities, gave a lively and
varied exhibition of the charms of the dance. Whatever grace was in her, it was not
the grace of God. Following the fairy-like flittings of this human Titania, Professor
Godard Chopin-Porter performed marvels at the piano. The concert ended with a
rousing march by Sousa's band which under the direction of their masterly leader produced
such flourishes that several neurotic young ladies in the audience complained of a pain
in their sides and were seen next day at the Pharmacy door.  Suffice it to say, we enjoyed
the entertainment and the dance that followed it, and with tears in our eyes, expressed
our appreciation to our kind hostesses, the Kilmer Club.
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AT THE SIGN OF THE DRAGON.

Coming events fill the bulletin board! From November sixteenth to November
twentieth mysterious notices, changed at unknown intervals by some phantom hand
set the school guessing. These notices at first contained information as obscure as the
Delphic prophecies; but gradually they became less paganish and more intelligible to our
understanding, wearied as it is and worn out by the problems of the chemistry laboratory
and the mathematical blackboard. They advertised the fact that we should actually
be able to drink tea with the heathen Chinee on Saturday evening, November twentieth,
from six to eight o'clock. According to directions, to reach the cabaret, it was necessary
merely to follow the end of a perfectly ordinary nose.

On November twentieth a great transformation was wrought in the refectory,
and the usual hungry multitude flowed in to a delightful Chinese cabaret, which had for
its designation ““The Sign of the Dragon™. Here dainty Geisha Girls and pigtailed gentle-
men ushered the guests to their places at small tables, while an oriental orchestra beat
time under the glow of numerous Japanese and Chinese lanterns. With true eastern
courtesy, your attendant requested of you your ticket and when this hieroglyphic had
been presented, offered you the menu. This, though altogether unreadable by our most
talented linguists, was not at all unpalatable. The repast over, the more energetic of
the company purchased dance tickets; the remainder reclined luxuriously in easy chairs
and enjoyed the scenery, or went forth courageously on the dragon hunt. St George
was put to shame entirely, for even the youngest of the Crusaders succeeded in bringing
in at least three dragons in the course of the evening. The prize was awarded for fifteen
dragons, brought in by Mrs. Hinshaw, one of the guests of the evening.

The quaint dance of the Geisha Girls and the antics of four ridiculous Chinamen
afforded excellent entertainment. A very effective joss stick drill rendered in total
darkness came as a surprise to the uninitiated. Thus a very interesting evening was
brought to a close.

The share-holders of ““The Sign of the Dragon are to be commended for the thoroug h-
ness of the service, the high quality of their art, the excellence of their entertainment,
and above all for the noble inspiration which devoted their energies and their profits
to the Students’ Mission Crusade.

CmE 3
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OUR MISTRESS GENERAL'S FEAST-DAY.

ON the morning of November twenty-seventh we awoke after a prolonged sleep to
the realization that a holiday had dawned at last. Our dear Mistress with a true
mother’s instinct, had provided a royal feast for her children, and we banqueted at noon
in true congé fashion The afternoon was free and the evening brought our entertain-
ment of Sister de Chantal and the faculty. The programme was as follows:

Duer: Valse - . . . . . . . . - - - Arensky.
Miss MArRGUERITE McNEIL and Miss KATHLEEN Ryarr.
SonG: A Spring Fancy - . . . . . . . . - Densmore.

Miss KATHLEEN PERY.

Address and Presentation of Spiritual Offering.
Miss ConsTANCE W ALSH.

DRAMA: IL POVERELLO.

Scene 1: The Inn at Assisi.

The Masquerade.

VioLin Soro: Gypsy Song . . . . . - S Coleridge-Taylor Op 20.
Miss KATHLEEN RyALL.

Song: God’s Garden . . . . . . . . . - Lambert.

Miss Mary Romans.

Scene 2: The Hills Above Assisi
The Hermitage.

SERENADE - . . . . . . . - Slunicko, Op. 58, No. 1.
ORCHESTRA.

Sones: A Brown Bird Singing - . . . . - - ‘ Wood.

A False Prophet - . . : . - . . . - Scott.

Miss ELinor D Worre.

Scene 3: Tableau.
The Departure for the Crusade
Viouin Soro: Dance of the Gnomes - - . : Eberhardt, Op. 25, No. 1.

Miss Heren Stoxes.

SonG: Ave Maria - - . . . . . . . - - Gounod.
Miss Hitpa DurNEy.

Scene 4: The Death of Francis.

Vioun Duer: Hungary - . . . . . - Moskowski, Op. 28, No. 6.
Miss Katareen Ryarr and Miss HeLen Stokes.
Cuorus: Magnificat . . . . . - ¢ “ - - Adapted.

Gop Save TtHE Kine.
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The cast was very well selected and the charming little drama of the life history of the

fascinating Saint of Assisi was rendered with spirit and feeling. The personages were
as follows:

Francis of Assisi - . . . . . - . KATHLEEN PERY.
Bernardone, his father - . . . . . . StepHANIE Mclsaac.
Madonna Pica, his mother - . . . . . NoraH WHELPLEY.
Zita, a light o'love . - . - - . - JeaNn MONTAGUE.
Guido, crippled servant to Francis - - . . . Marie ACKERMAN.
Pedro, the Inn-keeper of Assisi . - . - . Everyn CAMPBELL.

An Old Hermit - - . . . . . . Mary House.
Masqueraders, Crusaders, Monks.

THANKSGIVING.

NOVEMBER brought Thanksgiving with its joyous home-going. There was a

happy week-end and then we came back to work,—many light at heart, but more
light of purse. However, time mends all things, and ere long our spirits and our purses
had recovered their balance.

On November third Peter Pan paid us a delightful visit. Everybody was glad to
see that happy sprite and we spent a happy evening in his company.

On November fifteenth a very interesting review of Pathe Pictures was offered
for our entertainment and instruction. The geography students must have especially
enjoyed the extensive tour through Europe and back to Land of Evangeline. We saw
the prize productions of our own province and the Valley girls swelled with pride at
sight of the apple orchards. The tiger hunt quickly drew our attention to another
quarter and Mary Harris expressed in an audible whisper her admiration for the tiger's
jazz sweater. The loitering elephant, someone hinted, was merely trying to skip notes.

SOME OF OUR NEIGHBORS
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THE CHRISTMAS CONCERT.

DECEMBER brought winter, exams, and—Christmas! ~ The usual energy was display-

ed by the Santa Claus agents who after procuring sundry articles, ranging in variety
from broom-sticks to tonic bottles and hair-pins, bestowed them on the audience assembled
in the music hall on the eve of our departure for the holidays. For the sake of old times
the All-Star Company which several years ago produced ““The Squeaking Puppet™ revived
its talents and gave a delightful presentation of that charming little Christmas play. The
cast was practically the same, save that in the space of two years the Brownie and the
Princess and the King and the Puppet and even the Cat have grown considerably. The
tiny Snowflakes, our Junior Department, produced the usual sensation and later formed
a charming entourage for the wee Babe of Bethlehem in the exquisite tableau which
closed the evening. With rousing cheers and tender feelings, we retired to dream on
the great feast so fast approaching, and the holiday joys to come. The cast for the playlet
was:

The King - - . . . . . . . MARriE ACRERMAN.
The Queen . . . . . . . . Constance WALSH.
The Prince . . . « 2 . . . MARGARET LAUDER.
The Puppet . - . - . - . . MapeLine DAvIDSON.
The Witch . . . ; . . . . Mary HacHe.

The Brownie . . . - . . . . MiLprep MORSON.
The Goody . . . . . - . . Marie KeLLy.

The Poor Girl - . . . 2 " . . Heren KenNEDY
The Old Woman . . . P % ; . DorotHY MORSON.
The Cat - . . . . . . . . KAaTHLFEN LEARY.
Santa Claus . . . . . - . . Mary Housk.

Children, Snowflakes, etc.

SPIRITUAL RETREAT.

ROM Thursday evening, February fourth to Monday morning the eighth,
an unwonted quiet reigned through the halls of M. S. V.  Father John Knox, S.J.
our retreat master of 1926 had returned to give us the benefit of the Spiritual Exercises
of St. Ignatius. The three days with their four lectures a day, meditation, visits to the
Chapel, evening Benediction, and quiet walk, passed very quickly. The whole retreat
was made in keeping with the beautiful new feast of the Church, and the stirring talks
of the zealous director took for their text the liturgy of the Festival of Christ the King.
The most striking exercise of all, and that which we shall probably remember longest,
was the Holy Hour which closed the retreat on Sunday evening. The singing was
especially beautiful, as we had with us making the retreat, our graduate of 1926, Ena
Barberie, whose rich voice, grown mellower in the months she has spent away from us,
lifted our hearts to heaven on the wings of song. In this last sermon, Father Knox dwelt
especially on the need of strong Catholic men and women to reap the harvest of souls
both in the religious state and in the world.

Reaction followed when tongues were let loose once more on Monday morning.
This type of reaction has yet to be defined, and its effects on the spiritual atmosphere
have never been guaged. What the real effects of the retreat were will only be discovered
when Time draws the curtain behind which the Future lies concealed.
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VALENTINES AND MOTHER GOOSE.

ON Monday night, February fourteenth, the Freshman Class gave a Valentine Party

in the gym. The home of the dumbells (spelled with a small *'D™") and the favorite
resort of the athletes, threw off its professional appearance and actually looked charming
in its festal dress of gayly coloured streamers, hearts and Cupid fantasies. That mischiev-
ous sprite, Love, peered from every corner and shot his arrows in all directions. Female
curiosity was aroused by a petite straw-roofed cottage which resembled the House that
Jack Built. And sure enough, it was Jack’s own house, and out of its door there shot
presently a familiar old figure with voluminous dress, high peaked hat and traditional
staff. It was Mother Goose herself! and beside her, a true goose, fetched for the
occasion from the Academy museum. It appears that Jack's House was built over the
famous gym “‘slide™ and Mother Goose had taught her children a flying entrance which
was most effective. At the call of the old nursery rhyme, each of the personages of that
interesting tale of Jack’s House came flying out at the door, and landing right side up
breathlessly proclaimed his or her identity. After that all the family of Mother Goose
presented themselves; sliding and tumbling down the chute came Mistress Mary, and
Little Bo-Peep, and Simple Simon, and Little Jack Horner, and numerous others. Even
the Three Blind Mice forgot their terror of female society long enough to run around
after the farmer’s wife. Finally all her children gathered around Mother Goose and
sang a song in her praise. All Mother Goose’s old-time games were played with great
gusto, and while refreshments were served the entertainment was not slackened. The
elimination dance prize was won by Margaret Tobin and Mary Harris. All too soon
the disciplinarian pronounced the fatal word “Bed-time™ and after a hearty singing of
the School Song the guests departed.
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THE MID-YEAR PLAY.

N February twentieth the Mount celebrated the feast-day of His Grace, our dear
Archbishop McCarthy by an entertainment and a banquet given to the clergy of

the diocese.

The subject chosen for presentation was a dramatization of Dante’s Divine

The personages who figured in this excellent production were:

Dante KATHLEEN PERY.
Virgil Stepranie Mclsaac.
Beatrice - Jean MONTAGUE.

Francesca da Rimini
Paolo

ConsTANCE WALSH.
Mary COMERFORD.

Cleopatra JosepHINE BURGESS.
Helen of Troy NoraH WHELPLEY.
Belacqua Cassie FErguUsoN.
Casella Hitpa Durxey.
Sordello - Mary House.
Matilda - Marie ACKERMAN.
St. Peter PeARL SUTHERLAND.
St. James Mary Ecax.

St. John - . . . . . . . . CATHERINE BROWN.
St. Dominic - . . . . . . . Mary House.

St. Francis . . . . . . . . Marie Kerry.

St. Augustine - . . . . . . . Mary SULLIVAN.

St. Cecelia . . . . . . . . Marcarer D'Eox.
St. Agnes. . . . . . . . . Rita HoLLoway.
Angel of Purgatory - - . . . - . Mary Hache.
Angel of Paradise - . : 2 % s ; MARGERY DUNSWORTH.
Our Blessed Lady - . . . . . . MapeLiNE BOROTRA.

Spirits of the Lost, Angels, Virtues, Books of the Scriptures, Spirits of the Blessed, etc.

The great epic of the next world was represented in five scenes: the first the Wood
of Error, where Beatrice calls on Virgil to guide Dante; the second the Inferno, the Circle
of the Sensuous; the third, the ante-Purgatorio; the fourth, the Terrestrial Paradise;
the fifth, the Heaven of Heavens.

The acting was remarkably good, and color and lighting effects altogether striking.
The drama was voted a success by all who saw it, and was repeated for the benefit of
the relatives and friends of the pupils on the following Saturday.

MOTHER GENERAL'S FEAST-DAY.

EBRUARY twenty-first marked our celebration of Mother General’s feast  The
day opened propitiously with a genuine long sleep, and the morning was spent
for the most part in attendance at a very interesting lecture given by Reverend James
Boyle. 'The subject was “Education™ and was of special interest to those who are looking
forward to a teaching career. Father Boyle has made a study of statistics in educational
matters in Nova Scotia, and was able to give first hand information which was very valuable.
Moreover, his fluency and power to hold his audience made the lecture not only instructive
but a real pleasure.

“High dinner” was counteracted by tobagganing, and no one suffered any ill effects
of a very enjoyable congé.
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YE OLD-FASHIONED COUNTRY FAIR.

ARCH came in like a ravenous if not a roaring lion,—for it was Shrove Tuesday,

and the prospect of “fasting” was not far away. The College Girls solved the
situation by an altogether unexpected “‘tour de force”. The Academy was invited by
poster to a genuine Country Fair, and after a preliminary lunch of “hot dogs™ the guests
repaired to the hall at six o'clock. There eatables of various sorts were to be found, and
prominent among the booths was the candy table. Our hosts and hostesses received in
full regalia.- The Mayor and his wife presided. Among the celebrities present we
might note Mr. and Mrs. Hezikiah Hopgood, the fascinating florid widow, Mrs. Bright,
the town shiek, Mr. Flashy, the village belle, Miss Marigold, the Spinster sisters, the
small boy, Jimmy Flatterhead, and others who made the affair a huge success both socially
and financially. Various attractions opened our purses. There was the tempting Post-
Office where everyone had mail waiting; then there was the Beauty Contest; then there
were lotteries, contests and games. The suit-case race was won by Joyce Roop. Mildred
Hamilton, our dignified Freshman succeeded in rolling a peanut across the floor with the
end of her nose. Marie Ackerman and Hilda Murphy won the dancing contest, and
Josephine Burgess won the first beauty prize, with Mary Sullivan as second. The towns-
folk themselves entertained us with round and square dances of the ancient type which
they executed with surprising agility. Thus, in sports and diversions the evening (as
the poet says) fled away. Mardi Gras ended in a burst of laughter and we prepared

ourselves for Lent.
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SAINT PATRICK'S DAY.

Whisht! to the hall on St. Patrick's night
To meet the Leprechaun, Ireland’s sprite:
But remember this! he'll ne’er be seen

Save by those who wear his native green.

K WAS thus that we were summoned for St. Patrick’s revels. The Benson Circle

had somehow or other prevailed upon the shy Leprechaun to use his powers, and
the hall for the evening was a scene of enchantment. The guests were welcomed by
Irish coleens who ushered them to dainty card-tables where the game went on for an
hour and a half. 'When prizes were distributed refreshments were served. Meanwhile
our hostesses quietly withdrew and presently reappeared in a dainty little pantomine
entitled “The Kerry Dancers”. The personages were as follows:

Old Michael, the blind fiddler - - . . . Rosemary Finn,
The Leprechaun - - - - . . . ANNIE MANTIN.
Sheila . JosepHINE MUNRO.
18t boy BrueseLL CUMBERFORD.
2nd boy - MARGARET LAUDER.
3rd boy Hioa Mureny.
2nd girl Ereanor CoLEMAN.
3rd girl Irene McQuirLan.
Saint Patrick ANNA MacLean.
Erin ‘ Maxine MuLLin.
America - ELeaxor Moore.
Canada . RosaLie BeLLiveAau.
Australia IsaBer Gouthro.
Newfoundland . Mary Harris

Faith - . . . Joan TempLE.

Prologue and Epilogue

IrENe McQuiLLAN.
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GYMNASIUM EXHIBITION.
March 12, 1927.

1. Russian Dances: Snowstorm . . s z ,
Crebogar
Troika

2. Indian Club Drill . g y

Barbell Drill - - . P P

Beginners' Class.

Advanced Class.

3. Beginners’ Class.
4. Close Order Drill Beginners’ Class.
Free Exercises.
5. Danish Hornpipe . - . - . . . - Junior Class.
6. Marching Tactics . . - - - Advanced Class.
7. Indian Club Drill - . . . - . . . Beginners’ Class.
8. Folk Dances: (a) Polish - . . - . . - Advanced Class.
(b) Irish

INTERESTING LECTURE.

N Sunday evening, April third, Reverend Father O'Reilly, our chaplain, delivered a

very interesting illustrated lecture on ““The Eudist Martyrs of the French Revolu-
tion””. These martyrs, beatified in 1926 by His Holiness Pius XI, were honored at the
Holy Heart Seminary by a solemn triduum conducted by the Eudist Fathers from March
twenty-fourth to the twenty-seventh. Father O'Reilly’s lecture gave to all those who
could not attend the services, the edifying story of the heroic death of Father Hebert
and his companions and produced a profound impression.

THE COLLEGE MISSION CONCERT

N Saturday evening, April 9th, the College Girls answered the call of the heathen

by giving a concert which according to subsequent reports was an entire success,
financially as well as socially.

The program consisted of three short plays, and songs by Hilda Durney, Josephine
Burgess, and Marjorie Dunsworth. Marguerite McNeil's piano numbers were given with
her usual display of brilliancy and finish.

The first play was a scene from Sheridan’s “School for Scandal.” Stephanie MclIsaac
as Sir Peter, played the part of the indignant husband to perfection, while Alice Dowd
carried the role of the coquettish Lady Teazle in a manner that would have delighted
even the “‘divine Sarah.”

“The Beau of Bath™ was the second of the evening’s trilogy. Pearl Sutherland
as the “beau” and Rose Orlando as the charming Rosamond were equalled only by Joe
Burgess who played the role of the faithful Jepson.
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The last play was a humourous sketch entitled “Getting a Photograph Taken.”
Cassie Ferguson as “Josh Reid” made a very lively rustic subject for the photograph.
Evelyn Campbell in ringlets caused quite a sensation and recalled us to our mythology
and the classic picture of Medusa. Hilda Durney as the photographer succeeded in

pleasing the audience better than she did Uncle Josh.

The Academy girls appreciate the talents of their superior neighbors, the College
students and enjoyed the entertainment immensely. The result was a contribution of

twenty dollars for the Foreign Missions.

THE SHAKESPERE EVENING

TO celebrate the birthday of our great English dramatist, the members of the elocution

The program included selections
from Macbeth, As You Like It, King John, Henry V, and The Winter's Tale, and was

class gave a series of scenes from the great plays.

thoroughly enjoyed.

As You Like It: Actl. Scene 3.
Celia . 2 . 2
Duke Frederick
Rosalind

As You Like IT: ActIV. Scene 2 and scene 3.
Celia - . . . . .
Rosalind
Touchstone -
Audrey
Silvas
Corin

Macpera: Act . Scene 5.
Lady MacBeth
MacBeth
Messenger

A WinTter's TaLe: Act V. Scene 3.
King Leontes . . 5
Polixenes
Hermione
Perdita
Florizel
Paulina
Camillo

Henry V. ActIIl.  Scene 4.

Princess Katherine
Alice, her maid

Henry V. Act V. Scene 2.

Prixcess Kitherine . . . . .
Kiag Heary -

CATHERINE BROwN
MARY SHANNON.
Mary Ecan.

JosepHINE MUNRO.
Mary HacHE.

MARIE ACKERMAN.
KATHERINE POWER.
MiLprReD MAacDoNALD.
AxNa McLEAN.

NoraH WHELPLEY.
Hirpa DURNEY.
Mary K. MacDoUGALL.

StepuaNIE Maclsaac.
CassiE FERGUSON.
JosePHINE BURGESS.
Rose ORLANDO.
MARJORIE DUNSWORTH.
Avice Dowb.

MARY SULLIVAN.

JeaNn MONTAGUE.
ANNIE MANCINL

Jean MONTAGUE.
Mary House.
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PIANOFORTE RECITAL

By MARGUERITE M ACNEIL.

May 14, 1927.

PROGRAMME.

Duo: Cortege - - . . . . . . . .
Miss MARGUERITE MACNEIL.
Miss MArRy WINDEATT.
Rhapsody - . . . . . . . . . .

Val-de-Paz.

- Brahms.

Valtz - - - - . - . . . . . . Stojowaki.

Theme and Variations - . - . . . . - . Paderewski.

Violin: Legende - . . . . . . . - . - Bohm.
Miss KaTHLEEN RyYALL.

Valse Brilliante - - . . . . . . . - Manna Zucca.

Sea Winds - . - - . . . . - - - - Adams.

Aspiration - - - - - - - - - - - Moszkowski.

CENTENARY COMMEMORATION.

- . . . -, - - - -

\

Sonata Pathétique
Dramatic Interpretation—Miss Mary Ecan.

Rondo—Miss JeEaAN MONTAGUE.

Interpretative dance: {Minuet—Miss ConsTANCE WELSH.

( Miss JeaAN MONTAGUE.

Vocal: Ave Maria - . . . . . . . . .
Hark! Hark! the lark - . . . . . . .

Tarentella . . . - . . . . . . .
Rigaudon - . - - . . . . . . .
Concert Etude . . . . . . . . . .

Gop Save tHe KinG.

- Beethoven.

Schubert.
Schubert.

\

\

Brazelton.

\

- Grieg.
MacDowell.

=

=

.
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THE NEW BUILDING

OLD pupils and friends of the Mount will be glad to know that the new building is
now near completion. The following item taken from the Halifax Herald gives
some interesting information:

“Since May 1926 construction work has been going on steadily at Mount Saint Vin-
cent under the able direction of Rhodes and Currie, Contractors, of Amherst, N. S. and S.
P. Dumaresq of Halifax, Architect. Already the new building shows exterior comple-
tion; and the winter months will see rapid progress on the interior, so that by the Spring
it will be ready for occupation.

This imposing structure of blue-nose brick with granite trimmings will form an
additional feature of beauty to the group of fine buildings which together comprise the
College and Academy of Mount Saint Vincent and the Mother House of the Sisters of
Charity. It follows the general appearance and design of the architectural lines of the
rest of the group, with twin towers facing the Northwest. Two broad entrances with
granite porticos and stone steps give entrance to the spacious cotridor of the first floor.
Here are found reception rooms, and administrative offices. The gfound floor provides
a large refectory for the Community, besides store rooms, etc.

The second floor will contain lecture rooms for the college students, a private chapel,
an infirmary, and sleeping apartments. Eight large class-rooms are being equipped,
besides a department of Domestic Science, Physics and Chemistry laboratories.

The wing connecting the new building with the college contains thirty private
rooms and ten practice rooms for students in the music department. This wing is already
occupied and affords greater facilities of ease and comfort to those who enjoy its benefits.

The rest of the new building will be devoted primarily to the use of the Sisters
who are being trained for the various works of the Community in the Novitiate of the
Sisters of Charity. Accommodation is therefore provided in lecture rooms and sleeping
apartments for about two hundred persons.

The new building will supply a long crying need for space which the rapid expansion
of the Community requires. At the same time it gives greater facilities to the Academy
which will immediately occupy the rooms left vacant by the removal of the various depart-
ments to the new building.
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Academic Graduates

JosepHINE BURGEss.

Boston, Mass.

LIKE Stephanie, Josephine would have graduated
from “A" last year had it not been for the
“residence” requirements of our Academy. Stately
dignified, a perfect lady, “Jo™ has won all hearts
during her two years at the Mount. *“Jo does
most near everything,” one was heard to remark,
sagely, though ungrammatically, after our beloved
graduate had acted Cleopatra in the Mid-year
Play. Now that she has completed her Sophomore
year of College, we hope that she will withstand
the attractions of a certain hospital and stay until
the College can give her a degree.

STEPHANIE MaAclsaAc.
Sypxney, C. B.

ALL, plump, and jolly,—that’s Stephanie,

“Steve™ for short. Though she dwells apart
from us and enjoys college privileges, she is still
one of us and is very much beloved. Sydney is
her home, and she is very loyal to her native town,
her college, her class, and her ideals. Her smile
is like sunshine and her laugh a tonic for the blues.
It was mainly her fault that the Academy lost to
the College in our big Basket-ball game. Still,
we forgive her, and the weight of all our good
wishes goes with her.
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Academic Graduates

EiLeen Ryan.
Havirax, N. S.

DID you catch that glint of gold? That's
Eileen Honorah, whose Irish wit and Irish
smile has helped many a girl over a fit of the blues.
She has captained the Freshman Basket-ball team
through a brilliant year, and was one of the famous
“Glutens" of, '26. Through rain and shine Eileen
has been one of us for the past four years, and
unless she returns for college work we shall miss
her very much. Her unselfish ways and ability
to see the happy side of life have made her a general
favorite.

LuciLLE THERIAULT.

Berrrveau's Cove, N. S.

UCILLE,—the name is quiet, musical, and

gentle, like its owner. This demure little
maiden came to the Mount three years ago, and
has made steady progress in her studies, so that
che is frequently the honor student of the Freshman
Class. In sports she is enthusiastic, and in musical
circles is known as an artist. We trust that
Lucille will return next year to grace the Sophomore
Class at M. S. V.
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Academic Graduates

MorLy CHESLEY.

Kextvicee, N. S,

Molly.

have known her. We trust

of paper, and loads of good luck.

Joyce Roor, Sec. Sc.
Bear River, N. S.

FULL of quips and cranks and wreathed smiles,

Joyce has during four years worked steadily
up to graduation in Secretarial Science. Quiet and
unobtrusive, she has proved that with her sense
of humor goes a deep fund of strength of purpose,
and a reliability that has developed remarkably
during her two years of business course. With
these qualities we feel that Joyce must meet with
success, whatever the sphere of activity that may
claim her energies and talents.

THIS young lady, ordinarily attired in a paint
daubed smock is no other than our artist
As ready to dance as talk, to indulge in a
game of bridge or of tennis, to write an essay or
take part in a debate, she is an all-round girl. Her
genuine good sense and happy gift of humor, along
with her artist’s eye for the ridiculous, have made
her three years at the Mount memorable to all who
that
always have a full paint-box, lots of brushes, stacks

Commercial Graduates

Rusy BeLr
LaHave, N. S.

UBY was one of the Commercial Graduates

of 26 and returned in the autumn to con-
tinue her studies in secretarial science. One
circumstance stood between her and the academic
diploma, and that was the shortness of her term
of residence. Ruby has been with us only two
years, whereas academic graduation requires three.
However, she has done all the work assigned and is
going away laden with commercial diplomas and
certificates, to say nothing of the good wishes of
her friends.

will

Molly

GRACE AMIRAULT.
Pusxico, N. S.

RACE came to us after Christmas last year

and was unable on account of her short
residence to take her diploma the following June.
Now, however she has the advantage of the rest
of the class and excels in every part of the Com-
mercial work. Her carefree shrug is familiar to
all of us, and she is popular with both pupils and
teachers. Her generosity has no limits and that
alone will insure happiness for her wherever she
goes and whatever her career in life.
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FraNnces LOCKHART.

KexTtviiee, N. S.

“QIS” looks to be a quiet lass, but underneath

that gentle exterior you will find a spirit
bubbling over with joyousness. She seems to
wield a magic power over the typewriter and if
speed were a crime, she would be always beyond
the limit. In our lively Scotch and Irish disputes
she can always hold her own with a tenacity that
is characteristic. In the gym she is a graceful
figure. and is perhaps our prettiest skater. We trust
that the world will treat you always as well as
it does at present, Sis.

Marie KeLLy.

Suepiac, N. B.

ARIE is known as “our star”, and she shines

not only in the Commercial Room. As a
skater, a basket-ball player and an all round good
sport, Marie has won popularity in one short year.
Her happy disposition and constant good nature,
together with her talents and capacity for work,
promise a brilliant future for our beloved class-
mate. We feel sure that success will be hers.
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MAabpGe HARNISH.
Hussarps, N. S.

MADGE was rather boyish looking when she

first arrived at M. S. V. last September,
but she has since learned that “‘a woman's crowning
glory™ is not to be despised, and has let her hair
grow to astonishing lengths. Madge's sunny dis-

position has won her many friends in the school

and we are all glad that she intends to return next
year to continue her work. She has a brilliant
record for commercial work and also shines, we arz
told, at music! All good wishes to you, Madge in
both fields!

MiLprep MACDONALD.
Ioxa, C. B.

ILDRED is a true Scotchwoman, inasmuch as

she possesses all the industry and energy of
her race. The results of her work in the Com-
mercial Room mark her as a capable and successful
stenographer. Mildred, though quiet and unas-
suming, is always ready to take her share in any
fup at recreation. She is known to be an excellent
needlewoman, a reputation rare in these days.
Here's good luck to our little Scotch lassie!
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KaTHLEEN DORAN.
Winpsor, N. S.

ADDY™ as she is commonly called, is a

general favorite and has been ever since she
first came to the Mount four years ago. She is a
lover of sport, especially of skating and toboggan-
ning. Besides, she is Captain of the Commercial
Basket-ball team and an ardent tennis player. As
a student she is industrious and persevering. She
frequently is found in the sewing room, but whether
she goes there to sew is a debatable question. We
hope to have “Kaddy™ back next year for Secre-
tarial Science.

BeaTrice BuUTLER.

Liverpoor, N. S.

BEATRICE is the president of the Commercial

Class and has attained a high record in her
studies. During the four years of her residence
at the Mount she has developed her goodly stock
of talents so that she is now an accomplished young
lady. She is frequently one of our soloists at
concerts and is besides a pianist and organist. With
all her musical training, Beatrice turned finally to
the Commercial course, but her ambition is not for
a business career but for the nursing profession.
Next year she proposes to begin her training in an
Anmerican hospital.
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KatHeERINE MAcDONALD.
Surpiac, N. B.

AT the earnest appeal of Marie Kelly, Katherine

came to join her friend in the late fall. Ina
very short time, however, she had caught up with
the class, and is now numbered among its most
brilliant members. With her industry and perse-
verance Katherine joins a lively sense of fun and
a keen interest in sport. She is a very formidable
opponent on the basket-ball floor and has fought
some hard battles for the Commercial team. May
her success in a larger field be always as brilliant
as her career at M. S. V.!

MARGARET ROMKEY.

BripowaTer, N. S.

ARGARET is the only Commercial girl with

long hair! In fact she is one of the rare
specimens in the school. When she first came
among us, even after a year in Provincial B, Margaret
was very shy. An attack of the measles it is
said, cured her of her quietness, and now she is
the gayest of the gay. No one could be dull with
Margaret around. She is noted for her generosity
and her industry, but even more for her dry wit.
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NorAH WHELPLEY.
Monxcron, N. B.

ORAH came to the Mount two years ago

and made a name for herself in Senior C as
the winner of the prize essay. Her brief acquaint-
ance with typewriting during her first year encour-
aged her to undertake the full Commercial Course,
and she has seen all her hopes realized within the
past few months. Armed with certificates, she
goes forth to a career. Wil it be in the business
world? We wonder; for Norah’s heart is in her
pen, and we share her ambition that she will one
day be a writer of fame.

LirriaNn RoMkEy.

BripcwaTrr, N. S.

ILLIAN came to the Mount last year to take

her "B" license and determined to return for
a Commercial Course. Alas, for Lillian! Appendi
citis took her out of our midst for many weeks.
For all that she worked steadily even during her
convalescence, and from her invalid chair at home
sent constant written work to her teacher at M.
S. V. Such grit and perseverance show remarkable
signs of success in the business world. We all
feel that Lillian will “make good™.
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HerLex CopeLAND.
Kentviee, N. S.

ELEN is a very quiet girl, and a steady worker.

Her industry and patience amid the ups and
downs of our miniature commercial life have won
her final success. Everybody will be glad to know
that Helen intends to continue her work in secre-
tarial science next year. Her friendliness and
willingness to help others in difficulties of the
Commercial Class who will welcome her return.

Mary DULHANTY.

BripgwaTeR, N. S.

SMILE? A laugh? That's Mary Dulhanty.

Our tall basket-ball centre is a cheerful person
and though quiet is popular in the school. Her
ambition at present is to seek her fortune in “the
States™ next year. We should all like to see her
return to M. S. V.
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Harrier Hess.

BripGwWATER, N. S.

ARRIET isnoted for her heart. She has lost
it dozens of times, but somehow it always
strays back to her and is as good and kind as ever.
We feel that when she departs from M. S. V. a
fair share of her heart will be left behind her.
Her good nature and her generosity are well known.
Nothing ruffles her even temper, she is always calm
and contented. Such qualities are a valuable-asset
in the business world, and they will serve towards
Harriet’s success.

CATHERINE BrownN.

NorTH Sypnry, C. B.

ATHERINE is one of the liveliest of the

Commercial girls, always ready for a dance or
a game. She is especially fond of basket-ball and
is one of our best players. Gymnasium work and
elocution are among her main interests. Whatever
she does, Catherine always does with energy, and
this applies to her work in the Commercial Room
particularly.  'We hope to see Catherine back next
year for further study.

JuNE 1927
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THE COMMERCIAL CLASS OF 27

By Marie Kerry 27 (Com.)

THE school term opened on September 8, 1926. The Commercials (old and new),

made their way to their Class-room in the First Corridor, and the new-comers gazed
with awe and curiosity on the many terrifying instruments therein, typewriters,
weird shorthand characters, and the startling announcement on a piece of pasteboard,
“I am early, What a pleasure!” Which when reversed is just the contrary, “I am late,
What a pity!”

The majority of the Commercials arrived on time, but the month of October witnessed
two new arrivals in Katherine MacDonald and Mary Riley. ~ With these two additions
the roll call amounted to twenty-five.

The first term of the year was spent in earnest work. The English exam was the
first trial, and with the exception of two or three, the marks were very gratifying. ~ After
we completed our course in Filing, our teacher took us “'in town™ to view and study the
Filing systems of several large firms. After that came the exam. The thirty word
certificate was won by five pupils before the close of this term. The majority of the
class sent the Junior O. A. T. test, and all who sent, received certificates from the Gregg
Company. The final exam in Bookkeeping was taken by several pupils before Christmas;
with the exception of one, all passed with good marks.

The next term—The “Extreme Penalty,” did not seem so terribly “Extreme” to
the Commercials. Every minute of every day was employed in real and true work.
The Theory Test was taken on March 19, at 8 a. m. The participants scarcely dared
to breathe until the results were ascertained. These were made known to the public
at 10.30 and they were very pleasing. When the Law Course was completed, Mr.
Jones, a lawyer gave us a very enjoyable lecture. He covered all our ground, and this
helped us wonderfully when the time came for the final test.

It was during this term, that we had a surprise visit from the Vice-President of
the Underwood Company. We demonstrated our skill in managing typewriters to
advantage, by typing to music with “perfect” rhythm. The Bookkeeping Final Test
was taken by the remainder of the pupils, and the results would startle any ordinary
person. The sixty word certificate for Shorthand Dictation was won by two pupils
on the March Test. A large number received it a short time later. Who will be the
first to reach the eighty-mark? The final goal is yet to be achieved in the form of bronze,
silver and gold emblems and several certificates in Shorthand and Typewriting from
various Companies.

The Commercial Club met every Sunday night, and the annual serial story is being
written. The history of this tradition may be traced back to ancient days. The tradition-
al spirit of the Commercials is—Loyalty. If you could look in the heart of every Com-
mercial from time immemorial, I am sure you would find the flame of loyalty to their
class, teacher, and school, that never has gone out.  They share in one another’s joys
and sorrows. OQur hearts go out in loving remembrance and kindness to our teacher
who has set our feet in the right path, the path that leads to happiness and success.

Good Luck to the Future Commercials of M. S. V. from the Commercials of '27!
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MOUNT SAINT VINCENT COLLEGE

MOUNT Saint Vincent College opened in October with a registration of forty-seven

students, of whom twenty-three were Freshman; sixteen Sophomores; six Juniors,
and two Seniors. Thus quietly came into existence the Mount College, long dreamed
of and long prepared for.

The scholastic results of both semesters are entirely gratifying to the staff and the
students. Nor have social activities been neglected for studies. Dramatic and literary
clubs, debates, sports, and outdoor activities take up spare hours. The College Students
live apart from the Academy pupils and enjoy the privileges of their age and standing.
They have their own social room and lecture rooms. Beginning with the Sophomore
year, all students wear the cap and gown.

The College has kept for its colors the traditional light and dark blue of the Mount.
The new seal is very beautiful in its emblematic significance, and bears the motto: Veritas
ad Deum ducit.

The first graduate to attain to B. A. degree is Rose Orlando of Bridgetown, N. S.
who was graduated from the Academy several years ago, and completed three years in
the arts course of Dalhousie University. Her general education was supplemented last
summer by a trip to Europe.

Dorothy MacDougall of Port Hood, C. B. is the first College girl to attain to the
degree of Bachelor of Secretarial Science. A part of her college work was done at Mount
St. Bernard, Antigonish, and she came to the Mount in her Junior year.

Marguerite McNeil and Mary Windeatt, both students for B. M. receive this year
their licentiate in music. Marguerite McNeil in a brilliant recital gave evidence not
only of her own great talent, but also of the excellent training she has received. She is
as yet only in her Junior year.

The College Commencement will take place on June first.

Extension courses are attended every Saturday by a number of young ladies eager
to avail themselves of the advantages offered of attaining credits towards College degrees.

In connection with the College a summer school was started last year the scope
of which has been enlarged so that it will now benefit a greater number of students. This
year courses will be given at Mount St. Vincent College, daily for five weeks, beginning
July 14th. The College is fortunate in securing the able services of Rev. Gerald Phelan,
Ph. D. (Louvain) professor of Philosophy at St. Michael’s College, Toronto University,

and of J. D. Logan, Ph.D. at present Head of the Department of English in Marquette
University.
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First College Graduates

Dorotny MacDoucaLr, B.A.
PorT Hoop, C. B.

receives the degree
Bachelor of Secretarial
Science
on June 1, 1926.

Rose OrraxDO, B.A.

Bripgerown, N. S.

receives the degree
Bachelor of Arts
on June 1, 1926.
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FROM A COLLEGE WINDOW.
(Looking in).

IT is interesting to speculate what other people’s lives are like. I sometimes speculate

thus and the results are altogether surprising. It is more fascinating for example,
to wonder about those above us, than those below us, to watch them in their superior
world and to take part (mentally, at least) in their superior occupations. Such superior
beings are the College Girls. I wonder what it feels like to be a College Girl?

To sail majestically on and pay no attention to Academy sign-posts, to wear silk
stockings in broad daylight, to repair to the social room or to the library or to one’s private
apartment at any hour of the day:—a dream!

Shakespeare said very wisely, “The apparel oft proclaims the man™. "Tis so, indeed;
for the gown doth proclaim the College Girl and marketh her frém the crowd of mere
Academics. She muncheth biscuits (alas, proprie"ty 1) and the crumbs fall beneath the
feet of her plebeian neighbors who follow in her wake. She droppeth her silver in the
refectory, and nothing said! She partaketh of gofiter in the far away gym, out of sight
of Academic eyes.

She placeth her cloak about her and departeth for town, where she commenteth on
things in general and nothing in particular. She arriveth on the seven-thirty bus!

She expresseth her wish. Tis said. 'Tis done. A wave of the Collegiate hand.

All obstacles which hinder her convenience in arrangements of a personal nature, are
brushed aside.

With idyllic ease she playeth the uke and (conscious ears!) seeth visions, as across the
mournful strings she playeth. The bell ringeth. Silence and stillness. She giveth no
token and breaketh what no mortal ever dared break before —Silence! 'Tis the Academy
bell and nothing more!

The murmur of study passeth from our hall; the murmur of revelry riseth from hers.
Ah! To be a College Girl! She attendeth not at the venerable assembly (Notes) clothed
with the supreme dignity of Cap and Gown: but with gentle flutter and stately mien,
passeth on, up the staircase.

Darkness. Faint light. The moon riseth. The Academy sleepth, the College
retireth late. Forsooth, 'tis nothing! The clock striketh. Still 'tis nothing! She
poreth over her book.

Examination cometh. Dark circles too! A frown taketh the place of the smile.
The uke vanisheth, the book appeareth. Ah! to bea College Gir]? NO-—Thank Heaven
—I am an Academic!

BrueBeLL CUMBERFORD.
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THE CHAPEL

THE Mount Chapel is one of its greatest attractions, and no wonder. Its finely chiselled

altars, its storied windows “casting a dim religious light,” its high arched dome and
pendant lamps, call forth an exclamation of astonishment from the visitor ushered for
the first time within its sacred precincts. Every year has added to its loveliness, and
this year is no exception, for during its course the chapel has been enriched by several
paintings of rare value. The northeast wall is now covered by two companion pictures,
the one of Saint John Berchmans in prayer, the other of the First Holy Communion of
Saint Aloysius. The first was presented to Reverend Mother Mary Berchmans on the
occasion of her Golden Jubilee, the other was given to Reverend Mother Mary Louise
when she was elected to the office of Mother General last August. Both are the gifts
of the Academy of the Assumption, Wellesley Hills, Massachusetts.

Over the altar of Saint Joseph is a beautiful mural painting of The Espousals of our
Lady, while over the Sacred Heart altar is a corresponding masterpiece, The Agony in
the Garden. Both are original compositions done by one of the artists of the Community
and are striking in their perfection of technique and beauty of coloring.

' High in the Sanctuary wall an oak door and ornamented brass railing mark the opening
into the Infirmary chapel which is a part of the new house. Here the invalid sisters will

hear Mass daily with no inconvenience, and can enjoy the unspeakable benefits of the
Holy Sacrifice.

At the end of the chapel on the epistle side space has been found for that favourite
of all hearts, Saint Thérése of the Child Jesus. Her beautiful statue is a memorial gift
from a friend of the Community, Miss Mary Alice Ward of Boston.

Nor must we forget, in speaking of our heavenly patronesses, to mention the beautiful
painting of Saint Cecelia which hangs just over the entrance to the new music wing.
The picture is a copy of Gauthier’s lovely masterpiece which represents the virgin martyr
after she had received the death stroke, lying on the marble floor of her Roman villa.
The painting is an inspiration to all who look at it, but most of all to the many little maidens
who travel many times a day that musical corridor and pray to their heavenly patroness
for some advancement in her lovely virtues and in her heavenly art.

Irexne McQuiLLAN.
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LIVING HISTORY.

By Axxie RiTcHIE.

HISTORY for most of us is a dead subject, and ancient history doubly dead.  The

fault lies chiefly in lack of appreciation of the reality of the facts and in a want of
imagination to make them vivid, that is to say, living. Take for example, Xenophon.
How little we appreciate the struggles and trials related in the despised little text book
of the Anabasis. To many of us the Anabasis is little more than the title of a book.
A few can give a little information and tell us that it means ~“The March Up Country™;
but up what country and why up and not down is still a mystery to many.

“How the Greek force was collected for Cyrus when he undertook his expedition against
his brother Artaxerxes; what occurred in his march up the country, how the battle took
place, how Cyrus was killed and how the Greeks returned to their camp and went to
rest in the belief that they were completely victorious, and that Cyrus was still alive™
in this one sentence the writer gives the whole situation at the beginning of Book II.
Suppose a British army were to find itself in the wilds of Siberia without leaders or supplies,
far from any help. Imagine the feelings of these soldiers. Such were those of the Greeks
when on awakening the morning after the battle of Cunaxa they learned that Cyrus had
been killed. Far from home, in the midst of deserts and mountains, and surrounded
by hostile tribes, their situation was perilous in the extreme. Yet they had their own
leaders to rely on. What was their dismay then, when their ofhicers did not return from
the conference to which they had been summoned by the Persian satrap, and the awful
truth dawned on them that the Greek generals had been murdered by treachery.

Xenophon tells us his story very simply. Wearied and distressed by the events of
the day, he retired to his tent and there at length fell asleep. It was then that he had
the dream which he relates so vividly in Book III. “‘In the midst of a thunder storm a
bolt seemed to fall upon his father's house, and the house in consequence became all in
a blaze”. As is the case in so many instances in history, on this dream hangs the whole
course of the events which followed. To Xexophon it meant an inspiration from Heaven.
He called together first the ofhicers of Proxenus’ division, and then the whole force. He
roused them to action and urged them to elect new leaders. He himself is chosen in
place of the murdered Proxenus and the Greeks full of enthusiasm, determine to begin
the march home.

Then commenced the march of over three months™ duration The events are
chronicled with an exactness of detail that could only come from intimate experience.
The scenes through which they pass are like a panoramic view of that old region where
centuries before the Assyrians has exercised their harsh rule and had driven their chariots
over conquered peoples; a desert now, a wilderness dotted here and there with towns
or villages of barbarian people, who for the most part are hostile and suspicious. By a
strange irony of fate the Greeks, the civilizers of the ancient world, encamp upon the site
of an unknown city, —a heap of ruins. It was Nineveh, the great capital of Assyria,
that Nineveh in the streets of which Jonas cried, “"Forty days and Nineveh shall be
destroyed™!  All the glory of Assyria was centred in that proud capital; yet of its name,
Xenophon tells us, no one could give information.
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It was a journey terrible from the attacks of hostile tribes and the treachery of false
counsellors. Pursued for days and haunted by the presence of Tissaphernes, the Persian
satrap, who like a bird of prey followed in their wake and seemed to await their destruc-
tion, the little band pressed on. Yet the dangers from man were insignificant compared
with the awful perils of the wilderness, hunger, cold and disease. Many of them con-
tracted bulimy, a strange disease of hunger, and exhausted were unable to go on.  Others
were suffering from frost bites and infected feet and refused to march farther. And
through it all, Xenophon, with the skill of a born leader guided the little band nearer ar{d
nearer home. The only achievement equal to this or comparable with it is Alexander’s
march from India, or Napoleon's retreat from Russia.

Step by step they fought their way, and came at last upon a tribe whose governor
promised to conduct them to the sea. They accepted the offer, and the fifth day as“they
climbed the ridges of Mount Theches, a great cry arose from thousands of thrans, Th'e
Sea! The Sea™! They had reached the Euxine at last. Xenophon had accomplished his
task and by his patience and foresight had brought the Greeks, reduced now to about
eight thousand, to the Chersonese. .

As we think of these things our Greek course assumes a new interest. We rea!lze
that we are reading history and not merely memorizing words and grammar. We enjoy
the vividness of the scenes and try to understand the sufferings and the hardships of Fhat
memorable band, which so long ago, under their brave leader, made that long and tedious
journey through the wilderness. Our own task becomes less tedious and the desert
of study becomes fruitful.

JANUARY.

January!

Frosty, wary,

Through star avenues visionary
Across the heavens clear and airy
Flits the fancy fain to see

Signs of summer days to be.

A little snow, a little ice,

O King of Storms, will us suffice;
Your hoary presence chills us through;
O bitterest of months are you,

January!
MARGARET TOBIN.
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THE CHRISTMAS THIEF.

By MARry WINDEATT.

JUDGE Williams, a portly, white-haired gentleman of some sixty years, sat in his
well furnished library on the evening before Christmas. The curtains of the apart-
ment were drawn and the rose shaded lamp cast a cheerful glow over the solid mahogany
furniture and shone reflected from the leather-bound volumes that lined the walls on
every side. A slight movement of the velvet portiere, and the butler entered bearing
a well-appointed tea-service. The Judge turned and the light showed up his intellectual
profile to advantage.
“Any news? No calls, I hope?”
“No, sir™.
“It's a beastly night and I hope there’ll be nothing to bring me out in such wet
snow. By the way . .."”
“Yes, sir?”
“There is to be some sort of a celebration here to-night,—a Christmas party or some
such like?”
“So I believe, sir.”
“Hm . . . Yes,—very well. You may go.”
Left to himself the Judge endeavored to find pleasure in the repast before him, but
his capricious appetite did not find satisfaction in the dainty morsels.
““Oh, oh, this life!” he yawned, stretching himself with dificulty. **And to think,™
he mused, “that this was once my idea of happiness,—wealth and a home.™
Rising, he went over to the casement and pulled the curtain aside abstractedly.
Outside the world was a mass of pure white, save where the street made an inky black
line under the glimmering of the arc light. Far off the dazzling electric signs of the great
metropolis flashed, proclaiming busily their wares to the world. The clock on the City
Tower was pointing to six.
“"Christmas Eve again!™ he muttered to himself. ““And twenty years without Ben!™
How long it seemed! He flung himself into his chair and attempted to interest
himself in his paper,—but in vain. His wandering thoughts refused to concentrate on
the money market, the latest scandal, and the newest fashion; his mind kept turning back
to twenty years ago,—to his first wife’s death, and then .
Twenty years before on Christmas Eve the old stone mansion was a blaze of lights.
In the drawing room a wondrous Christmas tree stood resplendent, but upstairs death
was knocking at the nursery door. Little Ben, the Judge's only child, and his heart’s
idol since his mother’s death, lay dying. In spite of all that specialists could do, the
little life was flickering. Just as the church bells rang out the Christmas tidings, the
child’s soul fled to a brighter world.
Now it was Christmas again. Presently the bells would ring out once more and

all the world would be glad; but he . . . . . Clearly, there was something missing in
his life . .
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Inpatiently he tried to shake himself out of the melancholy mood that was stealing
over him.

“Come, come, old boy! Pull yourself together. It's almost time to dress for this
affair to-night.”

“Phil, dear,” said a mellow voice behind him.

“Yes, yes, Marian, I'm coming.”” With a little difficulty he stood up and turned
around. '

The second Mrs. Williams was a type of the charming society woman of a fashionable
city. Of medium height and with just that gentle dignity that middle age lends to the
feminine sex, she was the true embodiment of the woman of the world. In a gown of
soft gray with a cluster of violets to give it relief, she presented a charming picture.

The Judge looked at her with admiration in his steel blue eyes:

** Ah, Marian,—when have I ever seen you when you were not lovely?”

“Why, Phil, you old flatterer! But come, dear. We are having a few in to-night,
and the Thompsons are waiting for you.”

“Yes, yes, my dear,” he answered moving off, “I'll be with you in a minute™.

How people envied him Marian, he thought as he dressed. A perfect hostess, a
woman of poise, possessed of charm, but withal,—lacking something which his soul
craved. Had his second marriage been a happy one? He did not know, himself.

* * * * * *

The orchestra was tuning up behind the mass of evergreen which flowed in streamers
from the alcove at the end of the brilliant ball-room. The smell of Christmas was in
the air, and holly berries shone from the walls and the chandeliers. Already the guests
were beginning to arrive; some old, showing signs of care; others on the threshold of
life, fresh debutantes with the glint of youth’s joyousness and expectation all aglow.

As the various couples glided out over the polished floor, the Judge watched them
silently, a smile upon his lips but bitterness in his heart.

“Pleasure, pleasure, pleasure for all but me,” he told himself. *“In what after all
does true happiness consist?”

This gay, pleasure-mad crowd, with whom his wife associated, had they the right
idea? The dancers floated past him as in a dream. At that moment his first wife's
face came before him, and he could almost hear her say:

“Oh, Phil, do not pass your life on earth uselessly! Look to the true joys of the
heart. Ben and I are watching over you; we are happy, dear.”

The vision faded, and the Judge came back to himself with a start. The orchestra
was playing a syncopated novelty and as the dancers moved across the floor, he could
see Marian among the crowd, smiling, seeing that everything was as it should be.

“Good evening, Judge,” a well modulated voice broke in on his reverie. Turning
he bowed to the wife of one of the city’s millionaires, garbed in ultra-modern fashion.

“Ah, good evening, Mrs. Rogerson,” he said in cold tones.  **A very joyful gathering
is it not?”

“Yes, indeed. I really must congratulate you on your wife. A more perfect
hostess I never met.”
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“Abh, thank you.” He bowed in his courtly manner and the lady sensing something
of sarcasm in his attitude, moved on.

ok * * * * *

In the library a fire was burning in the grate and the Judge feeling more at home
here than in the superficial atmosphere of the ball-room, was glad to come back to its
quiet. The brass andirons caught the flickering gleams from the fire and sparkled in
its glow. Across the heavy draperies glided grotesque shadows, eerie phantoms of a
ghostly world. The Judge sank into his chair and stared moodily at the flaimes. He

could not go on like this . . .Already the melancholy of his life was eating his heart
out and he longed for the end. Praised by his contemporaries, envied by many, he was
miserable. What could he do? Morphine? . . .opium? . . No. no, -not yet .

a little while yet . .

A noise behind him startled him into attention. Instantly all his senses were alert.

“Do not move or you'll be sorry,” said a rough voice in his ear. “"How many people
in this house?”

Calmly, without a tremor in his voice the Judge answered briefly, ~About one
hundred, I should say.”

A few whispered words followed this announcement and he could make out that
there were at least three people in the room. The Judge was not a coward and realizing
that for the moment the vigilant watch on him was relaxed, he sprang to his feet.

“Drop that gun,” he commanded in that voice which the lawyers of the criminal
courts knew so well. “Right about face now,” he continued, ““and not a word.™

Three shadows fell suddenly backwards, and two figures loomed for an instant
against the French window before they leaped wildly out into the darkness. The third
figure crouched at the Judge's feet. He grasped it firmly with one hand, and with the
other pulled the chain of the electric lamp.

It was only a lad; but the Judge's tone was stzrn.

“Well, what have you to say for yourself?”” he questioned with an impatient shake
of the boy’s shoulder.

“Me'n the others didn’t have nuthin’ fur Christmas,” he began, “and . . . and . . .

“Yes?” questioned the Judge,” and you thought to get it this way?"

Silence. The boy’s face fell lower.

“I'm sorry, sir, but . .Oh, don’t don’t send me up the River, please don’t! The
others made me come! Honest, I never did it before!™

“House-breaking is a criminal offence, my boy. A court of justice would decree
you guilty. I'm afraid .

A look of despair came over the whole crouching figure, but the culprit did not
raise his head.

“Where do you live?”

“On the East side, sir.”

“Is your father living?”

“No, sir. I live with my mother and my two sisters. Oh, sir, don’t send me
up the River! They'll die of shame!”

EE)
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“A green hand at the business, for sure,” thought the Judge. Then, aloud, “Your
name?”
"They call me Ben,” replied the boy.
‘ It was simply said, but a tremor shot through the Judge's frame. A light dawned
in his eyes, and he scanned the boy more closely. He put his hand on the rough tweed
cap and pushed the culprit’s head back so that the light fell on his face. It was not a
bad face, and the big dark eyes shone with fear. Almost involuntarily he reached for
the bell, and as he did so, he saw the lad cringe.
N “Yes, sir?” Judkins' immobile features betrayed no sign of surprise at the strange
visitor.
“Tell Harris to bring around the closed car immediately.”
' “Yes, sir . .7 There was a question in the butler's attitude which the Judge
immediately detected.
“That is all, Judkins.”
The servant bowed and retired, pondering within himself the eccentricities of the
gentry and their kin.
. In less than five minutes the Judge and the young marauder were ensconced in the
big machine that rolled silently to the side door.
“T'll drive, thank you, Harris,” said the Judge and quietly took the wheel.

. Noiselessly the great car swung down the wide avenue, the powerful motor pulsating
quietly.  Flakes of snow drifted on the night air and a feeling of pezace and contentment
seemed to prevail over the old Dutch houses set back from the road, solid and comfortable,
~strong reminders to the old man of past Christmases and —happiness.

. Meanwhile the boy sat motionless and stared out through the windshield at the
flying snow. Soon they were in the business section of the city and it was with difficulty
that they made their way through the streets crowded with holiday merrymakers. Slowly
they proceeded farther up the street and stopped at the entrance to one of the great city
churches. ‘

“Come with me, now, and don’t you dare try to get away,” commanded the Judge.

The boy followed wondering, up the broad steps and into the great nave aglow with
hundreds of lights. There were still a few vacant places although it was close to midnight,
apd the two slipped quietly into a back pew. The Judge looked around. It was years
since he had been in a Catholic Church. The last Midnight Mass he had attended was
with . . . Again his first wife’s face came clearly before him. He bowed his head.

Up to the stroke of twelve the crowd kept pouring in. Then the solemn chant of
the Introit began. Something was pulling at the Judge's heartstrings all during the Mass,
but when at the end a boy’s soprano voice rose in exultant tones to the Cathedral dome
in the “Adeste Fideles,™ something hard in the old man’s heart broke. And when the
chorus answered in a mighty swell of praise,

“Venite, adoremus in Bethlehem,”

that indefinable something melted away entirely.

When all was over, the Judge still knelt with bowed head. The last worshippers
had passed from the church and the boy watched him wonderingly. Far down the aisle
the little red light danced in the darkened sanctuary; the lights had been extinguished
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one by one, and still the old man remained motionless. At last he arose and beckoned
his companion, and together they passed out into the night.

“Merry Christmas, my boy,” said the Judge huskily, pressing something into the
boy’s hand. “Forget about to-night and keep the straight path after this.™

The boy looked up in awe at the changed face of the man standing in the light that
streamed from the Cathedral vestibule.

“Yes, sir!” he answered simply.

* * - % * * *

“Phil, Phil,” sang a voice in his ear as the car glided smoothly homeward, “"Be happy
with us this Christmas time. We are glad, Ben and I, that you have come buack at last.”

The Judge leaned back and gazed dreamily across the snowy scene shadowed here
and there by a faraway moon, and through his mind there flashed old words: “As a
thief in the night . . .."”

SAINT FRANCIS OF ASSISI.

Poet wert thou? Aye! a voice

Singing through endless space the choice
God makes of little simple things;

A rippling, laughing voice that flings—
Soaring from throngs of cherubs’ wings,—
Far o’er the fields of Paradise

The song of an earth-bird at sunrise.

Player wert thou? Aye!a part

Was thine such as human art

Ne'er dreamed before;—to lend thy guise
To Christ,—to give Him lips and eyes,

Feet to walk the earth, hands to beg a prize;
Hungry, thy bread to His poor to impart,
Homeless, to shelter all men in His heart.

Lover wert thou? Aye!a flame

Caught from the circle round the Name
Ineffable, where mingling rise

The vows of patriarchs, prophets’ sighs,
White virgin passion, martyrs’ cries; —
Merged in thee, earth and heaven above
Mingle and melt,—are one in love.
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RHYME—BUT REASON???

ECENTLY the B's have taken to poetry. It seems that somebody found a wish-bone
and passed it round the class. As a result we have the following verses which for
obvious reasons remain unsigned:

THE SoOLITARY:

THE IDLER:

THE CAsTAWAY:

THE SLEEPYHEAD

THE PEDESTRIAN:

THE STUDENT:

Tue WouLrp-se Pogr:

MY WISH.

Mine be a nook below the hill

Where pine trees tower strong and tall;
A mossy glen where all is still

Save the music of the water-fall.

Mine be an arm-chair by the grate
A novel new to ease my mind,

A box of chocolates for my mate
Oh, that’s the life I'd like to find!

Mine be a quiet island place

Where breaking seas rise high and lonely,
A rocky island on whose face

Look down the stars of heaven only.

Mine be a clock that stops at night,
With no alarm to greet my ear,
Under the blankets, out of sight,
There shall I dream till noon is near.

Mine be a road in fair Springtime,
Bordered by lilac and by rose,

Where gay young ramblers boldly climly
The garden wall and sunlight glows.

Mine be some extra study time
From morning sun till evening moon,
With no annoying bell to chime,—
Perchance I should succeed in June!

Mine be the power to write a verse
A power to me denied by Fate;
Yet my poor head is much the worse
For all the rhyming done of late.



Pace 46 FOLIA MONTANA Ju~Ne 1927

AN EXCITING EXPERIENCE.

I SIGHED disconsolately as I strayed into the gloomy old library. I was cross with
myself, cross with the weather, bored with everything and everybody in fact. I
looked out of the window. It was raining, not heavily, but with a steady weary drizzle
that somehow made one sullen and discontented. The drops of water rolled slowly,
sadly down the window pane; the wind sighed drearily in the chimney, and altogether
it was a day for the blues.

I glanced at the clock. Half past four! Two more hours till dinner! I wandered
restlessly around the room, exclaiming angrily as I stumbled over a chair. I sank down
on the floor by a bookcase and idly reached for a book. ““The Life and Letters of —"
I thrust it back. “Greene’s History of England™—it dropped heavily from my hand.
Listlessly I ran my finger along the backs of the volumes. Here was a book with a card-
board cover. What a funny, yellow old book! Evidently it was a diary or notebook.
I turned to the fly-leaf, and saw written in a scrawling boyish hand: “Jack Allison, 1830™.

“Why, I murmured,” this must be cousin Jack's!”

Then, noticing the date, I laughed out loud. Jack was three months older than
myself. Then I tried to think. I dimly remembered hearing about a great uncle who
had once owned the house in which I was now living. His name was Jack Allison,
too. I opened the book and began to read, and in my amusement at the bad spelling
and my perplexity over the occasional code introduced, I forgot all about the blues.  Jack
Allison at any rate must have been a lively fellow. One entry fascinated me:

“A new boy is living next door. His name is Ted Smith. He’s a jolly fellow and I
guess we'll be chums.  Guess I'll tell him about the secret passage . . .=
“The secret passage”! I thought to myself, *'I wonder if it’s in this house™.

I eagerly resumed my reading and soon came across another entry of interest. “Ted
and I painted a skull and cross-bones on the door of our cave in the secret place.  When
we're really in our own house nobody knows where we are. We aren’t ever going to
tell anyone where the secret passage is”.

“Oh!” thought I, “Isn’t that just like boys, the mean things!”

Jumping up, I looked eagerly about me. I walked around the room again and with
hands trembling with excitement began tapping on the panels on the walls. But alas!
they were uniformly solid. Then I tried the living-room with a similar result; and finally
I ran upstairs to my own little room, the only other in the house that I could remember
had panels. It was in vain. No secret passage was to be found.

I said nothing to my uncle that night at dinner about the diary or the passage. I
wanted to find it all myself, and if I told him about the book he would want to see it.
My cousins were coming in a week’s time to visit me, and Jack Allison was one I could
count on; so I waited as patiently as I could until they finally arrived. That very night
I took Jack into my confidence. Of course he was very much excited and spent much
of his time examining the house both inside and out. Whenever I could, I joined him
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and when the others saw us peering about or whispering together they begzed us to
tell them the secret; but not a word would we give them and they were left guzssing.

One morning, about a week after their arrival, the incorrigible Jack was descending
the old-fashioned stair-case in his usual fashion, leaping three steps at a timz and swinging
by the great post at the end of the balustrade. We were trooping in his rear, laughing
and talking all together when suddenly there was a sharp click—]Jack had disappeared
from view! Five very astonished children we were when, having sufficiently recovered
our wits to rush to the bottom of the stairs, we heard Jack's voice sounding very ““spooky™
and faraway, calling “I've found it! I've found it!" The others stared in amazement.
I alone understood.

I approached the foot of the stairs and leaning down to the floor, I called, “Jack!
Jack! How can we find the entrance?”

“Look at the post at the foot of the stairs,” was the answer.

We all turned and stared at the old balustrade. The lion’s head that formed the
top of the post was turned three quarters around. Bob went over to it and turned it
back to its original position. By working it around again we found that turning it half-
way opened a small hatch in the oak floor, and turning it further closed it again. Jack
had evidently opened it suddenly enough to fall into the hole and then the trap door
had swung back to place.

We all descended by means of a ladder and soon stood together in a long dusty
corridor.  Jack, though covered with cobwebs and showing a bruise on his forehead,
was otherwise uninjured. For a moment we all stood together not knowing what to do.
Of course Jack and I had to explain all about great uncle Jack’s diary and the secret place;
and though it was not very clear to the others, they became very much excited. Jack
and Bob, with boys’ natural love of exploring, wanted to begin at once to find out where
the corridor led to. So we all started on the quest, Jack leading.

Cobwebs hung from the ceiling, the floor and the walls were thickly coated with
dust, and the air was very musty and damp. There was something so very mysterious
about the place that somehow we felt that we must not break the silence. We talked
in excited whispers as we approached a low wooden door upon which was painted very
badly a skull and cross-bones. It would have taken more than that to have stopped us
now, and with trembling hands we pushed open the door . . .

Well, to make a long story short, we did not find any great treasures; we hadn't
expected to; but we did find some very funny souvenirs of two boys of nearly a century
ago; some queer old letters all yellow with age, two rusty jack-knives, three old cricket
balls, a blackened ink-well, a ragged Union Jack, and two old, old books. Armed with
our treasures, we went slowly down the dusty corridor, up the ladder, and into the front
hall again where we sank down to meditate on the old lion's head and to wonder how he
had kept his secret for nearly a hundred years.

KatherINE OWEN.
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FAMILIAR SNAP-SHOTS.

GYM.

RDER prevailed. In five minutes the cenfused throng had fallen into line and

silence quel'ed the murmur cf tcngues. The director now punctually took her
place, tut still all seemed to wait. LCrawn up in line down the middle of the room, the
ninety girls stcod moticnless and erect. A fine assemblage they appeared; all with
shert hair ccmbed back from their faces, not a lock astray; in white middies neatly made
and worn with a dark blue skirt reaching to the knees; with black silk ties drapzd over
their middies so as to serve for ornament as well as for use; all too, wearinz cashmere
stockings and white sneakers tied with neat laces. About twenty of those clad in this
uniform were very young girls, or rather only children. It suited them well, however,
and gave an air of trimness even to the slouchiest. I was still looking at them and als>
watching the teacher, when as my eye wandered from girl to girl, the wholz class
marched simultaneously as if ordered by a sudden clap. What had happzn:4? Ihid heard
nocommand; I was puzzled. Ere I had recovered myself the girls had agiin haltz2d, and
as all eyes were turned to one point, mine followed and encountered the Mistress Gen-
eral whom I had met tke night before.  She stccd at the bottom of the room, gazing

quietly and gravely at the class.
MAarGARET LAUDER.

RECREATION.

A loud scund of laughter and of merry voices—voices of Juniors and Seniors—
echoed through the rooms while the recreation hour lasted. There was little roughness
in the merriment and much playfulness, and a tendency on the part of the more thoughtful
girls to join the newcomers, which led especially among the livelier ones to playing cards,
talking of home, strumming on the piano and ukalale, and even to joining of hands and
dancing, in couples together. When the hour was over and the groups where the noise
had been loudest were marched into a single file at a signal, these frolics ceased as suddenly
as they had begun. The girl who had left her blotter marking the place in the book
she was reading, put it aside again; the Junior who had left in the classroom the box of
crayons with which she had been decorating her own and her neighbor’s scribbler, returned
to them. Seniors with short hair, trim uniforms and healthy faces, who had flocked
into the recreation room from the library, went their way to resume their studies, and

silence gathered on the scene that appeared more natural than the flow of talk.
HiLoa MuRrpHyY.

WAITING FOR THE BUS.

Every gray cloud of dust flying far off the highway brought up my expectations to
2 high degree, as assuredly to fail. First appeared a dilapidated Ford dating from the
time of the first make in the States, the mudguards full of rust and holes, the ribboned
top battered by many storms, thumping along on two bare rims, with the engine full
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of loose screws and the bent crank dangling from the radiator. Then a team with several
bundles of kindling wood and a queer colored man holding the reins, passed by. A
young agent for “Fuller Brushes™ walked briskly along, with samples packed in a suit-
case and a black bag for money grasped in his hand. Of ridiculous objects and queer
shapes there was no end, but of any sign of the bus there was none. It was now just
five minutes past bus time when my despair was changed to relief, for the yellow lights
shone out at last from the cloud of dust and the big clumsy vehicle drew up by the side

of the road.
Joan TemeLe.

A GUST OF WIND.

By Kartureen Ryarc.

IT 1s A SiGHT.

To see the gust come up from hill and meadow
Sweeping a pathway over woods and leas:
The venerable trees bow leafy heads in homage
And shadows flit before the monarch breeze.

BenoLp,

The weary sea lulled evenly to slumber,

Dreaming of castles in the cloud-built sky,

To sudden fury by the wind is driven,

And angered waves throw vain white hands on high.

LAUGHING,

White, graceful ships so lightly riding,

Slip, dip, in the onslaught of the gale;
Scudding, they part the foam-churned waters
That chase in mad pursuit each flying sail.

HusH!
Sudden as it came the blast is over;

The trees lift up their proud heads to the sky,
The waves sink back again in placid slumber,
And all is calm,-—the gust has swept them by.
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WEDDING CHIMES IN CHINA TOWN.

By Brueserr CUMBERFORD.

IN the quiet of the night there was a great to-do in China Town. Miss Tureen and
Mr. Ladle were being married, and every shelf was crowded to the utmost of its
capacity. It was a Saturday night to be sure, and cook had given the china an extra
polish, so you see they were very bright and shining.
Miss T-Cup, of the most ancient family of T-Cups in the neighborhood, a dainty,
frail looking lady, deliberately turned her back on her poor relations, the Common-Cups
on the opposite shelf, and bowing to Mr. Saucer remarked in a thin, cracked voice.

“Though dear Miss Tureen is so plump, her gown becomes her, —and she was so
worried over it!”

“Indeed, indeed,” answered Mr. Saucer in a very round tone, “‘not half so charming
as you, my dear young lady.”

Miss T-Cup became rather excited over the compliment and rattled audibly; so
much so, in fact that one of the ushers, a handsome young Glass looked quickly in her
direction; which made her rattle all the more.

Mr. Jug, the minister, was about to unite the young couple who stood before him,
when Mr. Peter Pepper-pot leaning forward in rapture to look at the bride who was an

old friend of his, nearly lost his balance and jerked suddenly backward, almost under
the minister’s venerable nose.

“Kerchoooo!” sneazed Mr. Jug, “keerch-oo-oo! Wilt thou, ker-ch-oo-oo —
wilt thou . . .7”

“I will!” answered Mr. Ladle in a rattled way.

“Wilt thou—ker-choo'—What?™

“T will"™ repeated Mr. Ladle, this time more firmly.

“Wait!” commanded Mr. Jug, “The question is not finished. Wailt thou -—ker-
choo! take this—ker-choo! utensil for thy lawful helpmeet?”

Two young Soup-Spoons, cousins of the groom, laughed with a slight tingle.

“Did he say ‘awful?” whispered one.

“Sh!" said Mrs. T-Pot turning severely around.

Mr. Jug, restored at last to composure, addressed the question again, this time to
the bride: “Wilt thou have this utensil for thy helpmeet?”

“I will!” answered Miss Tureen in a gushing manner.

The bridegroom was stepping forward to salute the bride when young Mr. T-Pot
interposed hotly. “No!™ said he, “As best man I kiss her first!”

The happy couple left the top shelf and took their way to the northern corner of
the second one amid the singing of China Wedding Chimes by the sharp and silvery
voices of the Knives and Forks, members of the church choir. Dancing began in which
everyone joined except the young Spoons who preferred to sit in the corner by themselves.
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Miss T-Cup was having a téte-i-téte with Mr. Boat who was inclined to look on life
gravely.

“This should never have been!” he was saying in nasal tones. “Ladle is a shallow
fellow,—a shallow fellow! She'll soon find out he's cracked.”

“Ah, indeed?” rejoined Miss Cup archly, “Mr. Ladle did not know, I fancy, that
Miss Tureen had her face filled in with plaster of Paris. Poor Ladle!™ she sighed, her
voice overflowing with pity for the bridegroom, “Poor Ladle!™

A VISIT TO JAPAN.

By ANDRE MARTHELEUR.

NE of the most pleasant experiences in my life was our eight days’ visit to Japan.
We were en route for China and spent just a week at Yokohama where we stayed
at the Royal Hotel. During that memorable week we saw many interesting places,
the most interesting being Kamakoura, a small town about one hundred and three miles
from the city. In this town there was one of the most extraordinary idols that I have
ever seen. It was built entirely of bronze and was enormous. The eyes, which flashed
a bright red colour in the evening, had once been rubies, we were told, but on the coming
of the white men to Japan, the gems were replaced by glass.  This idol was situated in
the middle of a clearing in a thick spruce grove, and a great avenue of smaller idols, each
bearing its own name, led up to it.  Beyond was a beautiful temple surrounded by most
gorgeous flowers and shrubs.

We had supper at a pretty little restaurant at the foot of Lotus Hill. I remember
its name was “Lotus Café”.  There we ate Japanese food in Japanese fashion, and having
finished our meal, drove back to the hotel by another way than that by which we had come.
All along the road were charming little scenes; now a lake covered with lotus flowers
and water lilies, now a picturesque Japanese village looking very tiny at the foot of great
mountains.

We had an opportunity of seeing a good deal of Yokahama before we left, and also
visited Fujiama, the volcano that has been causing so much trouble these past few years.
It was surrounded by a bright misty vapour, and in the sunset it looked threatenin.
indeed.

Yokahama itself is worth describing. The native quarters are of course the most
interesting. We were fortunate enough to be there when the cherry trees were in bloom
and it was very lovely. The native part of Yokahama consists of little thatched-roofed
houses, very neat in appearance. These were decorated with flags and banners and
oriental coloured decorations. The people looked very quaint in their bright coloured
costumes which gave a brilliance to the parks and streets where they moved to and fro.

Our stay in Japan was all too short, and we were very sorry to leave. I was consoled
however, by the thought of seeing soon another country entirely different in many ways.
China has its memories too, but among my favorite mind-pictures is the image of Japan,
“the Fairyland of the World.”
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LE JONGLEUR DE DIEU.

By Noran WheLrLey.

33

HE motto written deep across his heart was this: "To case the burden of the world™.”

The Jester's Sword.

Once upon a time in a far away country there dwelt o« nmughty king.  Unlike most
kings he was very happy. Was he not blessed with strong, healthy, stalwart sons, who
were destined to live in the paths of glory and fame?  But Aldabaran, the youngest
son surpassed even the old king's fondest prayers.  From his youth 1t was known that
he would be given the Sword of Conguest, which was always handed to the bravest
and most honorable son of the throne.

One bright morning when the carth was bathed i sunshine Aldabaran started
forth to battle the world with his wonderful sword.  But as 1s too often the case, “the
paths of glory lead but to the grave.”  Aldabaran won honor for himself but he did not
exceed the bravery of his ancestors, and one lovely mght, when the long sought for fame
was almost within his grasp, he liy down under the stars for his rest, dreaming of his
goal to be reached the next day.

Alas! when the next day dawned, 1t found Aldabaran lymg bruised and bleeding
beneath the massive trunk of a tree, which had fullen m a terrible storm during the night.
Three days later a shepherd found him lyimg in the same position and after he had removed
the weight frem his body he carried him to his hut.

Moenths later Aldabaran was once more able to walk around, but what a difference!
No longer was he @ handsome, ambitious youth, but .« man with bent body and distorted
features. What a blow for that proud heart! Deprived of all carthly beauty, he had
not even the love of his soul near to comfort him.  Never would he go back to his kingdom
to claim his bride. To even think of her pitying glances made him sutfer all the tortures
of hell.

The years passed away and Aldabaran became the jester of a near-by village. The
people loved him and never once did they dream that beneath that friendly smile, there
was a fountain of sorrow and sadness. It had taken him many months to learn to face
these simple peasants, but in his dire need God had comforted him and now he was able
to be the comforter of these humble folk.

When Aldabaran died, the people mourned his loss as they would that of their
monarch and they bore him home to his father’s palace in royal state.  His father came
to meet him through the same gate that years before Aldabaran had gone through to
conquer the world, and when he saw the worn, shrunken form and the infinite holiness

that shone from the face, he took the Sword of Conquest and laid it by his side and said,
“No other hands will be found worthier to claim it.”

* * * * * *

But there is a tale far more fascinating to us than Aldabaran’s. It is the story Qf
a jester tco, who called himself “The Jester of God.” It 1s the story of Saint Francis
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of Assisi whose life runs parallel to the legend of Aldabaran Like Aldabaran he was
rich, he was young, handsome and ambitious. Like the prince of the story he was not
content with ordinary conquests but must go abroad to seek his fortune, but it was no
accident of fate that turned him from the quest of earthly glory. It was a light from
heaven that changed him from the worldly troubadour into the Jester of God. He too,
like Aldabaran sought a bride, but she was not clothed in glimmering silks and costly
jewels: oh no, his bride was poor and lonely and shunned by mankind; she was the Lady
Poverty.

Unlike Aldabaran, he knew the peace and rest that came from her fond embrace.
Worries and cares of the mind all ceased when his bride appeared. When he claimed
her he felt free to face the whole world, to go and come as he pleased, and no man could
detain him. He said, "If we had any possessions we should need weapons and laws to
defend them.” Another one of his companions was Simplicity. Like Lady Poverty
he kept her with him during all his life and with these two friends he was so glad and
joyous that all men caught his spirit; for Francis taught them that if they would only
befriend his two comrades they would become rich in heavenly joy, no matter how poor
in earthly goods they might be.

Saint Francis did not don the garments of a jester, but clad himself in a poor brown
habit and with his Lady always by his side, went through the village streets and country
lanes, singing the praises of God and the beauty of His creation. Of him it might be
written as of Aldabaran: “And it came to pass, whenever he went by, men felt a strange,
strength-giving influence radiating from his presence, a sense of hope. One could not
say exactly what it was, it was so fleeting, so in intangible, like warmth that circles from
a brazier, or perfume that is wafted from an unseen rose.”

Aldabaran found it very dithcult to conceal the Sword of Conquest from the eyes
of the world. No sooner would he have it safely hidden than it would leap forth from
under his motley. This constant curbing of his natural character cost him much, but
Aldabaran the prince found that the greatest conquest in life is to learn to play the fool
right royally, and no one guessed that the Jester was a king's son.

Saint Francis’ life was equally hard. To-day he appears to us almost as a fairy
prince always joyous, happy, bubbling over with high spirits and never tired, cross,
depressed, or having an ache or pain. It would be foolishness to think that, for no human
being could live the life that Francis led and not suffer intensely. Pain certainly came
into his life and that in no small measure; towards the end of his days his eye-sight failed
and it was necessary for him to have red hot iron pressed on his eye-lids. Was this not
pain? and yet when the irons were about to be applied to his eyes he said, “Brother Fire,
God made you beautiful and strong and useful. I pray you be courteous with me.”

People emphasize his visions, his ecstasies, his kindness, his love of nature and his
love of mankind. They forget the painful self-denial, the constant perseverance in a
life, that to a young man of rank and wealth, must have been exceedingly hard.

Saint Francis’ love for the people was sincere and lasting but it was but a small
portion of the love that he bestowed on Christ Crucified, and Christ must surely have
loved this man. He bestowed upon him the marks that He Himself had received on the
cross! Saint Francis rejoiced to think that Christ had so favored him, but like a prince
he tried in his great humility of heart, to hide the miracle.
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Saint Francis of Assisi is not a person of a fairy tale. It is true that he has descended
to us as a mystical figure through the ages, but he is by no means mythical. In his own
day he started the greatest religious movement that has perhaps ever been known, and
even now he is a person of great power. The books we read about him are full of lcg;nds

_beautiful and touching; they seem to many superstitious, or fanatical or incredible And‘
yet indeed such things would happen now-a-days to any man who gave himself ‘15.Franci*
did to Christ. ‘ &

His conquest, accomplished six hundred years ago has lived ever since in the memories
of men. Had he gone his way, lived the life of his comrades in luxury and ease whf:

would know his name to-day? :

SAM JOHNSON AGAIN!

Recently the B's, listening in on the Elocution Room Radio, were startled by the
following announcements: , e

Samuel Johnson was born in 1709 . .

In a heaping cup of butter . . .

He had many infirmities but an unusual intellect . .
Generally creamed with two cups of sugar . .

At Pembroke College he resided three years . . .
With two eggs and a cup of melted chocolate . . .
Then after the death of his father he set out to seek his fortune . .
With a little vanilla and salt added . . .

Later he married . . .

And beat it up well . . .

He died in 1784 . . .

and after baking fifteen minutes . .

Horrors!  Static introduced itself at this point and we are still in a state of anxiety concern-
ing the fate of our friend.

Mary RoMANs.
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THE BLUE MOTH.

By BLueBeLL CUMBERFORD.

OW old he was no one knew . . he did not know himself. But he had sat in the

prison courtyard day after day for years, and before that he had paced the prison

wall as a sentinel, day after day for other years stretching back to his youth and boyhood.

He was toothless now, and feeble, like an old mastiff, and he scarcely spoke. In reply to
the questions of visitors he merely mumbled and looked off vacantly over the sea.

I seated myself beside this ancient Spanish guard one misty night when the waves
broke heavily against the brick wall and dim thunder rolled on the distant hills. I had
been told that he was the only remaining native in the place who knew the Pintos and
their sad story; and that for the offer of some delightful French wine he would tell the
tale to me. I offered him a flask. He looked at me, shook his head and turned away.
I offered it again, pressed it on him. He drank it in silence. Then he took another,—
and then I began my questions. After much muttering and casting up of eyes, he began. .

“*Senor, it happened many, many years ago here in Coronell. All those who loved
and admired Senor Pinto felt very sad for him, but could do nothing. Had not the hated
Mendoza ordered it? . .

The Senor Pinto and his lovely lady and his daughter lived in that house called
Casa Pinto which you see there through the trees. One day they were ordered to come
before Mendoza to answer a charge for treason. The terrible Mendoza sat behind his
desk, Senor, and I stood at the door. The poor wife and daughter stood white and proud.
Only the breath of Mendoza filled the room. Senor, I swear by the Madonna that his
eyes were living balls of fire in his head.

“Pinto, vile dog, you are accused of treason! Plotting with Peru! Giving news
of Chile’s soldiers, of Chile's fortifications!  You pig! You common worm of the earth!”
These words, Senor, came from Mendoza’s throat and made Pinto yet paler.

Ah, Senor, the poor Senora! the proud girl! Pinto swore by the Madonna and all
the Saints that he was innocent. But it was no use. Mendoza merely said: "Guilty!
Over the River you go! ™

Here the old man paused for breath. Over the River I knew, meant the prison
rooms away from all mankind. The houses were built of cement and span the river
which makes the floor and walls icy cold and damp. Only one small window opens
to the air and that lets in only a stray gleam of sun. It was one of the most dreaded of
punishments, worse than death.

“The wife fainted and Pinto and the daughter revived her,” resumed the old guards-
man. “When Pinto was ready to leave, the Senora would not be separated from him.
Angry at the delay, Mendoza entered and said with a sardonic smile that the women could
-go too.

I followed, Senor, and when they fired at me from the bank, I fell from the boat
and swam under water as far as the prison house. They gave me up for dead, but my
master took me in and no one stopped me. So I stayed with my beloved Pinto.
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Many months passed.  On the eve of the twentieth month Pinto died of a t.)rol.;en
heart . . also, Senor, of consumption.  Oh, the cold prison walls with water dripping
night and day! |

They tied him in a blanket and passed him through the window, into the river below.
That, Senor, was the end of Pinto  but no, 1t w.as not the end. '

A week after Pinto’s death, his wife was about to enter the cell which had been his
when unseen hands opened for her the door. At her cry of terror we tlew, the daughter
and I, with the speed of love to her assistance. .\'}n".\tln W 1in the muddle of the “ro?m,
looking into a small mirror which my master had playfully placed upon th':* \\'.1|'1, m})fmg
as he did so that every time & Pinto gazed into1t, there would appear the face o‘f a traitor.

We too, looked at the mirror but saw nothing.  We retired when the Senora was
Cd]m‘Next evening the same thing happened. We watched during the dark hours with
only a candle to light us. Nothing more happened ‘ .

Ah, but the next evening, Senor!  We stood in the centre of t‘hc room, f;lcmg'.the
mirror. At first we could see our faces; then they vanished. '_I‘hc mirror hung as before.
Then, while we were still rooted to the spot, @ white cloud of vapour p.lsscdwbcfore us
and a voice grave as the dead spoke: "My wife, what have you in your h.md..

Ah, Senor, the poor Senora! She could find nothing in her h.md.( This went on
for three evenings. Then on the fourth evening  the old man pressed hlj%.l-mot.tcld }lxland?
to his head as he said this ~ “On the fourth evening we beheld i the mirror, a bulbous
nose and a flaming eye!” |

Both the women fainted and I could not help them. Scnor, I was paralyzed with
fear Next evening the white vapour passed agun in fr‘()nt of the Senora and again the
voice spoke: My wife, what hil\"C you in your hand? I

Lo! Senor, when we looked it was a small lw]uc mf)th on her right thum )'f. h:_
pondered this for many days until at last the girl siid: "My m.(?thcr. did not my father
write a book, a history of this country, called The Blue Moth?

w\;;se,nﬂ;}:eci:ii;e vapour is a sign from my father that he WiSI]L:S us to read in his

: am I for I have found it among his few possessions! ‘ .
bOOk!“ Happy ¢ ing they read the book, Senor, over and over. Then the girl cried
. I\I.QXt"Ir'l}j)?zrrz afe my father says, in this country carrier pigeons from Chile to Peru‘s
1277 2 "leost invisible in the sky the people call them the Blue Moths.
e l?liflausSeent(}))reay \ilr'ies ‘surprised. She asked her daughter, "What of the bulbous nose

e 2
and the ﬂa?mgir‘?yaerfswered: “There is nothing here, nothing. Yet I have seen them

Then the g| It is the foreign secretary, Pancho!™
bOth'. Ab, yes.Senor I had seen him myself. The Senorita continued:

‘I\;/;::: ;O): father"S spirit was free, it saw many things_. It saw Pancho doing that

father had been accused of. He saw him making plans and sending
het trea(;)ery met is the pigeons that take them! Mendoza comes here to-morrow.
31;1!:;1 tlcl)im ez:)]x-nes Pancho to torment us. We shall tell all.”
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“Senor, they did.  Then Pancho who was greatly terrified of the dead, confessed
all.  Pinto’s name was free from stain at last. The people rejoiced. But alas! the
Senora did not live to see it.  She died and was buried in the river like her husband,
for she wished 1t so. But the people took Mendoza and threw him into the prison where
he rotted and died.™

The old man relapsed into silence.  He had finished his story none too soon, for
a flash of lightning ripped the skies, driving us indoors. Through the grated window
we looked out on the mght and beheld the palace of Mendoza lurid as in an infernal light.
There was a crash  then silence.

A strange, strange story and a strange Spanish night,

THE BUS.
By AxNiE RiTCHIE.

This is the way to catch a bus,

(I't can never be done without trouble or fuss)

If you get the 1.20 you leave on the fly

Not stopping to linger o'er deep apple pie;

If you get the 2.20 you may dress with care

And even take time to curl your hair;

If you get the 8.20 you dress when you rise

But wear uniform at breakfast, —that is, if you're wise;
If you get the 9.20 steal quietly away

And no one will know that you're gone for the day.
If you get the 10.20 you rush from the gym

And throw things about with plenty of vim;

The 11.20 bus always means for the “A's"

The skipping of Chemistry, —which never pays.

Then there is always the coming back,

About which I must say, some folks are quite slack.
The really good girls come back on the five,

For that, we are told, is the time to arrive;

As the six passes by, a few straggle in

Looking, —ah, woefully tired and thin;

Those who are bold to come home on the seven
Feel after their welcome they’re not fit for heaven;
And as for the eight, if you ever survive,

You'll thank the kind stars that you still are alive.
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THE MILKMAN'S HORSE.
By EiLeexn Ryax, '27.

“QAY, Ma,” said Mr. Brenton helping himself to bread and butter at the Saturday
evening meal, “I've got a surprise for you. Guess'”
“Guess! Surely you're not gomn’ to have the house panted' Oh, John!”
“House painted! I guess not. What do ycu think I'm turmin “out to be? A million-
aire? No! Guess again!”
"I bet I can guess, Pop'” piped up Jimmy the youngest born.
“T'll bet you can’t, you young rascal,”” responded the fond father.

“Yes, I can. Jamey Wilkinson told me his father wuz gom” to lend you his horse

and carriage on Sunday, and we're all gomn’ to drive ”
“Land sakes, child!” cried Mrs. Brenton.

But the father only smiled grimly. N

“A bright boy, that, Eliza, he’s gct his father’s brams. Yes, son, we are goin
to drive to-morrow; that is, if 1t’s a fine day.”

So it was settled. Next morning all was bustle in the Brenton household.

“William!"" called Mrs. Brenton up to her eldest son. “Will you get up yimmediately?
It's after eight o'clock and if you're goin to ride, yeu're gomn’ to church first!”

William at that, did wake up and rubbed his eyes.  After a critical survey of the
alarm clock, he decided that his mother was right and that he had better be stirring.

Now the Brenton family was all ready for the day. But was “Bottles™ ready?
“Bottles” was Mr. Wilkinson's horse, and Mr. Wilkins>n was the town milkman.  Both
were as sleepy as any man and horse could be.  Somchow their early morning l;.l.bOUl',
accomplished rather in a rush, left them leisure for the rest of the day. “Bottles™ was
so named because he seemed always to shrink at the sizht of a milk bottle, doubtless
owing to painful associations with the 1dea of work. ‘

“William, will you hurry?” Mrs. Brenton was always flustered at t}}c last 11}111ute.
Margaret and Lizzie attired in their Sunday array and too dressed up to be of any assistance
in the material preparations for the trip, sat demurely on the sofa and watched with
interest their mother’s final packing of the goodies in the baskets. Margaret was _solemn,
but Lizzie just giggled. Somehow she always giggled whether there was cause for such
hilarity or not; so to-day she giggled as usual in spite of the tight braids which must have
pulled her little head sadly. _ '

Young Jimmy in his Sunday suit waited in th2 front szat of the carry-all vhvhlch was
drawn up at the door. His father stood surveying the turn-out with satisfaction.

The Royal Coach passing through the gates of Bizkinzhim Palace coald not have pres
sented a more solemn and more pompous appzarance than did the Brenton family issuing
through their own gateway and starting off in state. ~The effect was wonderful but sh?rt:
lived. Soon Lizzie broke the enchantment with, ““Ma, Jim won't stop pulling my hair!’

Here was the start. Sunday was to be Sunday after all. Mrs. Brenton threatened,
threatened effectively to have Jimmy removed to the rear seat, and the trouble ended in
that corner. But if Jim had started the spirit of contradiction, it was ~Bottles™ that
took it up.

The first sign of trouble came when he haltzd at Mrs. Snithkin's house. It was

=r
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the first stop on his regular beat, so the dutiful animal, making no distinction between
a waggon-load of Brentons and a waggon-load of bottles, naturally carried on his daily
program. Sunday made no difference to him. One day he had bzen deceived. Some
boys had pulled his rein in his master’s absence and he had obediently plodded on, but
he would not be fooled again. He was trained now to wait for the click of the gate.
That was his signal to start, and no amount of coaxing could move him beforehand.

Vainly did Mr. Brenton pull and tug at the reins and cry “Gid-ap!™ Bottles
remained obdurate. There was but one signal of advance, and no one realized it until
young William suddenly woke from his usual doze and electrified the family by springing
out of the back seat and clicking the gate of the Smithkin's garden with a violent bang.
Presto! Forthwith Bottles began to move. William, delighted with the result sprang
back into his place. To his mother's inquiry he merely answered with a grin, “He
always dces that. 1 know, 'cause I go with Mr. Wilkinson lots o' times."

With this remark he lapsed again into silence. And lo! as they approached the
next custcmer's gate the same series of adventures began again.  This time Mr. Brenton
got out, but ere he had reached the street after banging the gate, Bottles was off again
and young Jimmy had to assume the reins, for father was left behind. Mr. Brenton ran
after the party but cnly caught up with it when Bottles stopped again. To save time
Mr. B. clicked the third gate, but cnly to find himself again in the rear.

In such fashicn did the family preceed down Main Street until they came to where
the highway crossed it. At the corner stocd the mansion of Lawyer Richardson. His
scn was the dandy of the town during his summer stay. He was the only boy in the
neighborhocd with a bicycle and a real fishing rod, and was the envy of thz boys and the
idol of the girls.

Ncw just as the Brenton family arrived at that corner, Master Lionel was playing
on the lawn with his dog. His mother sat on the well'screzned verandah and p2eped
behind the awnings at the passing show. A show Mrs. Brenton intended it to be,
but fate was (at least figuratively speaking) in Bottle's hands. Mr. Brenton had hardly
regained his seat when he found that Bottles was not going to turn into the highway
but was bent on following his milk route down the other side of Main Street.

Now an interesting pantomine ensued for the benefit of young Lionel Richardson
and his mother.  Mr. Brenton pulled at the reinsand tried to wheedle Bottles into changing
his mind.  Then he got out and took the bridle in hand. In vain! Bottles was a horse
of duty and nothing could force him to forsake the bzaten path. S5 the beast had his
own way at last. He ambled peaceably down Main Street, while Mr. Brenton held
the reins (theoretically speaking) and Mrs. Brenton hid her scarlet face bzhind her handker-
chief and the girls looked mortified. Only William was at all amused. He chuckled
to himself and said, I knew he'd do it! I just knew it!”

At last it became evident that the only course was to let Bottles have everything
his own way. So the dutiful animal continued his route in peace. After clicking all
the gates of all Mr. Wilkinson's customers, Mr. Brenton turned the horse on the home-
ward road, and Bottles fairly flew.

The party was wrecked, but Bottles was as complacent as ever, and while the Brenton
family ate cold victuals over their dinner table, the knowing animal munched his mid-day
meal in his own stall, well contented with his day's work.
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A MODERN PORTRAIT PAINTER

By KaTtHieen Ryarr.

HERE are painters with the brush and painters with the pen. To the first class

belong the masters whose names are forever uassociited with great achievements
in color and figure and light and shade, Raphael, Michael Angelo, Da Vinci, Rembrandt,
Sir Joshua Reynolds. To the second group belong those lovers of human life, Dickens,
Thackeray, George Eliot, and all the great artists of fiction down to the present day.
Among these last we may place Joseph Conrad,who by sheer genius merits to be associated
with those men and women who have created the immortal figures of our English literature.

Conrad is one of the few to whom belongs an intimate and loving knowledge of the
sea in all its moods and manifestations. He chose ever to paint agamnst the background
of the sea, and his twenty years experience in its service gave him a power all his own,
a power that could paint for example such pictures as that of the lmrnn_wg ship in "Youth:"

“Between the darkness of earth and heaven she wuas burning hercely upon a disc
of purple sea shot by the blood-red play of gleams; upon a disc of water, glittering and
sinister. A high clear flame, an immense and lonely flume, ascended from the ocean, and
from its summit the blue smoke poured continuously at the sky. She burned furiously;
mournful and imposing like a funeral pile kindled in the night, surl'om]ch hy- thc-scn,
watched over by the stars. A magnificent death had come like @ grace, like a gift, like a
reward to that old ship at the end of her liborious days.  The surrcndcr of hc.r weary
ghost to the keeping of the stars and sea was stirring h_kc the sight of glorious t.num}?h.

In contrast to this picture take the description of the return of “The Narcissus™:—
“Under white wings she skimmed low over the blue sea like a great tired bird spced?ng
toits nest. The clouds raced with her mast-heads; they rose astern, enormous and white,
soared to the zenith, flew past, and falling down the wide curve of tl?c sky sccm.ed to
dash headlong into the sea, —the clouds swifter than the ship, more frcc(, but W}\thOUt
2 home. The coast to welcome her slipped out of space into the SLGshmc. R

Such pictures as these reveal the master touch. In all Conrad’s stories we have
those amazingly beautiful word paintings. _Thc Typhoon™ sh(_wws us thc very heart
of ocean storms; “Youth™ is the very embodiment of the indomitable spirit of the sea.
But although all his writing is of the sea, not all }Elsftorics ;.xrc‘f)f storms. One of ic
most striking romances in the language is Conrad’s Lord Jim. It 1§ a psycholggmal
study of English youth, and is one of the greatest stories of mo?‘al conﬂ.lct: ever written.
The hero of the book was suggested to Conrad by a character in real life, as he himself
tells us: “‘One sunny morning in the commonplace surroundings of an Eastgrn roadstezlld,
I saw his form pass by-—appealing, significant, —under a cloud, perfgctly silent. Which
was as it should be. It was for me, with all the sympathy of which I was capable, to
seek fit words for his meaning. He was ‘one of us!” ™ Conrad’s descript.ion of Lord
Jim is certainly “‘appealing, significant™’; yet for all that Jim is hard to put into any set
frame, and when the story ends, the reader is left with an impression rather than A p1c?ture.
Other figures in the book stand out in clear relief; the old German captain, rolling in fat
and reeking with villany; that long, lanky coward, the second mate of the Patna; the
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heavy, bull-like, silent chieftain of the South Seas and his inscrutable little wife. The
portrait of the old French officer, third lieutenant of the rescue ship, however, is one of
Conrad’s best:

“He looked a reliable ofhicer, no longer very active, and he was seamanlike, too, in
a way, though as he sat there, with his thick fingers clasped lightly on his stomach, he
reminded you of one of those snuffy, quiet village priests into whose ears are poured the
sins, the sufferings, the remorse of peasant generations, on whose faces the placid and
simple expression is like a veil thrown over the mystery of pain and distress. He ought
to have had a threadbare black soutane buttoned smoothly up to his ample chin, instead
of a frock-coat with shoulder-straps and brass buttons.”

And again, another sitting of the same character: "' raised my eyes and saw him as
I had never seen him before. I saw his chin sunk on his breast, the clumsy folds of his
coat, his clasped hands, his motionless pose so curiously suggestive of his having been
simply left there. Time had passed indeed: it had overtaken him and gone ahead. It
had left him hopelessly behind with a few poor gifts: the iron-grey hair, the heavy fatigue
on the tanned face, two scars, a pair of tarnished shoulder-straps; one of those steady,
reliable men who are the raw material of great reputations, one of those uncounted lives
that are buried without drums and trumpets under the foundations of monumental
successes."’

There is again the portrait of the old German seer and scientist, Stein: “The gentle
light of a simple, unwearied, as it were, and intelligent good-nature illumined his long,
hairless face. It had deep downward folds, and was pale as of a man who had always
led a sedentary life  which was indeed very far from being the case. His hair was thin,
and brushed back from a massive and lofty forehead. One fancied that at twenty he
must have looked very much like what he was now at three-score. It was a student’s
face; only the eyebrows nearly all white, thick and bushy, together with the resolute,
searching glance that came from under them, were not in accordance with his, I may
say, learned appearance. He was tall and loose-jointed; his slight stoop, together with
an innocent smile, made him appear benevolently ready to lend you an ear; his long arms
with pale big hands had rare deliberate gestures of a pointing out, demonstrating kind.—
This man possessed an intrepidity of spirit and a physical courage that could have been
called reckless had it not been like a natural function of the body—say good digestion,
for instance, completely unconscious of itself. . .”

Another striking portrait is that of the stolid chieftain: “Doramin was one of
the most remarkable men of his race I had ever seen. His bulk for a Malay was immense,
but he did not look merely fat; he looked imposing, monumental. This motionless body
clad in rich stuffs, coloured silks, gold embroideries; the huge head, enfolded in a red-and-
gold head-kerchief; the flat, big, round face, wrinkled, furrowed, with two simicircular
heavy folds starting on each side of wide, fierce nostrils, and enclosing a thick-lipped
mouth; the throat like a bull; the vast corrugated brow overhanging the staring proud
eyes -made a whole that, once seen, can never be forgotten . .”

Other pictures there are, but we have cited enough to win from those who know
Conrad’s books a smile of approval, and to rouse to curiosity which may lead to fruitful
investigation, those who know them not.
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RADIO NEWS.

By JoserHINE MUNRO.

OW that M. S. V. has obtained college privileges and gained in importance, the
suggestion has been made by various bright minds that we give a few radio programs.

The following have been submitted and look interesting.

Monpay EveninG (any week).

1. A touching meledy played & la Porter Method by Miss Annie Mancini.
2. . A solo entitled “Don’t Wake Me Up, I Am Dreaming” by our girl soprano, Miss
Annie Mantin.
3. A one act play written by Miss Bluebell Cumberford and directed by Miss Anna
MacLean, entitled “The Terrible Mrs. Layton.” The characters are as follows:
Mrs. Layton,—a very religious woman but very ignorant of Chemistry —
Miss Mary Romans.
Mr. Layton—an old man, greatly crippled by rheumatism — Miss Eileen Ryan.
Cecelia—a flapper and a very worldly person Mary Dulhanty.
Anna—a delicate but sweet dispositioned invalid —Mary Windeatt.
Mrs. Buster—the family wash-lady—Marie Ackerman.
Miss Quick—a talkative young person, always in mischief ~Eleanor Moore.
Two Fairies—Isabel Gouthro and Marie Amirault.
A lecture by Miss Florence Archibald on “The Beauties of a Slim Figure.”
5. A colo with variations, entitled “Just a Cottage Small by a Waterfall.” by Miss
Mary Harris.
6. The M. S. V. Orchestra will execute a number composed by themselves and entitled
“"We are the Jolly Gay Students.”
Pianc—Kitty Power.
1st Violin—Isabel Gouthro.
2nd Vielin—Harriet Hebb and Stephanie Mclsaac
Miss Kathleen Ryall will assist the orchestra on a comb, and Miss Eileen Ryan
will beat time on her drum.
7. A sacred scng by Annie Ritchie—"Just As I Am, Mine Own To Be.”
8. The cencluding number or grand finale will be a chorus of over a hundred and twenty-

five voices in the stirring strains of the well-known hymn: “We Won't Go
Home Until Easter.”

shE

Tuespay Evening.

1. A debate on the subject: Resolved: that a stitch in time saves nine. The affirmative
speakers will be Miss Kathleen Doran and Miss Margaret Romkey; the Negative
speakers will be Miss Agnes MacLennan and Miss Marian Embree.

2. A Bedtime stéry by Miss Katherine Owen.

3. Ahbarmcnious duet sung to the tune of *“The Last Rose of Summer™ by Mary Windeatt
and Rosalie Belliveau.
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A lecture on “Silence” by Mildred Morson.

Sacred Song: “Drink to Me Only With Thine Eyes”, by the famous contralto singar,
Harriet Hebb.

6. A stirring reading, a romance of the Wild West, “The Shooting of Sam McGee™
by Eileen Halley.

Song hit “Syncopated Sue™ by Isabel Gouthro.

Piano Solo with saxaphone accompaniment “The Riley Minuet” composed and
rendered by Mary Riley and Mary McSween.

9. A brief resumé of her book “Chemistry and Experiment” by the famous scientist

Annie Mancini.
10.  Trio: “Let the Rest of the World Go By™ sung by the Misses Tobin, Burgess and
Harris.

R

o

WEeDNESDAY EvENING.

1. The Daily Dozen dictated by the well'known gymnasium star, Lileian Romkey.
2. A One Act Play written by Mildred Hamilton and directed by Bzatrice Butler,
entitled “The Villany of Johnson™. Characters are:

John James Johnson, a clever crook . . Dorothy D'Entremont.
Belinda Johnson, his gentle invalid wife who suffers

from dispepsia - . - . . . Beatrice Rubenovitch.
Ava, their dutiful daughter who toils all day at

sewing and cares for her invalid mother . Marion Embree.
Simon Harlow, a dashing cavalier - . . Eleanor Coleman.
The dumb waiter - - . . - Katherine Owen.

3. Lecture on "The Lady of the Lake™ supplemented by a few remarks on™ Lamb's
Tales,” by Rosemary Finn.
4. Popular Song: “The Old Oaken Bucket™ with “My New Tin Liz" as encore, by
Grace Amirault.
5. A talk to Business Women on the advantages of speed in Typewriting, by the Under-
wood Champion, Kathleen Murphy.
6. Physiological Lecture by Kathleen Ryall, the famous Somnambulist: “How I Learned
to Walk and Talk in My Sleep.”
Solo with ukalale accompaniment by Andre Martheleur: “Smilin’ Tarough.”
Short biographical lecture entitled “The Life of St. Francis de Sales,” by Maxine
Mullin.
9. Quartet of mixed (?) voices: “‘Pack All Your Troubles in Your Old Kit Bag” by
Annie Mantin, Irene McQuillan, Rosemary Finn, Annie Mancini.
10. Organ solo: “The Bells of M. S. V.” by Jean Montague.

» N

TuauUrsDAY EveNING.

1. For the benefit of Latin scholars, choice bits of translation from Virgil and Caesar
will be rendered by Mary House L. L. (Lover of Latin) assisted by Miss Bluebell
Cumberford who will decline Latin nouns and demonstrate vocabularies,
emphasizing the verbs.
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2. Light Opera Selections by Eleanor Moore, soprano.

3. A lecture by Marie Ackerman on “The Evils of Wearing Rubbers in Spring.™

4. Duet: “Sorry and Blue” by Betty Kelly and Beatrice Rubenovitch.

5. Song: “When the Lights are Low™ by Helen Stokes.

6. Debate: Resolved: that sleeping is preferable to eating.  Afhrmative: Annie Mantin;

Negative, Margaret Lauder.
7. A few remarks on Metabolism by our Hygiene Specialist, Anna MacLean.
8. Monologue: ““Shall I have It Bobbed or Shingled?”” by Margaret Romkey.
9. “Hints on Feather Movements™, an instruction by Mary Windeatt.
10. Song by the M. S. V. Club: “"How I Hate to Get Up in the Morning.”

Fripay EveNING.

1. A short talk on English and English Literature by Madeline Borotra.

2. Song: “Dainty Little Damozel” by Francoise Doucet.

3. Reading: “The Funeral of Julius Caesar™ by Annie Ritchie.

4. Instructions on Sweeping and Dusting: A lesson for Housewives, by Joyce Roop.

5. Ballad recitation by Annie Mantin: “Late, late yestere’en.”

6. “The Advantages of Physical Training,” a talk by Frances Gregoire.

7. Band selection: “The Dish Towel Rag™ by the Refectory Helpers, led by Stephanie
Maclsaac.

8. Trombone Solo: (this will not begin until about 10.30) by Mary Windeatt.

9. “Prohibition and Ham Sandwiches,” a little talk to Hygiene students by Jeanne

Lefevre.
10. Grand Symphonie: “Nothing to Do Till To-morrow.”

SATURDAY EVENING:

1. Dramatic Interpretation from the new popular play “Pharmacy Orders™ wherein a
gargle fiend soliloquizes: Miss Annie Mantin.

2. The beginning of a serial story entitled ““Treasure Trove by Eileen Ryan. The
scene is laid in the M. S. V. reservoir and the subject is: The Mystery of
the Floating Milk Can.

3. “How to Pronounce German:" a lecture by Professor Mary Egan with occasional
references to Mary Sullivan.

4. New Song Hit: Basket-Ball Blues sung by the Freshman Team.
5. A Few Caustic Remarks by our Skin Specialist Miss Halley.
6. Dialogue: between the Misses Montague, the subject being, “"When do we next go

to town?”’
7. The Daily Dozen by the members of the Dumb-bell Class.
8 A sermon by Miss Mary Romans on The Evils of Chemistry.
9 Lecture by Joey Gillispiec: My Philosophy of L:fe.
10. Philharmonic Cherus: (in four parts) Our Tale of Woe 1s Ended.
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MOONBEAMS

By MARIE ACKERMAN.

IN the dormitory all was silent. Now and then there would be a creak 3 a restless
sleeper tossed suddenly, or the curtains rustled with the light wind. .Wlthout, the
sky was tucked in with a billowy puff of white cloud, studded and caught with a thousar}d
diamonds. Over the sky brooded Mother Moon, infinitely patient, with a tender smile
on her placid face, gliding softly across infinite space. .

In a tiny white cot across from the window lay Star Castle, gazing with sleepless
eyes out at the sky, and as the Moon Lady crept, crept, making her rounds tp see that all
was well in the nursery of heaven, she smiled a broad smile through the window at 'the
little girl. To Star it seemed that the smile of the Moon Mother made on heF curtain a
little gate. Just for fun she stretched out her hand and turned what seemed like a s11yer
handle. Slowly, slowly, the little door swung back; and oh! there on the other s1§e,
held up by thousands of beautiful beings, was a honey-colored velvet carpet, stretching
up, up, up, —straight to the Moon.

Timidly, and with fast-beating heart, Star stepped from her bed to the soft, sqft
carpet. Immediately she was swept upward and the air was full of the hum of music.
Glancing about her to see whence the melody proceeded, she perceived that as the sFar
fairies flew their wings made exquisite music. Largerand larger loomed tht? moon. Looking
backward, Star saw but dimly the outline of the sleeping earth, gleaming .through the
dark mists that surrounded it. Nearer and nearer she came to the great silver sphere,
until at last with a gentle thud, she was landed on it. Ugh! but it was cold! Star
wished she had worn her kimona, but it was too late now to turn back, so she followed
her tiny guides. .

After walking on a wide, gleaming road that looked as if it were paved with beat.en
gold, they came to a building the like of which Star had never seen before. It was bgllt,
she thought at first in a square, but as she gazed on it, it assumed the shape of a 'bee'hw.e;
and then it became diamond shaped. ~She could have stayed watching this for an indefinite
time, but she noticed that the sound of the wings had grown fainter and fainter. She
was about to move on when out of the house came a wondrous creature. She had the
most beautiful face that Star had ever seen and her hair was of the same palg hue as the
road. She floated lightly toward the little girl and when she spoke it was in a faraway
voice like the sound of soft bells over distant waters.

“Star,” she said, “'you have been chosen by Queen Moon to represent the human race
at our great convention of peoples and races this creit.”

“1?" exclaimed the astonished child, “and pray, what is a creit™?

“Oh! I had forgotten that you are human, and it is a long time since I have used the
human language. A creit, my dear, is a year in the language of the Moonbeargs. . But
come, we are late already”. And so saying, the Moon fairy enfolded the child in her
mantle of silver and floated up the dreary road.

As they went along, Star noticed that all the fields, trees, grass, and shrubs, every-
thing in fact, was of the same dreary, parched color of dusty white.

“My! what a desokite country this is!"" she thought.



PAcE 66 FOLIA MONTAN A June 1927

As if in answer to her thought, the beautiful Moonbeam said wistfully, as if apologiz-
ing for the dreariness,

“It wasn't always this way, you know™.

“Really!” exclaimed the little girl, "How did you know what I was thinking about?
What was it like before this'™?

“Well, if you really would like to hear the story, I shall tell it to you™, replied the
Moonbeam. “‘You see it was this way. A long, long time ago, that is many creits
since, this dreary moonland was not the drab country it i1s now, but a flourishing sphere.
Everything went well until the reign of Mounpine the Great, then things began to
happen.  First of all, let me tell you that your world and ours lived in perfect harmony,
and many times the velvet carpet bore people passing to and fro; but then there came the
break. Every hundred years a great convention of kings was held in a different planet.
At the creit ] am speaking of, it was the turn of the Earthmen and there were great rejoic-
ings, for next to the Moonbeams came the Earth folk in greatness. Now Terra, King
of the Earthmen, had a noble son, Pan-Terra; and a more handsome youth could not be
found in any of the planets. This son had often made the trip on the velvet carpet, and
soon his journeyings to and fro became even more frequent, for he had fallen in love with
the dainty daughter of the King of the Moonbeams, who was the most beautiful of our
maidens and who was called Moonlight.

Now just at the time of the great convention of Earthmen, the Earthking, Terra,
learned of his son's love for Moonlight. In a towering rage, he declared that no son of
his should ever marry a mere Moonbeam; but the night of the great assembly when the
Moonking and his court were all in Earthland, Pan-Terra fled swiftly across the carpet
in a chariot and drove straight to the palace where Moonlight was awaiting him.  Now
one thing that was an absolute law in Moonland was that no one should drive or run
fast there, for its substance was a sort of flint which would strike out sparks and easily
give rise to flames. Pan-Terra had always remembered this rule before, but now in his
excitement he drove furiously and left behind him a trail of fire.

When he reached the palace he was surprised to see the princess, Moonlight, rushing
towards him with a face full of terror. Quickly he glanced behind, expecting to see her
father. Alas! the whole roadside was in flames! Their only safety lay in flight. Moon-
light, seeing it was too late for help, leaped into the chariot beside the prince and the
two drove wildly to the silver way that leads from our land to Mars. They reached
Mars safe; but by the time our King returned, all Moonland was on fire.  There is not
much more to tell. Now you will understand why our land is dreary, and you can tell
the earthmen why our world is burnt out™.

“And what happened to Moonlight and Pan-Terra™? asked the child, entranced.

“Ab, they lived happy ever after in Mars; but that is why the Martians are not
allowed to come to our convention, as you will see; for here we are already at our desina-
tion™,

The child looked about her wonderingly. On every side were the strangest creatures!
The representative from Venus was dazzlingly beautiful and looked not unlike a mortal,
except for her deep, deep blue eyes and her long blue hair. The representative from
Taurus had red hair and eyes and his face was covered with fine red hair. This was
not a man but a species of beast. Many, many, were the guests. At last Star lifted
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up her eyes and saw elevated on a throne of pale gold set with stars the Queen Mother,
Lady Moon. She was veiled in filmy clouds, and her mantle was of deep blue. Slowly
she lifted the veil of white mist from her face; there was a breathless pause, until she
suddenly smiled, and then a loud cry burst from the crowd and a song in many tongues
thrilled through the universe.

The Moon fairy floated slowly toward the Queen and placed the little girl from
earth at the foot of the throne. The Queen Mother bent low and kissed Star.

“This is to show,” she chanted in silvery tones, “that the Moonbeams still love
the Earth people though they do not often now make the voyage of the golden carpet,
It is now only little children who believe in and love Mother Moon that have that privilege.
Now, my dear, good-bye™!

The eyelids of the little girl drooped lower and lower and soon Star was fast asleep.
At a motion from the Queen, millions of tiny Moonbeams stepped forward, and formed a
guard around the little sleeping maid. Then she took her shining veil and wrapped it
round the head of the slumberer and fastened it with a tiny star. After a farewell kiss
from their Queen Mother, the Moonbeams carried their burden AWV 1«

Softly they entered the silent dormitory and placed the little girl just outside the
golden door. Star awakened suddenly and ran quickly through the door to her own
little bed. Once more in her cot, she glanced up just as Mother Moon was sinking out

O_f sight.  “Good-night and good-bye, Lady Moon", she called, “Tll come again some
time™’.

ASK US ANOTHER.

WHO??? rattled the beans in purgatory?
were the Angels playing bridge behind the scenes?
~was the bird behind the gates of paradise?
‘has the cough in St. Vincent’s dormitory?
said Norah Whelpley could not read Hebrew?
introduced that obnoxious German visitor in February?
~washed the dishes in Measle Lane?
—spilled the ink in the C Classroom?
-said K. Burgess was dumb?

——drank gargle and gargled with lemonade?
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THE ONYX RING.

By Nora WHELPLEY.

-

HE old man behind the counter peered out at his customer from the twilight dimness

of the shop.

“You want to sell something?” he said.

The aristocratic looking, shabbily dressed young man took a small velvet case out
of the pocket of his great-coat and opened it. '

“A ring?” the old man said, and stretched out his hand.

It was a very plain ring, yet striking in its simplicity, a band of engraved gold with
a large black onyx set in it. A man might have squeezed his little finger into it, but it
was plainly made for a lady.

*“You wish to pawn this?”" he mumbled.

“Yes. How much will you give me for it?"

“The ring is not valuable. I should say it is worth one hundred francs.”

“One hundred francs! You're joking I would not part with it for less than
two hundred!™

“Two hundred! Nobody wants a ring like this, and I should have to sell it at a
loss, and I'm old and poor,” he whined.

*Very well then. I shall take it back with me.”

“*But, Oh, Monsieur! 'Why—Why, don’t you leave it overnight and I shall examine
it? You can come in the morning, and we shall see.”

The young man pondered a moment, and suddenly glancing up perceived the old
man regarding him with a strange expression.

“Very well, then. I shall come in the morning. Good-night.”

He turned out of the dingy old shop and threaded his way through the narrow
streets of Paris. He walked briskly, with a certain, anxious step. At last he entered
the narrow passage of the high-storied old house that lent its hospitality to boarders
from all parts of Europe. The steep stairs creaked as he climbed to his room and let
himself in with a latch-key.

It was a student’s room, plainly furnished, but in good taste. The furniture was
old, but its oldness showed that it was valuable; the pieces were evidently the remnants
of a beautiful home. A small fire burned in the grate and a large black cat purred on
the hearth. In the centre of the room stood a well-worn library table covered with
books and papers with a reading lamp in the centre. In one corner was a couch, and
opposite a row of book-cases. There was a certain austereness about the room.

The young man threw off his coat and sank into a chair by the table. Immediately
he plunged into a book and remained motionless for more than an hour. Suddenly he
slipped down in his chair, then recovered himself with a start and said, “"No, no, I must
not sleep yet . . Gracious, what's this?"

Before him stretched a large ballroom. Its floor shone like glass and reflected the
lights on the walls like a mirror.  As he stood gazing, a group of people sauntered through
the door. Some stood chatting, while others wandered about. Was it a masquerade?
Who were these powdered folk in the dress of the eighteenth century? Suddenly he
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recognized a face. It was his own grandfather that was approaching, the very same whose:
portrait hung in the old chateau long ago.

There was a strange silence in the room. He could see the people talking, but
could hear not a sound. Strange! He wandered through the room, though no one
appeared to perceive him, and approached an alcove where a gentleman was holding
a very earnest conversation with a beautiful lady. It was his grandfather again. He
seemed to be pleading with the girl, and she also seemed greatly distressed, for two tiny
tears that looked like little pearls rested on her lashes. At last the girl with a movement
of despair took from her hand a ring and handed it to her partner who put it to his lips
and then carefully placed it in the breast pocket of his satin waistcoat. The young
intruder drew back amazed, for the ring was a gold band engraved and was set with a
large black onyx.

While he was wondering, the ballroom faded from his sight and he found himself
in a smaller room lighted by several candles. The room was full of shadows, but by the
flickering light of the candles and the glow of the fire he could see that it was the sleeping
apartment of a man of wealth. On the couch a nobleman lay asleep. He approached
and looked at the face. It was the same he had seen in the ballroom. Ah, yes, this
was his grandfather’s room. There on the bookshelf opposite were the familiar books
that rested now on his own table. A shaft of light fell across the room as he was examining
the backs of the volumes, and turning, he perceived a man glide over to the couch of
the sleeper. A knife glittered in the candle light, hovered an instant in the air, and
before the young watcher could cry out, had descended to the breast of the sleepeng
man. The murderer stood gazing at his work, when suddenly the hand of the victim
shone clearly in the glow of the fire, and the servant made an eager movement to wrench
away the ring that showed a dark stone like a blot on the little finger. He had bent
forward for the purpose, when the arm of the man on the couch struck him a blow across
the eyes, and with a cry of terror he turned and fled.

Not able to endure more, the young man rested against the wall and raised his arm
to shut out the horrible sight. Then the rain began to beat against his face and as he
slowly lowered his arm he found himself in a street only a short distance from his lodging.
He paused and took shelter in a doorway. The street was deserted save for one man
at the farther end who walked slowly along with bent head. The figure had arrived
almost opposite the doorway and was pausing beneath a street lamp, when a man burst
suddenly from the dark house beyond the light and started in pursuit of the lone straggler.
There was an attack from behind, a fierce struggle, and in the glow of the lamp the young
man caught the flash of a bluish black onyx on a little inger. With a quick movement,
the assailant struck the gentleman on the head, and with a moan he sank to the ground
and lay still. The murderer then disappeared into the house from which he came, and
the yellow light of the street lamp showed up in a hazy way the features of the man who
had fallen, features strangely familiar to the young watcher. Good heavens! It was
his father!

All the while it was raining heavily, and he struggled along in the grip of the wind.
Just before him he saw a small shop, and not being able longer to face the storm, he entered
its dingy precincts. To his surprise it was the shop of the day before. Behind the
counter the old man was muttering over something which he held in his hand. A solitary
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candle lighted the shop. The young man stood shivering in the corner, when the door
seemed to blow open with the wind, and to his amazement, he saw his father enter the
room. Had he taken leave of his senses? The opening of the door blew out the candle,
and when the old man after much fuss finally succeeded in lighting it, he glanced with
annoyance at his customer. The sight of him seemed to drain the blood from his face.
His jaw shook and his eyes dilated. The skinny hand held up in the lamplight a small
gold ring set with a black onyx. The hand shook and the wizened face was frozen with
horror.  The face opposite was as cold as stone. Indeed it was colder; it was the face
of a dead accuser . . . :

The young man stirred. Something clutched him from behind. He raised his
head and beheld the dawn coming in from the window. The black cat was brushing
against his legs. With a start he looked around. The room was cold in the morning
air, for the fire had gone down. He rose, lighted the fire, and made himself a cup of
coffee. By the time that was done, it was broad daylight. He slipped on his great
coat, took his hat, and departed, locking the door behind him.

Once in the streets he walked quickly. His way led him over his steps of last evening.
Reaching the shop, he pushed the door, and to his surprise it yielded to his touch. Every-
thing was still. In the corner the solitary candle kept its vigil, though it fluttered now
and had almost reached the socket. The old man sat still behind the counter and made
no move as the visitor entered. The young man approached. Still no move. The
skinny hands clutched something that reflected the feeble candle light in a surface of
black onyx. There was an expression of horror in the staring eyes, the jaw had dropped.
The old man was dead.

A PRAYER FOR ADVENT.
By Irene McQuiLLAN.

Little King, we long for Thee,
Sweet Babe of Bethlehem's cave!

Wilt Thou not list to such as we
Whom Thou didst come to save?

Our lowly hearts to Thee we bring
In loving adoration,

While choirs of heaven's angels sing
Thy glories through creation.

The gold we bring is Charity,
The frankincense our prayer,
The myrrh—ah, best of all to Thee
The pain for Thee we bear.
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SHORTHAND

By Jovce Roop, Sec. Sc. '27.

TARTLING as it may seem, the fact is, that shorthand is not an invention of modern
times. It is a very ancient art and was used as far back as the time of the Caesars.
Julius Caesar was a writer of shorthand, and historians relate that in composing his famous
“Commentaries,” he dictated to six stenographers at a time! Doubtless the method
employed was that used in reporting speeches in the Roman Senate; that is, all the steno-
graphers took down the same matter and afterward the transcriptions were pieced together.
Still, Caesar was not the inventor of shorthand. Plutarch attributes the invention of
it to Cicero, but it has been convincingly proved by historians that the art was systematized
by Tiro, a freedman of Cicero's; and since in those days the credit of whatever the slave
could do was given to the master, Cicero’s name was associated with the new system of
shorthand.  Doctor Ziebig says: “Had Cicero been the inventor or even the perfector
of shorthand, he would not have remained silent about it . . and the writings of his bio-
graphers and commentators contain no allusion to such a meritorious achievement.”

Titus Vespasian, the eleventh Caesar, was probably the most expert writer of
shorthand among the Roman Emperors. Suetonius records that “he was capable of
writing shorthand with the greatest rapidity and often competed with the scribes for
his own amusement,” which shows that shorthand speed contests date back to the first
century of the Christian era.

Nor was the art lost during the Middle Ages. In1912a petition was made to Rome
by eleven hundred stenographers of various nationalities, asking that Saint Genesius of
Arles be declared the patron saint of shorthand writers. St. Genesius was a secretary
in the civil service ar Arles, and when the Emperor Maximianus Hercules in the year
308 issued an edict against the Christians, the saint refused to record the law against his
own people, and suffered death in consequence.

Saint Basil wrote the following letter to a student. It contains such excellent
advice that it might well be placed on the walls of every classroom of shorthand pupils:

“Words have wings; therefore we use signs so that we can attain in writing the
swiftness of speech. But you, oh youth, must make the signs very carefully and pay
attention to an accurate arrangement of them, as through a little mistake a long speech
will be disfigured; while by the care of the writer a speech may be correctly repzated.”

The famous Origen has left it on record that he prepared his addresses in shorthand.
St. Augustine employed ten stenographers and Pope Gregory the Great in the dedication
of his famous “"Homilies™ mentions that he had revised them from stenographic reports.
St. Jerome had four stenographers who took down dictation and six others who transcribzd
what the others had written.

These men of genius evidently found shorthand indispensable; they understood the
value of time. A man today using a typewriter or a pencil can write about a
thousand words an hour. The same man using shorthand can accomplish the same
amount of work in fifteen minutes. And when time means money, as it very often dozs,
this is an important advantage. To-day Shorthand is more necessary than ever.
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The status of Gregg Shorthand, which came into the field half a century after the
original Pitman system, is taught in the high schools of 87 per cent of the cities and towns
of the United States and Canada whose high schools teach shorthand —adopted, in most
instances, after a comparison with the older systems. It is a certainty that the school
authorities and the teachers, a majority of whom formerly taught Pitmanic shorthand
know results when they see them. The teacher has no illusions. He has the experience
of hundreds of learners to draw from; the reporter bases his judgment upon his own.

The Gregg Shorthand champions, Albert Schneider, Charles L. Swem, and Martin
Dupraw, write two hundred eighty words a minute with a record of 9977 accuracy.
That this system is not difficult may be seen from the fact that little girls of seven and
eight years of age after studying it for six months are able to write and read shorthand.

Let us consider what shorthand will do for us:

It quickens the mental faculties.

It trains the memory.

It increases the power of concentration.

It cultivates the reasoning power and especially the powers of deduction.
It increases the mastery of English.

Some practical examples of the uses of shorthand are found in its value to the nurse,
the author, the court reporter, the college student, as well as to the professional steno-
grapher. Shorthand should be learned by every woman as an insurance against a possible
It is a means of economic indepzndence and has, besides, a

uncertain financial future. :
t well afford to miss.

practical educational value that one canno

A COMMERCIAL CLASS.
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AN 18th CENTURY EPISTLE.

By MARIE ACKERMAN.

London, August 2, 17—.
My DeArResT VIOLETTE:

Did you ever in all your life see anyone as annoying as that chit of a lawyer, Boswell!
The other day I attended the garden party of our mutual friend, Mrs. Montague, and
to my great disgust, there I found Boswell. Yet I really think he is head over heels in
love with me, for he follows me around from place to place asking such questions. The
other day Henry brought him home to dinner with my dear friend, Dr. Johnson, and
—would you believe it?—though I was my prettiest and wittiest (for Henry's sake,
my dear) he did not even glance at me, but talked and talked to Dr. Johnson—quite,
quite monopolized him in fact. When he did consent to speak to anyone else, it was
only to make a senseless remark about Queenie's hair and to say it was a pity it was
not flaxen but brown, which is the color of my own! Tis said he is now in love for the
third or fourth time—the present lady being no other than his own cousin Margaret,
that insipid little blonde! She lacks vivacity and that charm of manner which people
like you and me have, and know how and when to use.

We are having a rather gay time. Nearly every evening dear Dr. Johnson calls,
and what lengthy and brilliant discourses! We are quite envied for possessing Dr.
Sam for a personal friend. You see he prefers our house to any other in London. Last
Tuesday Sir Philip Jenning Clerk, Boswell (1) and Johnson were in to supper. We had
a very interesting discussion on Pope's poems. And would you believe it?—Boswell
sided with me!

Yesterday afternoon Mrs. Montague and I went shopping. Lud! She brought
along Mrs. Melmoth, whom you know I detest. Nevertheless, I managed to spend a
very agreeable afternoon; for poor Mrs. Melmoth subsides with a little ambling. I
bought a beautiful peach colored silk to be made into a very full bustle. I shall use white
point lace for the bodice. I have discovered that Miss Burney, Queenie’s dancing teacher,
can embroider very nicely, and I shall engage her assistance. Mrs. Montague has a
new violet velvet in the prevailing style, trimmed with narrow black velvet. My gown
is for the ball at Brownley's. Queenie is going to attend also. It will be her first ball,
the dear child! Her dress is very simple, as befits her tender age. It is of white silk
not too full and trimmed with soft rose. She is putting her hair up for the first time,
a high effect with a few ringlets over her shoulder. Mr. Moore has been paying her
quite marked attention. If only she marries well, what a load off my mind!

There is some talk of Arthur Murphy, who introduced us to Johnson, editing the
Doctor’s works. La! If he does, what a loss it will be to the stage!

Garrick, I suppose you know, has just terminated another unfortunate love affair.
The young lady, it seems, told him she admired his acting, but she wished he would wear
a brown periwig in Hamlet instead of a white one. David said that she looked so appeal-
ingly into his face that he really couldn’t help falling in love with her. He called on he,
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several times, but discovered that the lady had already a husband. Poor Garrick! He
thought she had been introduced as “Miss™!

Fanny Burney has published her book at last. The other night the dear Doctor
surprised us all and delighted Fanny by quoting from it. Evelina, it is called, —a very
touching story. We roared with laughter at our dear Samuel imitating the voice and
manner of a young lady of fashion.

Hadge, the Doctor’s cat, has a sore paw, so he brought the creature to me, declaring
that since I nursed him so well, I could certainly cure the cat.

Well, we go back to Bath after the ball. Our summer home will seem quiet after
the bustle of the city. This winter we shall be at Argyle Street; so if you return during
that season, do come and stay with us.

Good-bye. 1 shall write you about the ball and all the beaux, -matter which I
know will be of interest to you. Queenie sends her love and also Henry who is growling,
“When is that woman coming home from Paris?”

Very affectionately,

HesterR THRALE.

A PIG TALE.
By AnNiE MANTIN.

This little pig went to market
This little pig stayed at home;
This little piggie came to class
And that is the tale of the “pome.”

This little piggie has lost his heart

To the girls of the Senior C class

With his lungs, it is true, he hated to part;
They were taken and blown up, alas!

This poor little piggie has lost his breath;

His lungs are quite flabby indeed:

The loss of his heart and his lungs meant death, —
What a merciless, cold-blooded deed'
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Stop! Look! Listen!
Steve Meclsaac and Kitty Power announce

the completion of their monumental
work :

The Perfect Figure.™
Price $5.50 at the School Office.

WANTED: By the inmates of Saint Agnes’
Dormitory a loud speaker for the
broadcasting of nightly programs of our
prima donna, Mary Harris.

Dr. Pickup and Dr. Shannon recommend

PORTER for the cure of rheumatism.

WANTED: By the Mistress General a
step ladder for wuse in conferring
decorations at Prime.

For side lights on Xenophon apply to Annie
Ritchie. Tiring work is done by M.
Amirault.

AR
W.Cheh g\ e

BEST SELLER:—"Poise and Avoirdupois™
a novel by Mary Windeatt.
“One of the most startling productions
of the year”. (Annie Ritchie in The
Morning Gossip).

“Eventually, why not now?" For aches
and pains due to gymnastic exertions
use Archibald’s Lubricating Oil.
10c. a bottle. Guaranteed chemically.

FOR SALE:—Surplus ambition and Self-
Reliance. Apply to any B.

FOUND:—By L. Theriault and M.
Hamilton, the secret of the permanent
wave.

NOTICE:—Undertaking parlors have been
opened by Annie Mantin. If you have
any deceases, attend to them at once.
Embalming a specialty.
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BRITISH PAINTING.
By Motruie CHesLey, '27.

*“Art manifests whatever is most exalted, and it manifests it to all.”"—Taine.

OT until early in the eighteenth century did England begin to make a name for herself

in the art of Painting. This fact is brought very forcefully to our realization when

we consider the progress she had made in nearly every other field of learning, and the

great wealth she had stored up. Surely much great talent has been hidden in those
dark ages of British Art.

Perhaps these unknown artists were thrust even into the background, because
up to the time of Hogarth, the monarchs of England had brought into the country, foreign
artists who painted for the aristocracy and the nobility. Consequently, as these men
were great artists in themselves, little heed would have been paid to any striving young
Englishmen. For instance there was the great Holbein, a German painter who served
for fifteen years under Henry VIII. He was an excellent portrait painter and as he was
one of the first to paint portraits in miniature style, he probably is responsible for
introducing it into England. And then under Charles I we find the Flemish master,
Anthony Van Dyck, in England. He had studied and worked with Rubens, travelled
extensively in Europe and had won a great name ere he settled down to make his home
here.

Well, then, we have these two great artists in England who enriched the country
~with their priceless masterpieces. But after they had passed, greatly inferior men took
their places, men such as Sir Peter Lyly and Godfrey Kneller, so that the English people

. Were obliged to turn to their own land for good art. And it was then that Hogarth,
.-the first great English painter, came to be known.

William Hogarth lived in London practically all his life. ~ He was early apprenticed

to Sir James Thombhill, chiefly as an engraver, but set up for himself about the year 1770.
.- Hogarth was a remarkable man. He studied his time, seeing all of its silliness and in-
. sincerity, with a keen vision. He strove to teach the people to realize their super-

ficiality by painting what are known as series of satirical pictures and for this facility
in depicting the vices and follies of his time, he is famous. A Rake's Progress,” "A
Midnight Modern Conversation™ and his masterpiece, ‘“Marriage A La Mode™ are some
of the kest of these. Hogarth is said to be the first and most original of the British School
of Painting. He remained entirely uninfluenced by foreign modern art, endeavoring
until the end to uphold his own principles. And as a humorist and social satirist he is
quite unsurpassed.  So then we have in Hogarth a strong beginning for the British School,
to which England is destined to produce a large number of really great men.

Very generally speaking, the art of Britain lacks originality and it is clear that its
strength lies in portrait and landscape painting where the model is rather closely adhered
to.  The works of Hogarth were not popular because of their hostility to the predominant

- ideas of the time. And it was reserved for the two greatest English portrait painters,

Sir Joshua Reynolds and Thomas Gainsborough, to convince the people of the value of
real British art.
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The careers of those men were strangely similar, and a comparison of the art of each
is most interesting. Reynolds lived a happy and a successful life. This may be due to his
determination ““Never to be troubled by little things and always to look for success as an
outcome of tireless effort.” His portraits of women and little children have never
been surpassed, except perhaps by Gainsborough in the case of “Mrs. Siddons.” He was
an intellectual man and his works bear great witness of this. So glorious is his coloring
that he has been ranked by Ruskin as one of seven greatest colorists of the world. ~ Reynolds
painted tremendously all his life, but his portraits of little children are exquisitely true
and in these perhaps he has reached his greatest heights. “Little Samuel,” “Innocence™
and “"Miss Bowles™ are charming examples of these.

While Reynolds seems to be the learned man, we find in Gainsborough a different
type, a man with a passion for music. And here we find a more intense character with
a dash of melancholy. Gainsborough despised codes and forms of any kind, consequently
he painted with extraordinary freedom and originality. In his “Blue-boy™ there is dis-
played a strange force of technique and a defiance of Reynolds’ rule that portraits should
be warm in color and light. Generally speaking, his color in landscape was warm, while
In portrait it was rather cold. Gainsborough is the most English of English painters
and from the first he has ranked among the greatest in British Art.

Other good portrait painters, none of which could come up to either of these great
men, are Romney, who painted women in particular with much charm and vivacity of
manner, Beechey, Raeburn, John Hoppher, and Lawrence. This last painter was very
prominent in his day and is much admired by modern artists, especially for his technique.
He is decorative and brilliant always, but lacks the greatest power of all—simplicity.
Lawrence had many contemporaries. Etty is the best in figure painting.

William Blake cannot be called an artist at all. He knew practically nothing about
form and coloring but yet he drew some figures with such force and sweep of line that
they are almost sublime. He has great decorative power as is shown in his illustrations
to the Book of Job; it is the originality of his conception that holds.

Moorland, Sir David Wilkie and Edward Landseer stand foremost as British genre-
painters. That is, they rather came down to earth, and painted just what they saw in
every-day life -meadows, animals, and shepherds. Moorland was a “realist of English
country life.” His art is rich in coloring and very true and simple in representation.

In the rendering of rather “‘smart™ textures and surface effects with a brush work
too limpid to produce power, the works of Wilkie and Landseer are similar. Wilkie,
however, was strongly influenced by the Dutch painters and eventually drifted into
portrait painting exclusively, while Landseer painted animals which are effzctive and
popular but lack truth of conception since they are made too human.

“In landscape the English have had something to say peculiarly their own.” Richard
Wilson has been classed as the real founder of this branch of art in England and as one

of the most sincere of her painters.

John Crome was an artist of rare force in rendering a light-and-air feeling in his pictures.
He drew about him a number of men in Norwich, chief among whom, after Crome, was
Cotman. This was known as The Norwich School.

And now we have the most all-round landscape painter of England, John Constable.
Like Gainsborough Constable went directly to nature for his art. Hz cared little for
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idealistic things and he delighted in sweeping uplands and ragged skies. His brush work
was broad and strong and at times a little heavy. But his effects were true to nature.
His influence upon English art was considerable but on the French school it was much
greater.

No doubt the name of Turner is the best known of all British painters. However
it does not follow that he is the greatest by any means. There is about his art a dazzling
brilliancy of light and color which attracts the eye instantly and which to many is very
delightful. In most cases however, his paintings are extravagantly idealistic. He was
an excellent craftsman and knew his mediums thoroughly; which accounts, probably, for
his freedom in handling. In composition he is truly good.

A new transparency of effect was introduced into English art by Cozens and Gertin.
It was given through the medium of water color and Turner was quite a master of this
before he abandoned it for color in oils. Stothard, Fielding, Cox, Hunt and Lewis are
a few who won recognition through this medium.

About the middle of the nineteenth century there arose in British Art a movement
called pre-Raphaelitism. It was originally introduced by Dante Gabriel Rossetti, Holman
Hunt, and Sir John Millais, and its aim was to bring back into art the sincere truth which
had prevailed in the old masters before Raphael. However the simplicity and truth
were forced in this case and the movement soon died out, but not without having its
influence greatly felt. Rossetti, an Italian by birth was more of a poet than an artist.
Hunt generally lost truth of mass in his painting while endeavoring to procure truth of
detail. But Millais broke away completely from the Brotherhood and has produced
some really great work.

Madox Brown, an artist of considerable dramatic power in depicting historical
scenes, never actually left the Brotherhood although he upheld many of its principles.
But in Burne-Jones we find a much more marked influence of pre-Raphaelitism. He painted
with a rather stippled and dry brush work at times but in beauty of conception, richness
of color and grace of composition his work is most admirable. ~Albert Moore worked
after Burne-Jones a great deal.

As figure and portrait painters Sir Frederick Leighton, Watts, and Alma Tadema are
perhaps the greatest of the more modern men. Leighton is ranked high as a draughts-
man but he lacks color sense and good brush work quality. Woatts in his power of
conception, has risen to grandeur occasionally and his portraits are excellent. In color,
however he is apt to be sombre and muddy.

As a marine painter, Henry Moore is ranked as the best in modern British Art.
There are many others well worthy of mention however, men such as Vicat Cole, Cecil
Lawson, Alfred Parsons and W. L. Wyllie.

British Art has not the tradition of the ages, but it has risen suddenly within the
last four hundred years and has soared to amazing heights.
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IT'S ALL IN THE FLAVOR.

By ANNIE MANTIN.

MOTHER Brown had gone to the city for the afternoon, and had left five little Brownies

on their best behavior. Now she had done this many times before, in spite of
the fact that as often as she returned she would be sure to find the pantry minus some
of its goodies, or a chair minus a leg, or some other sign that Bobby and Betty, and Billy
and Nan, and Jane were very much alive and altogether normal youngsters.

It was only after many injunctions that she had left us and we had agreed to the
substance of her parting lecture; namely that we should be less selfish and more helpful
around the house. It was I, Jane, the eldest of the Brownies who took these remarks
most to heart, and resolved that I would no longer be classed with those mischievous
brothers and sisters. 1 must redeem myself; but—how? What could I do during
Mother’s absence to give evidence of my conversion?

The other four romping on the lawn, each with a slice of cake that was fast
disappearing, reminded me rather suddenly and not too comfortably, that a part of the
evening dessert was already being devoured. It must be replaced. But how proceed?
Should I just guess, or should I look it up in the cook book? I adopted the latter course
as the safer.

I studied the recipe carefully. Milk, eggs, butter, sugar, baking powder, flour,
a tablespoonful of chocolate and some vanilla. After considerable labor all of these
ingredients were in the porcelain bowl except the essence of vanilla. I searched and
searched the pantry shelves. Where could I find the precious liquid? Suddenly a
bright idea occurred to me. Upstairs, stored away among my most treasured possessions
was a little bottle of perfume which I had found in my Christmas stocking. I knew the
smell of vanilla, and it seemed to me not unlike that of my precious liquid upstairs. Well!
It would be a sacrifice, but it was worth it, for that cake must be a success at any cost!

So up I went, and in a moment the contents of the precious little bottle were poured
into the golden mixing bowl. Jubilantly I poured the creamy contents into a buttered
pan, and followed by an eager little prdceésion, marched to the oven.

Now the whole process had had one advantage. "It had kept the young Brownies
perfectly quiet, as they watched, open mouthed and keenly interested, the movements
of their clever big sister. Bobby and Billy in particular were most anxious that the
cake should be a success. So, taking advantage of their state of feeling, I ordered each
of the spectators to sit on a chair in perfect posture until the cake should be finished
I am quite sure that never before had these noisy children been so quiet in their waking
hours. Except for Nan falling off her chair a number of times, and Betty nearly losing
her head in the oven every time I opened the door, they were painfully good.

Ah! the cake was finished. It appeared much better even than Mother's, it had
risen 60 much higher. The Brownies humbly begged a piece, but I was firm. Not a
bite until Mother returned and viewed the results!

At last she came. How she did praise me! Daddy Brown was not expected to dine
with us that evening, and Mother Brown had already had afternoon tea, so the five young
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Brownies were left to devour the cake, a process not at all hard. Only I refrained for
a while and put away my piece until I should be at leisure to enjoy it. After each of
the others had had one piece, and then another, and then another, I noticed Bobby looking
very white. Betty and Billy had grown very quiet and appeared rather uncomfortable.
In a few minutes Mother found that a doctor was needed for the little people. Had
the cake done it?

““ Nothing but poison could make them so sick,” declared Mother.

The doctor was puzzled. 1 was summoned and answered a careful inquiry as to
the ingredients of the cake. It seemed all right; everything was perfectly wholesome
except, possibly, the essence.

“That reminds me,” said Mother. I haven't a drop of vanilla in the house. Jane,
where did you get that essence?”

I blushed. My big sacrifice had to come to light.

“It wasn’t really truly essence, Mother, but it was just as good. It was my Christ-
mas perfume.”

Mother gasped and the doctor smiled. So it came out at last and the mystery was
solved. 1 wept when I realized it. My sacrifice had been in vain!

THE SCHOOLHOUSE.

By Mary AUCOIN.

BENEATH the shade of oak trees on a lonely country road stands the old schoolhouse.
It is a low, paintless building, not very large, and with a peaked roof. Pieces of
glass still remain in the window frames, while fragments lie on the ground outside. Once
it was occupied by playful children, but now it is deserted and cheerless. Bushes and
weeds cover the narrow path leading to the door. The stone step is green with moss.
In the rear a tree has decayed and leans on the house, while not far away the brook still
bables on, though no children go there to paddle or play. As we peek inside we note
the blackboard which still bears traces of chalk. A small pile of wood is in the corner
and nearby is a rusty pail with a mug hanging by it. The rude desks stand patiently
nailed to the floor, as if awaiting the return of the children, but they are men and women
now and will never, never come back.
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COLLEGE DEBATE.

The most interesting debate of the year was that held on Sunday evening March
27th in which the students of the Cap and Gown displayed their forensic abilities to the
Academy. The subject was Resolved: that advertising has been carried to excess.
The debaters were:

AFFIRMATIVE. NEGATIVE.
Cassie FErcuson, '28. Hirpa Durney, '28.
Corine Crancy, '28. Rose Orranpo, '27.
Avrice Dowbp, '29. HeLen CaMERON, '29.

The arguments on both sides were delivered with spirit. The Negative had prepared
for themselves a setting of posters and ads which besides advertising their cause served
as effective stage decorations. In spite of all precautions, however, the Affirmative
carried off the victory with a score of 120-981.

The debates of the various clubs have, owing to a change in program, suffered some-
what; so that not as many were held as were planned at the opzning of the year. The
subjects which were discussed, however, were:

ALPHAKAIBETA CLUB.

Resolved: That Canada should be annexed to the United States. Result in favour of
Negative 86-68.

Resolved: That a king is more beneficial toa country thana president. Result for Affirma-
tive 100-79.

Resolved: That the spoken word is more forcible than the written word. Result in
favour of Affirmative.

Resolved: That the Elizabethan Age was a greater literary period than thz Victorian
Era. Result, a tie.
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KILMER CLUB.
Resolved: That a detailed knowledge of a few things is a greater asset than a superficial
knowledge of many things. Decision in favour of the Negative by 18 points.
Resolved: That Free Trade is more beneficial to a country than High Tariff. Decision
in favour of the Negative by 12 points.
Resolved: That the growth of Magazines is detrimental to literature. Decision in favour
of the Affirmative by 4 points.

COMMERCIAL CLUB.

Resolved: That wealth is a greater asset than Brains. Aflirmative 291; Negative, 235.

Resolved: That a Commercial Course is more beneficial than a course in Domestic Science.

Afhrmative 306; Negative, 263.
BENSON CIRCLE.

Resolved: That farming is more beneficial to the community than manufacturing.  Affirma-
tive, 170-160.

Resolved: That two half holidays are better than one whole one. Negative, 126-123.

Resolved: That written examination should be abolished. Negative, 137-117.
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A TRIBUTE.

N March 22nd news reached the Mount of the death of Archbishop Seton, grandson
of Mother Elizabeth Seton, who passed away quietly at the College of Saint Elizabeth,
Convent Station, New Jersey. A telegram sent from the Sisters of Charity with whom
the Archbishop made his home during the last years of his life, announced his death to
their faraway Sisters of the Halifax branch of Mother Seton’s Community. The inter-
change of sympathy thus brought about speaks eloquently for the greatness of the dead
Archbishop and emphasizes more clearly than ever the grandeur and the solidity of the
work of his saintly grandmother. From North and South, East and West, the Sisters
c_)f Charity scattered now through the United States and Canada united with their Sisters
in New Jersey in prayer for the repose of the soul of the great prelate who represents
for them a last link in the direct line of descent from their beloved Foundress.

Our readers will recall that Mother Elizabeth Seton at the time of her foundation
of the Sisters of Charity at Emmittsburg, had five children. Of these, two were boys
Whose education was begun at Saint Mary's, Baltimore, and later completed abroad.
William, the eldest son, entered the navy and later settled at Cragdon in Westchester
County, near what is now Mount Vernon. Robert Seton, his son was born at Pisa, Italy in
1839. His mother was Emily Prime Seton, a New England woman. As a boy he studied
at Saint Mary’s in Maryland and afterwards was sent to Carlsruhe and Pau. He studied
theology at the American College in Rome and was one of its original thirteen students.
He was ordained to the priesthood in 1865, and was graduated from the Ecclesiastical
Aca_demy at Rome in 1867, receiving his D. D. from the Roman University the same year.
Whlle‘ in Rome he was made Private Chamberlain to Pope Pius IX and was dean of the
Monsignori in the United States. In the same year he returned to his native country
and reported to his uncle Bishop Bayley who appointed him to a curateship in Newark.
Afterwards his health necessitated a removal to St. Elizabeth’s, Madison (now Convent
Station). In 1876 he accepted the pastorship of Saint Joseph's, and remained in this
obscure parish for over twenty-five years, when he resigned and returned to Rome. In
1903 his merits received their recognition, and he was elevated to the rank of titular
Archbishop of Heliopolis in Egypt. In Rome he lived a retired life, and on account of
his love for children was called “the children’s Monsignor.™

Six years ago Archbishop Seton sought the hospitality of Bishop O'Connor in the
home diocese of Newark, and was cordially welcomed by the Sisters at Saint Elizabeth’s
who cared for him until his death. There among the spiritual children of his saintly
grandmother he spent quiet, happy days, following the simple routine of a devout life
among those who loved him and whom he loved.

He was a scion of a glorious race, one of those Setons famous in Scotch history for
their association with Mary Stuart, and for the mention made of them in the old ballad
of Mary HaMiLTON. More glorious still, however, is his connection with a greater
woman, our own Mother Seton. With her, doubtless, to-day he rejoices and looks
down in benediction upon her children, scattered over a continent, but one in heart
and will, and drawn closer by each new bond of joy or sorrow.
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CATHOLIC STUDENTS" MISSION CRUSADE

HE Second Annual Convention of the C. C. S. M. C. was held at the Convent of
the Sacred Heart, Halifax, Nova Scotia, May 9, 1926.
The program was arranged as follows:
I. Reuniox i~ THE Cuarer.  Hymn: Heart of Jesus - . . . 2.30 p. m.
Act of Consecration to the Sacred Heart.
Act of Consecration to our Lady.

II. Processton To THE REcepTiON HALL.
Crusaders’ hymn: “God Wills It!”
III. Business MEETING - . . ¢ - = - - . 2.50 p. m.
(a) Opening remarks:  Reverend Diocesan Director.
(b) Presentation of Reports.
1. Mount Saint Vincent.
2. St. Mary's College.
3. St. Patrick’s Girls’ High School.
(c) Reading of Papers:
1. The Holy Father and the Foreign Missions.
Mount Saint Vincent. (Miss Ida Marsland).
2. The Call to China.  St. Patrick’s Girls" High School.
3. The Canadian Martyrs.  St. Mary’s College.
4. Lay Co-operation with the Missionary Endeavor.
(d) Convention Resolutions.

IV. SociaL INTERMIsSION - . . 2 . % 2 . - 4.15 p. m.
V. Tue Mission Pray, “Tekakwrraa’ (The Lily of the Mohawks). - 4.45 p. m.
VI Soremn BenepicTion . - . - 6.00 p. m.

Crusaders’ Hymn: “The Sacred Heart for all the World™.
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The zeal and enthusiasm apparent at this meeting of the Catholic Students of Halifax
augured well for the cause of the Missions during the school year 1926-27. Early in
October our new members were enrolled in the ranks of the Crusade, and the first Friday
of the month was chosen as the day of muster for our unit. The meetings have been
continued with enthusiasm, and the practical results of the exhortations of our Mistress
General speak eloquently for her zeal and self-sacrifice for the cause. Various topics
were chosen for discussion. December’s meeting was held on St. Francis Xavier's Day,
and a special tribute was paid to the great Patron of all missions. At the January meeting
the topic chosen was The Society of the Propagation of the Faith: Its Origin and Spread,
and a paper was read by Mary Windeatt on Pauline Jaricot. The Freshman Religion
class has produced monthly for its own benefit, a mission magazine entitled The
Crusader’s Outlook.  Articles are written by each member of the class, and as these
entail a certain amount of research work, there is a constant reading of current mission
magazines, of which our library has a goodly stock.

_ During the course of the year various movements have been set on foot and enter-
taimnments given for the increase of the Mission Fund. ’

In November the Freshman Class took the initiative with a novel entertainment
at "The Sign of the Dragon,” which has been described already in our Chronicles. In
February the College Girls gave the Country Fair, and later, just before Easter, put on
a concert which helped considerably to swell the fund. Mite boxes have been filled
?mf_l ffmptied regularly, so that there is no one who has not contributed to the good work.
Spiritual alms have also been abundant, as the year’s records show. Unfortunately our
account of activities, receipts and expenditures goes only up to the Easter holidays. Never-
f}léless the good work goes on, and its benefits flow back upon ourselves; for if these

.llttle nameless acts of kindness and of love™ bring blessings to our far-off brothers and
sisters in the Church of God, they bestow not less a benediction upon ourselves whereby
Wwe are the richer for our giving.

THIRD ANNUAL MEETING
CATHOLIC STUDENTS' MISSION CRUSADE.

The meeting of the Halifax branches of the Crusade is planned for Sunday, May
22nd, at Saint Mary’s College. All are keenly interested. The subject of the Mount
St. Vincent paper will be: The Society of the Propagation of the Faith. We are sure that
the results will be altogether encouraging and that the third union of the Catholic Boys

and Girls of Halifax will give a strong impetus to the Mission work during the coming
year.
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MISSION CRUSADE ACTIVITY OF MOUNT ST. VINCENT,
1925-1926

RECEIPTS FOR THE SCHOOL YEAR

MATERIAL.
Received from Mite Boxes

Mission C

Entertainments (College and First Christian

rusade Tax- -

Doctrine Class) - - . -

EXPENDITURES FOR THE SCHOOL YEAR

Support of a Seminarian

Paid to Reverend Doctor Curren for the

Propagation of the Faith

Paid to Right Reverend Monsignor Wlllxam

Quinn for the Propagation of the Faith

Reverend Father Fraser and the China

Seminary -

Catholic Extension, Canadian, and Masses -

Western Canadian Missions -
Indian and Home Missions

Masses

Beads

Aspirations .
Acts of Mortification
Grace at Meals -
Office of Our Lady
Communions
Stations -
Visits . -
Spiritual Communions
Sign of the Cross
Angelus - .
Acts of Charity

.

.

$145.00

92.65

61.90

$250.00

52.00
14.06
83.45
81.00
45.25
30.00

Other donations during school year, includ-

ing $250.00 for the support of a Seminar-

ian) -

Other donations from the puplls

Total

African Missions
Literature - -
Austrian Missions
German Orphans

Reverend Father Gavan Dutffy, lndm
India, Korea, and Various Foreign Missions

Total

Special Prayers for the Conversion of Chlm . .

1,572
1,744
332,981
4,616
1,039
190
1,543
842
1,250
1,481
26,229
916
1,718
16,000

472.03
2.80

$772.38

27.15
11.31
110.00
5.00
20.15
39.13

$768.50
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President
Secretary

Treasurer

President
Secretary
Treasurer

President

Vice-President

-

Secretary and Treasurer

President
Secretary
Treasurer

President
Secretary
Treasurer

BENSON READING CIRCLE.

-

ALPHAKAIBETA.

COMMERCIAL.

z -

» .

.

-

F. ARCHIBALD.
M. WINDEATT.
M. CHESLEY.

M. RoMANs.
K. BURGESs.
A. MANCINL

B. BUTLER.
K. Doran.
J. Roor.

1. McQUILLAN.
A. MANTIN,
B. CUMBERFORD.

H. Stokes.
B. RUBINOVITCH.
M. COMERFORD.
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Moty Chnlty

EARLY in the year the basket-ball teams were selected according to classes and put
into the field for practice. The shields are grouped as follows: Freshman, Black;
Provincial B, Purple; Commercial, Red; Senior C, Blue; Senior D, Orange.

Some hard-fought contests took place in the gymnasium where basket-ball is played
regularly on Thursday night. The most interesting game of the season was that played
between the Freshman and the Senior College classes on December 16th. During the
first half the Freshmen held the lead but in the second half the collegiates brought the
score up to 14-5 in their favour. The Academy loyally supported the Freshmen with
cheering and applause but the team work of the college girls was too much for the Blacks.
The teams were: College, Rt. For., A. Cameron, Lt. For., C. Ferguson, Centre, M.
Mackey, Lt. Centre, ]J. Burgess, Rt. Defence, C. Clancy, Lt. Defence, S. Mclsaac. The
Blacks were: Rt. For., K. Ryall, Lt. For., E. Ryan, Centre, F. Archibald, Rt. Centre,
Marie Theriault, Rt. Defence, A. Ritchie, Lt. Defence, M. Windeatt. The Academy
athletes, undaunted by defeat, now look forward to a return game.

Tobagganing and skating were the principal outdoor winter attractions. The
skating season was fortunately quite long and we enjoyed several moonlight evenings
on the ice. Many enjoyed snow-shoe tramps through the woods. Now that spring
is here, tennis has revived and all are looking forward with interest to the outcome of the
annual tournament.
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BASKET-BALL TEAMS '1926-27

BLACK. PURPLE. BLUE.
Rt. For., E. Rvan, (Capt.) M. O'Brien. J. Moxro.
Lt. For., K. RvarL. K. Burcess. M. Lauper.
Cen. For., M. HaumiLToON. M. EMBREE. H. Muresy.
Centre, F. ARCHIBALD. M. Romans, (Capt.) A. McLzan.
Rt. Cen., L. THERIAULT. A. MaxcmNL. A.MaNTIN.
Lt. Cen., D. p’ENTREMONT. E. HaLLEY. M. MuLumw.
Rt. Def., M. WINDEATT. L. FLeTCHER. 1. McQurmran.
Lt. Def., A. RircHie. M. ACKERMAN. B. Cumserroro, {Capt.)
Cen. Def., M. THERIAULT. M. TosmN. R. Fen.
Sub., A. McLennan. M. House. M. Harrus.

RED. ORANGE.

Rt. For., N. WHEeLPLEY. M. Morson, (Capt.)

Lt. For., C. Brown. H. Kenneby.
Cen. For., C. MacDonALbD. J. Gruiseiz.
Centre, M. DuLHANTY. H. Sroxes.
Rt. Cen.,, G. AMERIAULT. D. Morson.

Lt. Cen., H. CopeLaND.

Rt. Def., K. Doran, (Capt.)
Lt. Def., K. Mureny.

Cen. Def., M. Kervy.

A. MARTHELEUR.

M. K. MacDougaLr.
M. Hacse.

A. Hanway.

BASKET-BALL SCORES.

Black Purple Red Blue Orange
53 19 63 38 36

Winners of Shield: Reds—Kathleen Doran (Capt.)

ODE TO THE COMMERCIALS.

(After a score of 16-3).

Ye mighty ones! who one and all

Are Amazons at Basket-ball,

Accept my homage, humble, true,

But suffer me to beg of you

When you have vanquished A's and D’s

And brought the C's to their very knees,

When you've stepped at length from our little gym
And conquered the world by your constant vim,
Then don't forget when you think of “B”

That once on a time they did get “Three.”

MARIAN EMBREE.
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MOUNT SAINT VINCENT SODALITY
OF

OUR LADY IMMACULATE AND SAINT AGNES

SHORTLY after school opened in September, the following officers were elected for
the year 1926-1927:

Prefect - ’ ’ - - - . CoLina CLANCY.
First Assistant . . . . . . . Rosz ORLANDO.
Second Assistant - g - . - . - EiLeen Ryan.
Secretary ‘ ‘ ‘ ‘ . . . - BeaTricE BUTLER.
Treasurer ’ ‘ . . . - Kathreen DorAN.
Mistress of Candidates - . . . - - MARGUERITE MACNEIL.
Readers ‘ ‘ . - StepHANIE Maclsaac.
Cassie FERGUSON.
Mass Section ‘ . . . . . BveLyn CAMPBELL.
Librarians ‘ ’ ‘ ‘ ‘ . . . Muprep HAMILTON.
LuciLLe THERIAULT.
Sacristan ’ ‘ ‘ ‘ ‘ . : . MaRrGareT ToBIN.
Choir Mistress ‘ ‘ ‘ ‘ . . . BeaTrice BUTIER.
Stamp Section - . . . . . . . Dorotay MacDouGALL.

The officers in charge of the different sections report that good work has been
done by all the girls.

We thank the following Alumnae members who have sent contributions of money:

Mirs. Rivlyn Costigan, Miss Molly Wood, Miss Marie Power, and Miss Vivian
Power—$5.00; Miss Madeline Kyte—$4.00; Miss Mary Flack, Miss Miriam Allison,
Miss Mary Jeffers, Miss Margaret Nott, and Miss Kathleen Allison—$2.00; Miss
Gertrude MacLean, Miss Ida Marsland, Miss Alice Murphy, Miss Helen LeBrun, Miss
Alice Reardon, Miss Mary O'Brien, Miss Mary McHugh, Miss Mary Marsland and
Miss Ena Barbarie—$1.00.

Two of our last year Sodalists have entered the Novitiate at the Mother House

here, Mary McNeil, and Mary Walsh.
BeaTrice ButLer, E. de M.

ALUMNAE SODALITY OF OUR LADY

Prefect . . - . . . . . Mgrs. W. A. AFFLECK.

1st Assistant . . . . . . . Miss Lena CASHEN,

2nd Assistant - . - . - - . Mgs. C. J. Rearpon.

Treasurer - . . . . . . Miss Dora DAvisoN.

Secretary - . . . . . . - Miss Mary B. THOMPsON.
CONSULTORS.

Miss Peart Davy. Miss Mary DeNcE.

Mgs. C. C. HANRAHAN. Miss MARrjoriE WAKELEY.

Mrs. O. Cormier. Mgs. F. FiNvay.
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ON the first Sunday of every month a goodly number of loyal Sodalists turn their steps

towards St. Mary's Convent, and there spend an hour or so in honouf' of Our Blessed
Mother. We can easily imagine with what loving smiles Our Lady looks down upon
that gathering and recognizes the little girls of Mount Saint Vincent schooldays now
grown to womanhood and each playing her part in the world.

_ Benediction of the Most Blessed Sacrament always opens the meeting and after
this Reverend Father McManus invariably gives us a very impressive instruction on
some subject vital to our Faith. At the November meeting, Father spoke on “The Church
Mllxtz'mt," introducing in conjunction with this part of the Church—"The Church
Suffering™ and “The Church Triumphant.™
N Other subjects which Reverend Father treated were “The Word of God™ and

The Relations Existing between Our Blessed Lady and her Divine Son.” As Reverend
Fat'hef remarked, “We find Mary with her Divine Son all through His life upon earth.
It, 1s through her we go to God, and realizing this, we should strive to advance in the
virtues befitting her favored children.” The lecture on “Lenten Resolutions™ was very
aPpropriate; Reverend Father impresses on us that sacrifice should attend all our daily
acts of virtue, and in conclusion stressed the fact that above all we must be resolved to
Pass as perfect a Lent as possible. k

For all these helpful instruction we are deeply indebted to Reverend Father McManus
who gives us so generously of his time and talents, and we wish to thank the Sisters of
St. Mary’s for their kind hospitality.

In the December meeting held at Mount Saint Vincent, a Reception of the Children
9f Méry took place followed by Benediction of the Most Blessed Sacrament and a very
Inspiring lecture from the Reverend Chaplain Reverend J. B. O'Reilly on the beautiful
Feast of the Immaculate Conception.

. The visitors then partook of dainty refreshments, enjoyed chatting with their good
riends and former teachers and left their Alma Mater in a happy mood, realizing how
fortunate they were to be Alumnae Sodalists of OQur Lady Immaculate.

~Mary B. Taompson, E de M.
' Secretary.
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GUARD OF HONOR
IN UNION WITH THE APOSTLESHIP OF PRAYER.

SINCE the Apostleship of Study has been correlated with the Children’s Crusade
thereby losing some of its activities, it was suggested that we introduce the Guard
of Honor and unite it with the League of the Sacred Heart.

The associates are divided into bands of ten presided over by a promoter.

An hour is assigned each associate. During that hour the associate will try frequently
from time to time, to repeat inwardly the indulgenced aspiration of the League “Thy
Kingdom Come.”  During the hour it is most desirable that the associate wear her Sacred
Heart badge exposed.

The Guard of Honor has for its particular mission the honoring of Jesus wounded
on the Cross by the lance, and of attracting to the Church and to men a special effusion
of grace from that wound of love. A simple aspiration, a simple intention of the soul
suffices; but is it not beautiful to see at each hour of the day a legion of Guards of Honor
gathering in the chalice of their hearts the blood and water from the divine wound, and
offering them through Jesus to the adorable Trinity?

“The Church is on Calvary; now is the time to rally around the Heart of Jesus

wounded on the cross!”
‘ The Guard of Honor, is founded on Calvary, and better still, it is founded on the
very wound of love in the Heart of Jesus. We need not be astonished, therefore, that
it produces so much good in souls and that it is like a fountain of blessings for all places
where it is established. That Heart, prodigal of its gifts, has confided to its faithful
Guards of Honor a sublime mission, that of surrounding it and consoling it in the holy
tabernacle, the new Calvary where our coldness renews Calvary’s loneliness, the new
Calvary where our outrages and ingratitude pierce it and wound it more cruelly than
did the Roman soldier's lance.

When Jesus is in your heart, say to Him unceasingly, *“Thy Kingdom Come.” Behold!
The Guard of Honor proclaims this kingdom; it honors, it surrounds the Heart of Jesus
pierced on the cross!  All the Fathers are in accord in saying that the cross is the throne
on which Jesus Christ began his divine reign over souls, From there He has drawn every-
thing to Himself. There over His head He carries even the royal title, Rex. He is
King of love and sorrow. Earthly kings appoint their best and most devoted subjects
to their Guard of Honor; Jesus the King will have His, which will be relieved before

Him hour after hour, to offer Him incessantly the homage of love and reparation. The’

post for the Guard of Honor is the Tabernacle, for there it finds its Jesus always living,
and always, alas! almost as deserted as on Calvary.

June 1927

FOLIA MONTANA

Fresuman

September
L. Theriault.
E. Ryan.

*M. Hamilton.
F. Archibald.

H. Ready.
October.

*M. Hamilton.
F. Archibald.

H. Ready.

L. Theriault.
November.

M. Amirault.

A. Ritchje.

*M. Hamilton.
L. Theriault.

Pl\ilcember.

- Hamilton.
*M. Windeatt.
A. Ritchie.

K. Ryall.

D. D'Entremont.

j anuary.

D. D'Entremont.

*M. Hamilton.

L. Theriault.
February.
*E. Hamilton.
*M. Windeatt.

L. Theriault.
M. Hamilton.
March.
*M. Windeatt.
*E. Hamilton.

L. Theriault.
F. Archibald.

B. CLass

K. Burgess.
M. Romans.

*M. Montague.

J. Montague.

M. Ackerman.

*A. Mancini.

M. Ackerman.

*A. Mangini.

A. Comeau. M. Kelly. R. Balliveau.
HONORS.
*A. Mancini. C. M:Donald. R. Bellivaau.
M. Riley.
HONORABLE MENTION.
M. Ackerman. M. Harnish. I. McQuillan.
K. Burgess. M. Kelly. *A. Mantin.
*F. Lockhart. *]. Monro.
HONORS.
*A. Mangini. *F. Lockhart. *J. Moaro.
K. Burgess. G. Amirault. M. Laudzr.
M. McDonald.
L. Romkey.
HONORABLE MENTION.
1. McQuillan.
*A. Mantin.
HONORS.
*M. Montague. *K. Doran. *A. Mantin.
M. Ackerman. G. Amirault. *J. Monro.
A. Comeau. C. McDonald. 1. McQuillan.
HONORABLE MENTION.
R. B:lliveau.
HONORS.
*M. Montague. M. Kelly. *J. Mbaro.
*K. Doran. *A. Maatin.

C. Power.

*M. Montague.
K. Burgess.

M. Ackerman.

(Asterisk marks Honor Medallist).

CoMMERCIAL C. Cuass
HONORS.

M. McDonald. 1. McQuillan.

L. Romkey. *A. Mantin.
HONORABLE MENTION.

HONORS.

M. Harnish. *A. Mantin.
*F. Lockhart. *J. Mbnro.

HONORABLE MENTION.

HONORABLE MENTION.
M. McDonald.

HONORS.
*K. Doran. *J. Monro.
G. Amirault. *A. Maatia.

HONORABLE MENTION.
M. Harnish. 1. McQuillan.
M. McDonald. 1. Gautaro.
M. Kelly.

D. Crass Mmb. A.

A.Hanway. M. Cumberford.

C. Walsh.

A. Martheleur.
M. K. McDougal.
*M. Haché.

*M.Haché.

A. Hanway.

*M. Haché. M. Burel.

H. Kennzdy.

A. Hanway.
M. M:Dougal.

A. Hinway. M. Burel.

H. Kzaa:3y.

*M. Haché. M. Cumberford.

M. McSween.
A. Marthzleur. M. Burel.

*M. Haché.

J. Gillespia.
A. Hinway.
C. Walsh. M. Burel.

M. Cumbearford.
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CANADIAN CONFEDERATION
1867-1927

Rise, mountains, rise up and declare it!
Sing, ye rivers! bear it to the sea;

Blow, ye winds, that all the earth may share it,—
Canada has reached her Golden Jubilee!

Far o'er the plains that ripen to the harvest,
Flooding the lakes that move in majesty, ALUMNAE ASSOCIATION.
A single voice from nearest and from farthest
Chants “Canada is one, and she is free!” EXEC[fgzléYfggsOARD

Sing, ye children, sing, for we are of her; HONORARY PRESIDENT

Our fathers gave to her their liber ty; REeVEREND MoThER MaRY Louise, Mother General.
The best they had they offered on her altar, FSEDERQTIOIEI:O SISTER,
] . . . 1sTER MAaRY CoLUMBA.
Their name, their fame, their glorious eastern sea. President L MRS, M. SCANLAN.
Vice-Presidents . . . . - . . . MsC] lﬁ:&ggh
.1 . Mgs. A. J. MAcCORMACK.
Pray, children, pray that heaven guide her, Record Miss P. Davy.
. : ecording Secret B . . B . . . . Miss M. Finn.
For she is young, and beautiful, and free; Corresponding Secoetary -+« . . . Mis M. Hawes.
Pray God He may with strength and love provide her, Teasurer << -+« « - . MisP Marsex.
And wisdom that looks to eternity. COUNCILLORS.
Mgs. E. J. Crace. Mgrs. R. A. McLeob.
Mks. W. A. AFFLECK. Mgrs. T. J. }Ii_?u.AND.
1 1ss M. Ecan. Mgs. C. C. HANRAHAN.
Not for a little day has she been mgulded, pis M. Eoan. Mes. . C. Hax
For no mean task her robes are girded up; Miss Mary NeviLLe. Ms. O. F. Cormizr.
When centuries within the dust are folded, Read CONVENERS OF COMMITTEES. ok
. . . . i i . . ce e . O. EMERSON.
God grant she lift to Him her brimming cup! Bullet s Circle - - - S Mus A J MacCoRck.
Scholarship Fund . . . . . . . . Miss MiLorep DoNovax.
ALUMNA "12. Historian - . - - . . . . . . MisD. Davison.
ress . . . . . . . . . . Miss M. REarRDON.
CHAPTERS.
SAINT Joun, New Brunswick.
President, MRrs. J. P. BRYNE. Secretary, Miss GERALDINE READY.
New York.
President, Mrs. ConsTaNce GREEN. Secretary, Miss AnGeLA GEELE.
Moncron, N. B.
President, Mrs. James Brown. Secretary, Miss Cora McSWEENEY.
Boston, Mass.
President, Mrs. MicHAEL SULLIVAN, Secretary, Miss CHaRLOTTE HaLLOWAY.

ST. JoHN's, NEWFOUNDLAND.
President, Mrs. T. KEnneDY. Secretary, Miss MorLy Woob.
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ALUMNAE REPORT.

THAT the year 1926-27 has been one of activity among the members of the M. §. V.

Alumnae will be shown by the following report of the Alumnae in Halifax and news
of the chapters established elsewhere.

Although no outstanding event such as a Golden Jubilee celebration or the enter-
tainment of a distinguished visitor has given an opportunity for an unusual display of
zeal and energy, surely and quietly progress has been made.

The Scholarship Fund is now an assured fact. A Musicale in the School for the
Blind on February eighth added nearly sixty dollars to this fund which is, at present,
$730.00 and is invested in the Fastern Trust Company at 5¢;. The Musicale was
decidedly an artistic success. The talent was supplied by the Alumnae exclusively and
consequently some of the best musicians in the City were on the programme.

The Annual Dance and Bridge held on Thursday in Easter Week was one of the
social events of the season. The proceeds will be placed to the credit of the Scholarship
Fund.

The usual “Shower™ of toys and useful articles for the children of St. Joseph’s Orphan-
age was held on the Saturday before Christmas. Many of the members contributed
generously. Ten dollars in prizes for the children of this institution will be distributed
at the close of the school year.

Interest in the I. F. C. A. Bulletin still continues and correspondence with I. F. C. A.
headquarters is constantly maintained. Miss Mary 1. Walsh of Gary, Indiana, who
represented M. S. V. Alumnae at the Seventh Biennial Convention of the I. F. C. A.
held last September at St. Mary’s College, Indiana, submitted a very interesting report
of convention proceedings.

The Reading Circle has received new impetus, this year. Through the generosity
of some of the members who entertained the circle in their homes, five delightful evenings
of literary and musical charm were enjoyed. This circle although composed of twenty-
five members of the Alumnae, welcomed all others who cared to join them at any time.

The Saint John Chapter of the Alumnae, Mrs. J. P. Bryne, President, always most
enthusiastic, is constantly in touch with headquarters in Halifax. The following paragraph
taken from a Saint John paper speaks for itself:—

“Delightful in every detail was the Dance and Bridge given by the Saint John branch
of the Mount Saint Vincent Alumnae in the Venetian Gardens last evening. The guests
were received by Mrs. J. P. Byrne, president; Mrs. Frank Winslow, vice-president; and
Miss Elizabeth McGaffigan, honorary president. Tables for bridge were nicely arranged
upstairs and the main floor was used for dancing. The Venetian Gardens orchestrra
provided excellent music.”

Attendance at the meetings of the Boston Chapter is increasing noticeably. Mrs.
Michael Sullivan has been elected president recently. A dance held after Easter helped
to swell the scholarship fund. Miss Angela Geele, Secretary of the New York Chapter
writes interesting accounts of all meetings held by that chapter.
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In a letter received lately from Miss Cora McSweeney, Secretary of the Moncton
Chapter, is an account of a very successful bridge held by members of the Alumnae living
in Moncton. . As a result the sum of twenty dollars has been placed in the bank to be
used for Alumnae purposes. This chapter meets every month. .

Miss Molly Wood, Secretary of the Newfoundland Chapter, some tl,me ago, sent
a splendid account of a most enthusiastic meeting held last summer in St. John’s. Nothing
has been heard from this chapter during the year.

“At fuhat hour you think not” ~

those who saw Mrs. L. G. Power last summer, the picture of active strength

and mellow beauty, to those who remember her affectionately as the beautiful

Sue O’Leary of their Mount years, the news of her death came as a cruel shock.

It was on the paths her feet had followed many a time during her happy schqol'

days that “‘the Son of Man" met her swiftly; but if gentle courtesy, a charming

human reverence, and the virtues of unfaltering Faith and sweet Charit}f make

ready a soul for His coming, hers was royally prepared. The Holy Sacrifice of

the Mass was immediately offered for her at the Mount, and she had the prayers 1

of the Community, the Novitiate, and the Alumnae. Numerous friends gave
her a sorrowing tribute of praise; among them,

Kathleen O'Leary regretted her loss as that of “a finely representative
Canadian.”

Adine Fremont wrote, “'I had a great admiration for dear Mrs. Power; she
was the typical grande dame, so sweet and so distinguished.”

A Saint John's Alumna paid this eloquent tribute, “I have lost my best friend.”

Lady Fred Borden, who was closely associated with her when the an. L.
G. Power was President of the Senate, wrote, “We were always good friends.
She was lovely, not only in body but in spirit.”

A cousin, Mother Emmanuel of Mount Carmel, Boston, wrote, ““The news of
her death came during our Retreat. We had Holy Mass in our chapel 'for her
dear soul, and we are to have another. I offer my Masses and Communions for
her every morning and she has the prayers of the Community and the promise
of a daily memento from our Retreat father.”

Another cousin, Mother Wallace, wrote, “Reverend Mother and the Com-
munity of the Sacred Heart have prayed for dear Mrs. Power, who, I feel sure,
is at home with the God she loved and served so faithfully that He might summon
her at any time and find her ready.”
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ALUMNIANA.

IN these pages it is possible to mention only those who keep in touch with their Alma
Mater, either through the Alumnae or through their old friends. If your name is
not found in the list, write and tell us something about yourself. We’ll be delighted
to hear from you.
WEDDING BELLS.

Frorence Penny is now Mrs. J. D. Mclntyre, and is making her home in Senora.
Geneva MURRAY, now Mrs. James Coughlin, is living in Halifax.
EiLeen O'REGAN was married last summer to Mr. Louis McGloan.

WELCOME!

To Mrs. UrBaN Pineau (Gladys McCormac) a little daughter, Betty.
To Mgs. ArTHUR Brennan (Marie Thompson) a daughter, Marie.
To Mgrs. Louss Sitver (Joan Van Buskirk) a daughter, Frances.

To Mgrs. THomas HanranAaN (Margaret Donohue) a son, James.

OUR SINCERE CONDOLENCES.

To our classmate, CATHERINE BrowN, and to her sister MRrs. ERNesT MACKEY, on the
death of their dear father last May.

To Grace AMIRAULT, whose mother died during the winter term.

To Rosina and Mary RoMans on the death of their beloved father in February.

To RosaLie Beriiveau, who lost her mother in March.

To IsaseiLe Soy whose mother died during the winter.

Mr. Colin Mclsaac, an ex-M. P. died in March. He was the husband of our first Mount
pupil, HeLena Houterte. To her we offer our sincere sympathy.

HeLen GorMAN, a graduate of 1923 died at her home in Amherst last fall. To her bereaved
parents and brothers, we desire to express our sympathy.

Marjorie Ecan was married in New York City to Doctor Hubert Lyons, February
last. Within a few weeks she contracted pneumonia and died in the Fifth Avenue
Hospital. Her body was conveyed to Halifax and buried here. To her father
and mother and bereaved husband, our sincerest sympathy goes out.

Mary Summers lost her dear father last October. All her classmates and associates
of last year unite in expressing their condolence.

Bertra BenniNG died at her home in Montreal in April.  To her sister and to her parents
we offer sincere sympathy.

Mary Grace Power of Halifax passed away in May. To her parents and to her sister
Agnes we wish to offer our condolence.
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HERE AND THERE:

IpA MARsLAND has at last realized her ambition and has begun her training at St. Mary’s
Hospital, Brooklyn, N. Y. To her great satisfaction, she has an old Mount
girl for room-mate. Ida writes: “What Wordsworth missed by living in the
Lake District on “Plain living and high thinking!™ It is “mirabile visu™ to watch
the “‘vulgus™ go streaming by!"

Mary Arbinc and Grapys BLank are now graduate nurses from the same hospital,
St. Mary'’s, Brooklyn.

Vivian Power is happily single in Kingston, N. S. Her sister Marie was in Florida
all winter, but returned to Nova Scotia at Easter.

Mgs. T. R. Epney (Annie Murphy) of Sherbrooke, Quebec, was a guest at one of the
Alumnae meetings of the Boston Chapter.

MiLbreD RATcHFORD is now graduated from the Somerville Hospital. She paid us.a
visit of several days on her way home during the winter.

Mary Frack has a very good position with an Insurance Company in New York.

Teppy Litncow, who spent a good part of the summer with her friend Kathleen Ryall
in Newfoundland, is now living in Plymouth, Mass.

MRrs Frep Kirsy (Annie Mclsaac), spent a very happy afternoon at the Mount in February.
She was with her mother and both were returning from a long and interesting
visit to MRrs. FaBian PouLiN (Mary Mclsaac) in Ottawa. Mirs. Kirby is now the
mother of two lovely children, a boy, Michael, and a baby girl, Katherine. Her
home is in Sydney at present but she intends moving to Toronto this summer.

MapeLiNe KyTe is working in her father’s law office in St. Peter’s, C. B.

Queenie CarTeR is keeping up her stenographic work in an office in Dartmouth.

HeLen McLEeLLAN is a stenographer for the Royal Print and Litho of Halifax. .

GerRTRUDE MuUrRAY paid us a flying visit in March. She had been recalled to Halifax
from Boston by the illness of her mother, but fortunately, the latter recovere.d
and Gertrude returned to her work. Her sister Kathleen is doing stenographic
work in Halifax.

Mgs. R. O'Reirry, (Polly Byrne) is still in St. John's, Newfoundland. ~She hopes to be
able some day to send her little girl to the Mount. o

MapeLiNe Duske has finished her training and graduated from the Lakeside Hospital in
Chicago. She is now making a tour of Europe with her mother.

GeraLpINE Reapy had an interesting trip to Florida with her father this winter.

AcNes McNutrty is attending the Convent of Mount Carmel in Saint John, N. B.

BerenicE Borpen and Mary KaNE are training at the Fifth Avenue Hospital, New York.

Marie Pexny, Mrs. Ronald Hanrahan, is making her home in New York.

GRETA BrUNT, now a graduate nurse, is doing professional work in Halifax.

Etner Tosin is in Boston, doing secretarial work.

Paura Lynch is attending Saint Patrick’s High School in Halifax.

MaARY MarsLanp has a secretarial position in Woonsocket, Rhode Island and is making
the success we all predicted for her.

Noreen Lounps is working in Halifax.

JEAN BrLAckADER is training at the Halifax Infirmary.
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MarceLLE SaMsoN is at home in Quebec.
CarneriNe Beruiveau has a position in the C. N. R. office at Moncton.

Emeen HarLissey got her B. S. E. last year and is now teaching art at the Normal College,
Truro.

Avrice Mureny is a stonographer in the Electrical Construction Company, Glace Bay.

Murier Donorue and Kathieen Hacen both received their B. A. from Dalhousie this
year. Muriel has been following the education course and intends to teach.

Mgs. P. E. Arpresy (Ruth Parsons) is living in Brighton, Mass.

BrenDA MCcFATRIDGE is training in the Roosevelt Hospital, New York.

Apa Korr is singing in Grand Opera at the Metropolitan, New York.

Mgs. R. Costican (Lillian Kennedy) was a very welcome visitor at the Mount last fall

when she paid us a call on her way home to Newfoundland from Montreal.

Mary Coreman is graduating this year from Saint Mary’s Hospiral, Brooklyn, New
York.

Herena Gaur is now at home in Berwick, N. S.

KaTHRYN SHAW (Mrs. R. W. Davis) is now living in Saint John. She visited the Mount
last fall.

ENa Barserie is teaching singing in Dalhousie, N.B. She paid us a long visit in the
winter and made the retreat at the Mount. Her voice is more beautiful than

ever, we think, and our opinion is confirmed by the many friends who had the
pleasure of hearing her sing in Halifax.

Louise Grasssy is at her home in Winnipeg and is a faithful correspondent.

MiriaM ALuisoN is teaching music in Boston and is a zealous member of the Alumnae
Chapter. Her sister, KaTHLEEN, is still in Winnipeg.

Jenny and Marcarer Durnanty have both stenographic positions in New York.

IsaBEL MacNeILL is attending art school in Halifax and is a frequent visitor at the Mount.

AILEEN MAcauLAy is attending Dalhousie University.

ANDRE Moraze is working for her father in St. Pierre.

Heren Casey is working in Boston.

Mgs. D. F. McGratn (Katherine White) is the mother of two charming little daughters,
and is making her home in Milton, Mass.

Crarrorte MAcKENzIE, who left us last year for the far West, is a very happy nurse in
a hospital in Kelowna, British Columbia.

HeLen WakeLy is taking a course at the Maritime Business College.

GerTRUDE McLEAN is working in Glace Bay.

Mona Fraser is at home in Ottawa.

Fanny Goopman is taking a course in MacDonald College, Montreal.

Heren Le Brun is at home in D’Escousse, Cape Breton.

Marcarer CarneLL has a government position in Halifax.

AnNNA SwmiTH is teaching at St. Joseph's School, Halifax. She is a frequent visitor at

the Mount where she is following the philosophy course which is being given
to the Sophomore class.
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Mary WaLsH, MARGUERITE PHALEN, Mary McNen and GERTRUDE Hearey entered
the Novitiate last September and received the Holy Habit on the Feast of Saint
Joseph. They are now respectively: Sister Aloysia, Sister Mary Mercedes,
Sister Joseph Peter, and Sister John Bernard.

Queenie Daicie and her sister WEEDA are at home in Edmundston, N. B.

JanE Laney is attending the Maritime Business College, and occasionally visits the Mount.

GERTRUDE MEAGHER is following courses at our College and is consequently often with us.

Saran Mclsaac is at home in Sydney, C. B. She paid us a visit last Thanksgiving and
everybody was glad to have her back even for a few days.

Mary Hawmirton is nursing at Saint Elizabeth’s Hospital, Newton, Mass.

Ipa LeBLanc is attending Normal College at Truro. She spent a day at the Mount at
Easter and seemed glad to be among old friends again.

GerTRUDE SMiTH also spent a week end with us at Easter on her way home from Boston
where she had been visiting her two sisters, Anna and Margaret who have steno-
graphic positions there.

Mercepes Finn is doing secretarial work for the Juvenile Court in Halifax. ‘

CaroLine McKenzie is finishing her course this year at the Whittier School, Merrimac.
We hope to have her back with us next year.

ANNA Drypen is now living in Los Angeles. She still keeps up a lively correspor.ldem':e
with her Mount friends and has sent many of them pretty souvenirs of California.

FrANCEs Stokes is training in the Fifth Avenue Hospital, New York. N

MARGARET REARDON is doing secretarial work in Halifax. She is a frequent visitor at
the Mount.

CHarrorte HoLLoway, still a very busy nurse, visited us during her vacation when she
came home for a rest last fall. . )
GerTRUDE CosTLEY spent a short vacation during the winter at her home 1n Saint John

where she is greatly missed. She is training at the Royal Victoria in Montreal.

EuLa Rick is still teaching in Edmundston, N. B. and likes her work better than ever.

KATHLEEN Pery enjoyed a six weeks' trip to the West Indies during the winter. She
still takes special courses at the Mount and is as prominent as ever on our Academy
stage. .

Henrierre Husy visited the Mount with her father during the latter part of the winter.
She was then on her way to New York from St. Pierre.

BarBARA CampBELL is now teaching in Point Tupper and likes the work very much.

Marie Louise L Esperance, now Mrs. A. O. Dufresne, is the happy mother of five children.
Her home is in Quebec.

Marjorie Tavior (Mrs. Norman Eckersley) is living in East Orange, New Jersey. .

ANNA McLaucHLIN has a position as teacher in a school not far from Truro. She is
as usual, enthusiastic over her work.

MRs. IsaBeL CLeary (Belle Bradshaw) visited the Mount in the spring on her way home
from New York. Her daughter, Edith, is still in Newfoundland, but is to be
married in August to Mr. Donald Love, and will make her home in New York.
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Frorence KeLry (Mrs. James Hanley) sent us last year a charming photograph of a very
happy family group, three little girls and a sturdy boy gathered about their mother.
We may add that the Hanleys were very good to our Sisters who were in Chicago
last summer.

Frances McCraitu (Mrs. Kelleher of Roxbury, Mass.) is happy to have her eldest
dailughter a novice at the Mount. Her second daughter paid us a fortnight’s
visit at Easter.

Carmer O'Rervy is training at St. Mary’s Hospital, Brooklyn, N. Y.

NeLrie MEeeHAN h?s spent the past year in New York where her whole time was given
to the nursing profession.  She visited us in May on her way home.

Eva Assrs is putting her stenographic work to good use by employing it in church duties
and bank work. She has part of her notes to do in French.

Evspet ANDREWs is in Boston and is an enthusiastic Alumnae worker.

Nerr Watsh, now Mrs. Howlett, spent a few hours at the Mount on her way home from
Southern France where she had spent the winter with her husband.

Mary Power is having a year's rest in St. John's, Newfoundland.
Mona MAHAR pays us frequent visits and is very generous with the use of her car.

Ruts PaRrker is living at Medford and Caruerine CampBeLL is making her home in
Auburndale.

EXCHANGES.

We wish to thank the editors of the following for the magazines received during '

the year. All were excellent and it would take too much time and space to comment
on them as they deserve.

TrHe ForpHAM MONTHLY.

St. JosepH'’s Prep. CHRONICLE.

Tue GEORGETOWN JOURNAL.

THe TriniTY TiMes.

THE SETONIAN.

St. Josepn's Livigs.

Tae Bern (Memorial number)

THe PaTriCIAN.,

THe DarLingToN QuiLL.

WILLIS PIANO

has won the admiration of the most discriminating musicians,
because it is built of the best materials throughout, and is backed
by those traditions which have been maintained for more than
fifty years and which has made the WILLIS Canada’s Best Piano.

WILLIS PIANO CO., LIMITED,

363 BARRINGTON STREET

HALIFAX

STUDENTS GRADUATES
“OLD GIRLS™

lYou have learned a lot at School and College—but you have

a lot yet to learn!

ot o?l?e ;hmg you can learn right now is that we have the finest

frock of China, Glassware and Crockery in Nova Scotia, and

ot oc‘::nl::c.c nl))n qccougt of our connection wi;'h the Markets
) uying advantages, we are able to fill your require-

ments saus?actou’ly. antag ’ y featire

WEBSTER, SMITH CO., LTD.

China, Glassware Cutlery Earthenware
For Residences or Institutions

174-178 Granville Street at
Buckingham St. Haurax, N. S.

CASAVANT ORGANS

for sweetness, balance and breadth of tone
and action, have been installed in all over
Canada and United States, British West
Indies, Chili, France, Japan and New-
foundland.

Built by MM. Casavant Fréres Ltée,
St. Hyacintae P. Que.
Canada
Maritime Representative

J. E. LEDOUX,
424 Douglas Ave., SAINT JOHN, N. B.

Hardwood Flooring

dThe success we have had with the manufacture

arll care of our “KEPRITE™ brand Hardwood

ooring, has proven that at last it is possible to

E;cs)ictl;t;e ta f]looru;lg that will not shrink. Do not
e to buy this product, as you may b

of satisfaction. P you may be assured

The Piercey Supply Co., Ltd.
HALIFAX, N. S.

The Gunadian Bank of @ommerce

TO SEND MONEY

Use the Money Orders sold at all branches

of this Bank. )
They are safe, cheap and convenient and are

readily cashed in all parts of the world.

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT AT EVERY BRANCH

E. E. Henperson, Superintendent
of Maritime and Newfoundland Branches

HALIFAX BRANCH

R. K. McCaArTHY,
Assistant Manager

E.C. GRUNDY
Manager

Headquarters for Paints, Varnishes,
Wall Paper, Brushes, Mops, Wax
AGENTS FOR NOVA SCOTIA FOR CERA WAX

MARTIN & MOORE LIMITED

PAINTERS AND DECORATORS

653-659 Barrington St.

Halifax, N. S.

PHONE SACKVILLE 2280




CHOCOLATE CARAMELS

4 pound chocolate
1 cup “Domolco’’ Molasses

4 tablespoons condensed

Put all the ingredients in a saucepan—heat and
stir until the sugar is thoroughly dissolved—
then boil until the mixture hardens when

milk dropped into cold water. Try the mixture every

1 tablespoon water
1 pound brown sugar
2 tablespoons butter

few minutes by drepping in ice water; if it
hardens quickly, take it from the fire. Turn
into a buttered pan—when partly cool, mark
with dull knife. Cool, and then break into

1 teaspoon vanilla caramels.

DOMOLCOQ---for the table

SOLD ONLY IN TINS.

AT ALL GOOD STORES.

Eyes and Education

E are helping students in every
W educational institution in Nova
. vV Scotia to study Ltetter without
injuring their eyes, by supplying glasses
that strengthen their sight. .

If you have headaches, blurred vision,
drowsiness while studying, come and
have your eyves examined.

T. J. WALLACE
Optometrist - - - Optician
Y.M.C.A. BUILDING

Underwood Portable

Your Personal

TYPEWRITER
$55.00 Cash

United Typewriter Co. of N. S. Ltd.

165 Hollis Street HALIFAX, N. S.
The Machine you will eventually buy

With Health and Strength
you can accomplish
great things.

MILK

is nature’s gre?teat medicine and
ood.

FARMERS' LIMITED

Your most reliable Source of Supply.
SAFE MILK

“KELLY”
MUSIC CASES

are Solid Leather—Hand Sewed —Serviceable
—finely finished.

$1.50 to $5.00
Kelly’s Limited

116-118 Granville St.
MAKERS

Thompson, Adams & Co., Ltd.

FIRE INSURANCE

Dwellings, Schools, Colleges, Churches, Hogsehold
Furniture, Stock and Property of all Kinds.

Telephone Sackville 1221 166 HOLLIS STREET, HALIFAX, N. S.

ONE OF THE BIGGEST V
| EVER OFFERED IN A HIGH GA‘I%EI])E%

FOUNTAIN PEN

Thin barrels, beautifully chased, hi
polished, first quality Para rubbér. tg]:%
burned. _Feed scientifically controls the
ﬂoyv of ink, writes free and easy. Pen is
solid 14-k. gold, gold tipped with selected

iridium. Packed in a b i
mdium. ox with filler and

PRICE ONLY $1.00 POSTPAID

CONNOLLY THE STATIONER

487 Barrington St., Halifax

Good Time Girls

Find everything for a
good time, indoors or
out, on land or water

_AT—

Cragg Bros. & Co., Ltd.
Barrington & George Sts., Halifax

J. H.C. MURDOCH

QUEEN DRUG STORE

DISPENSING CHEMIST

Manufacturer of

Famous Hemlock Preparations
Ezy Tablets

Ships medical supplies, toilet articles,
photo supplies.

TELEPHONE SACK. 763
138 Hollis Street - -  HALIFAX, N.S

BIRKS
MANUFACTURERS OF
CLASS PINS AND RINGS.
We solicit your business

HENRY BIRKS & SONS
LIMITED
DIAMOND MERCHANTS, HALIFAX

DAVID ROCHE

HALIFAX, NOVA SCOTIA

PLATE GLASS AND MIRRORS

For Bath Rooms, Halls and Stair Windows
ART GLASS, WALL PAPERS, PAINTS

236-238 Argyle Street.

- Factory, Starr St.

The Brookfield
Construction Co., Ltd.

CONTRACTORS

and
BUILDERS

Office: 169 Hollis St., Halifax, N. S.

For Your Benefit

WHEN you need Furniture, Car-
pets, Rugs or anything for the
Home, you should see the great assort-
ment and values we are offering in every
department before you make any purchases.
It will be money in your pocket if you do.

Nova Scoia Furnishing Co.,
LIMITED
HALIFAX NOVA SCOTIA




A STUDENT’S
RESTAURANT

OR delightful lunches, tempt-

ing sundaes, cool refreshing
drinks, confections or full course
meals, The Green Lantern is su-
preme, and its atmosphere of distinc-
tion makes it an ideal meeting
place for students.

THE GREEN LANTERN

Your Home

Will be more healthful, more attract-
ive more convenient, and more com-
fortable, when you install white en-
amelled sanitary fixtures in your
Bathroom, Kitchen and Laundry.

We Invite You to Visit
OUR SHOWROOMS

Wm. Stairs, Son & Morrow, Limited
EASTERN CANADA'S SUPPLY HOUSE

Established 1810 Halifax

OOo0oOOO00o000oO00000a

Geo. J. Lynch

FIRE INSURANCE ONLY

GENERAL AGENT FOR
Sun Fire Office of London, Eng-

The oldest Insurance Company in the world.

IABILITY FIRE OFFICE OF
Enl/.lgll\‘l%v{)!ilr.{sliNlbfAND Asscts over Thirty Mill-

jon Dollars. Over $1,150,000 deposited at Ottawa.

FIRE INSURANCE COMPANY OF

Gli:’l;{gllzsl?LFRANCE. Founded 1819. Surplus to

Policy-holders  $4,600,000. Came through the
great war stronger than ever.

it Record of Fair Dealing. Prompt
An Office glet‘:.lgments, and Satisfied Clients.

St. Paul Building, HALIFAX, N. S.
"Phones Sackville 263 and 3233

0

Arthur & Conn
Limited
ELECTRICAL
CONTRACTORS

Electric Wiring.
Supplies and Repairs
of all kinds.

See us First.

len o |

Corner Argyle and Buckingham Sts.
Phone Sac. 512.

A. & W. MacKinlay

LIMITED

Booksellers, Stationers,
Bookbinders, Paper Rulers,
Embossers,

Card Plate Printers.

137 GRANVILLE STREET

JH.EMMETT Ltd.
WHOLESALE & RETAIL
PORK PACKERS

CHOICE HAM, BACON, SAUS-
AGE, PORK AT ALL TIMES.

EGGS, BUTTER, CHEESE

PHONES—Lorne 1173 & 1408: Retail, 88 Gottingen St.
Harbor 140: Retail, 45 Portland St., Dart’h

Imperial Publishing Co

LIMITED

HIGH CLASS PRINTING

612-618 BARRINGTON ST.
HALIFAX

Teachers’ and Pupils’
School Clothes

Cleanliness is one of the things teachers im-
press upon their pupils—clothes cleanliness
is taught both by example and precept

FRENCH DRY CLEANING

doubles the wearing life of skirts, suits and
dresses. You’'ll not have to buy new clothes
nearly so often if you send your togs to US
once 1n a while.

UNGAR’S
SACKVILLE 428
LAUNDERING CLEANING DYEING

Canada’s Great Surface Saver

For mure than three generations B-H “English
aint has been saving the surface of homes, fac-
;Ol’les. bridges, barns, etc., throughout Canada. It
as been generally accepted and proved by experi-

P

ence to be Canada’s Surface Saver.

B-H ‘‘English” 709, Brandram’s Genuine BB
Paint

Pure White Lead
309, Pure White Zinc
1009, Pure Paint

fo

for Canada’s vigorous climate.

This superior paint will go farther and last longer

than other paints.
For Sale at the Better Stores Everywhere.

BRAN DRAM- H ENDERSON
LIMITED

MONTREAL, HALIFAX, ST. JOHN, TORONTO, WINNIPEG

MEDICINE HAT, CALGARY, EDMONTON, VANCOUVER,

The reasons for its superiority lies in the above
rmula that appears on every can. Its base is the
‘zY,%ﬂd famous Brandram’s Genuine BB White Lead
%) and Pure White Zinc (30%). Mixed with
ure Linsced Oil, this base makes the finest paint

Guildford & Sons
Limited
Dealers in
MACHINERY

ENGINEERING SUPPLIES
Heat INSULATING MATERIAL

Manufacturers of
AsBestos PipE COVERING
AsBestos AND OTHER STEAM
AND Hyprauric PisTon
PAackinGgs AND
Patent Ice CrEaM
PAckers.

Factory, June Street.
Office and Ware Room 649 Barrington St.

HALIFAX, N. S.

JENSEN & MILLS CO.,

LIMITED

We specialize in the making and

supplying of
STUDENTS’ UNIFORMS

at moderate prices.

26 Spring Garden Road.

A. T. O’Leary & Co.
COLLIERY AGENTS

Famous Bras d’Or Coal for steam plants
and household use.

D. L. and W. Scranton Anthracite.

Plant Wharf
HALIFAX, N. S.




Hodgson Sumner
& Co., Limited

LE (R |

/4 laoleml;’ Dry Goods

IS8, )

ST. PAUL STREET, MONTREAL

Specialize in all lines for
Community purposes.

Samples cheerfully submitted

FOOTWEAR

We have all the new cre-
ations in Footwear— Grey,
Fawn, Blonde, Rosewood
and Bronze.

Also new White Kids now
await the Girl Graduate
in two and three Strap
Slippers, Cuban or High
heels; correct for college
or scheol closing.

WALLACE BROS.
427 BARRINGTON STREET

Note o:r new location, Redden Blgd., Cor.
Sackville and Barrington.

Telephone Connection L-1402

W. G. FOLEY

Contractor,
Mason and
Plasterer.

INDIEIA!

RepairR Work
Attended to Promptly

Flowers by Wire
or by Mail

By vur membership in the Florists Telegraph |

Delivery Association we are able to transfer
by telegram or mail to reliable florists in any

city or_town in Canada, United States or |

Great Britain, orders for flowers for feast

days, altar decorations, or any occasions. |
This is of interest to persons wishing to re-

member friends on anniversaries, illness or
bereavement.

THE ROSERY

‘The Fraser Floral Co., Ltd. C. Fraser, Manager

Drink Only the Best

GINGER ALE

And other Carbonated Beverages

MANUFACTURED BY

W. H. DONOVAN
45 GRANVILLE STREET

PHONE Sackville 599

TEA and COFFEE

There is a notable increase in the sale of tea in five pound cartons and a

corresponding decline in sale

of package teas.

The quality of the tea is the same but the cartons are cheaper. It is

economy to write us for prices.

We also_specialize in coffee— Astor, Maxwell House, Arbuckles, Bar-

rington Hall, Chase & Sanborn,
Either in bean or ground.

G. Washington, Club, Mocha and Java.

WENTZELLS

HALIFAX, NOVA SCOTIA

THE CHEAPEST PLACE IN HALIFAX
TO BUY

Furniture of Quality

We are now opening our Xmas lines of
Doll Cabs, Baby Sleighs, Rocking Horses.

Boys and Girls Sleds, Etc.

See our Showing before purchasing.

W" T I I‘R ANCIS
. « L' URNISHING 0.
158-162 ARGYLE STREET
Between Duke and Buckingham Sts.

The Oxford Furniture Co., Limited

Manufacturers of Furniture and Builders’ Materials.

Our Specialties are

Furniture and Equipment for, Public Buildings, Churches,
Academies, Schools, Lodges,

Drug, Jewelry, and General Stores

OXFORD, - .

. - Nowva Scotia

Shatford & Burke

LIMITED

Wholesale Grocers

PLANT WHARF
HALIFAX

Howards Limited

Wholesale Grocery
AND

Supply House

For Stores, Institutions, Con-
tractors, Ships, Etc.

The Leading and Largest House
in Nova Scotia

THE WHITE WAREHOUSE
Corner Bell and Barrington Streets

Howard W. Wentzell

“The Old Original”’
MANAGER.

39 vears at the Helm.




Come to us with your

HEATING
PROBLEM

We employ a fully
Qualified Engineer
who will be only too
glad to prepare plans
and specifications and

straighten out your
difficulties.

This service costs you
nothing.

Farquhar Bros. Ld.

Barrington at Blowers St.

Will & Baumer Candle
Co., Limited

INCORPORATED.
The Pioneer Church
Candle Manufacturers
MONTREAL, CANADA

Candles of all Grades, Sizes and
Colors

TEAS COFFEES Cocoa
SPICES JELLIES
EXTRACTS
Our 35 year experience is a guarantee
for you.

Samples sent on demand.

J. A. SIMARD & CO.
5-7 St. Paul Street East, Montreal
Montreal and New York
TEL. MAIN 0103

“The Best Drug Store”’

KINLEY’S

BARRINGTON STREET

Toilet Preparations
Kodaks, Camera Supplies
Drugs, Prescriptions

STUDENTS !

You will get the best values at our
store in

Loose Leaf Books and Refills, Bound
Note Books, Drawing Paper, Foun-
tain Pens, Pencils, etc.

FRANK M. O’'NEILL

for your vacation—or yearly trip
don’t put
HALIFAX AND
THE HALIFAX HOTEL

_ out of your arrangements.
Comfortable Climate and Wholehearted Hospitality

E. L. MACDONALD, Manager

“——

(S]hocolates AND CO., LTD.
oda Water 152 GRANVILLE ST. - HaLIFAX
In Making your Spring
and Summer Plans Charles A. Barnstead

Chemist and Bruggist

EVERYTHING IN
DRUGS

122 Granville St., HALIFAX, N. S.
PHONE, Sackville 34

HALIFAX, N. S.

Sheet Metal Work and Roofing

We Manufacture in Copper or “Armco”’ Galvanized Iron

Cornices, Skylights,
Ventilators, Windows,

SLATE, METAL AND GRAVEL ROOFING
JAMES DONOHUE, LIMITED

Tanks, Gutters,
Conductors.

32 Bedford Row

—
r—

EAT
SCRIVEN’S

BREAD

Your inspection invited

“Top Notch”&‘“Whole Wheat”’

MADE in the SUNLIT BAKERY

W. A. Maling & Co.

Wholesale Dealers in
BEEF, MUTTON, LAMB,
PORK, VEAL & POULTRY

Cor. Duke and Argyle Sts.

Phone 1.1639. HALIFAX Nova ScoTtiA
FRIENDS OF ALL HOME Delicious !
Moirs Chocolate
BUILDERS Blosoms
GaS and Enticing bites of shapely milk choco-

Electric Service

NOVA SCOTIA TRAMWAYS &

late—just the size, just the taste to
please the palate. Bestofitis they may
be bought in any quantity from 5C. up:
Ask for Moirs Chocolate Blossoms an

look for the name Moirs on each piece.

MOIRS, LTD.
POWER COMPANY HALIFAX
| -
— I
. G. M. Smith & Co.
ELITE STUDIO LIMITED
DRY GOODS STORE
18 SPRING GARDEN ROAD
HALIFAX BARRINGTON STREET
X When you require anything l;ll'lt Iég?de};-
(5auntn & @?ﬂti?l ::l;l‘?s,ﬁ::enct;o:sd swgealsv't;‘;stoke‘ép a Largstz
PHOTOGRAPHERS and Varied Stock of the newest and mo

PHONE SACKVILLE 692

—

Fashionable Wearables.

GRADUATION SUPPLIES A
SPECIALTY

s ——




HOLIDAY MONEY

The extent of your holiday will be
governed by the amount of money you
have saved toward it.

Small sums saved regularly through-
out the year will enable you to realize
your dreams, whether of pleasure or
more serious things.

@he Ropal Bank of Carvada

JOHNSON’S
“BOBBER” SHOP

MAJESTIC BLOCK

UP-TO-DATE BOBS
—FOR—

UP-TO-DATE GIRLS

Prompt Service

COLOMBO--CALCUTTA

The Ceylon and India Teas
that give such a bouquet to
Rakwana Golden Orange Pekoe
are bought direct in the primary
markets at Colombo in Ceylon
and Calcutta in India. To in-
sure proper tea-blending, an ex-
pert tea taster gives his entire
time to Rakwana. And to
guarantee protection to the fresh
full flavor, Rakwana is wrapped
In metal packages.

RAKWANA

GOLDEN ORANGE
PEKOE TEA

First for Thirst.

J.& M.Murphy

LIMITED

WHOLESALE
DRY GOODS

HALIFAX,
CANADA
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