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Tue New BuiLpine.

@o Our Belofed Mistress General

It would be folly, dear Sister de Chantal,
to attempt to put into a few words our
feelings towards you, or to express ourselves
in high sounding phrases to you who know
so well our talents and our deficiencies; the
bad that is in us as well as the good. It
is enough that your high aims are ours, that
the ideals that you have held before us with
patience and with hope, have taken deep
hold upon our hearts. In testimony, then,
of our good will and our affection, the Editors
of the Fovia of "28 dedicate to you this book.
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“Pull many a note trills forth from parts unseen,
And startles all the quiet convent air™.

ARK! Did you hear that shriek? 'Tis naught; merely someone practising

for the Fortnightly recital. Listen! There is a droning, accompanied by a
moaning; there is a squeaking that resembles a faint creaking. Fear not, my

dear. We are passing through the domain of the musicians; and they are getting ready
for the Fortnightly recital. But tell me! What is that far off hallooing that dies away
in a distant wail? It comes from the northwest corner of the house and fills my bones
with fear. Be of good cheer, my friend. That is a mere elocutionist. They're all

like that, you know. Have you never heard

“The man that hath no music in himself
Nor is not moved with concord of sweet sounds
Is fit for treasons, stratagems and spoils. . . . . .

Lest there should be “treasons, stratagems, and spoils™ at M. 8. V. all possible care is
taken to develop our musical talents. Hence the Saturday Night Recitals which are as
religiously fostered as the old-fashioned Saturday Night bath. We offer a sample for

your inspection:

PROGRAMME.

Overture ORCHESTRA.
Greeting - - -+ Constance WaLsH.
Songs Mary Romans.
Reading - . . . MarvHacst.
Piano Duet {PAULINE MELANSON.

ANNIE MANTIN,
Song . . . . . . . . . Joey GiLLESPIE.
Spanish Dance . . . . . . . Jean MONTAGUE.
Songs . . . . . . . . . Hiwoa Durney.
A Bit of Humour - . . . . . . DoroTHY MORSON.
Piano Solo MarGuUErITE MCNEIL.

Now let us sing, *God Save the King!"
And let us go to bed.
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THE COMMERCIAL GIRLS’ PICNIC,

HE horses, cows, and chickens at the farm stared in astonishment one bright September
afternoon, when band after band of Mount girls arrived in full array for a picnic

At th‘e sight of jazz sweaters, cameras, and steamer rugs, the sheep fled in dismay, and th(’:
laggmng groups took possession of the field beyond the farmhouse, The Co’mmercial
Girls were the hostesses of the occasion. Weary from games and sports, we sat down
toa delicious “bean supper™, to which beans formed only an introducti,on It was a
special feat to hold a hot plate and seat oneself Turk fashion on the ground . Songs and
laughter echoed over the hills until at last in the evening ‘'shades we started f:or the iouse
A few long skirts arrived home torn. Who the afflicted owners were, we shall not sa .
A half hour’s study had to suffice for an hour, and then closed the ﬁrst, of the Red Letty.
days of the year. .

THE FRESHMAN INITIATION.

THEY stood in the corridor and shivered. Suddenly the door of the classroom was
ﬂung open and like sheep they filed in. Miss Romans, Class President, in her
u_sual. buspesslike way, called the club to order. She announced that ere the ﬁrst’; regular
meeting, it was necessary to test out the new material by a series of exercises latgll;ed
especially for the Standard A girl of M. S. V. The first to be “exercised” WEI‘
ers‘twhile‘ f:ollatura soprano, Miss Margaret McManus and the celebrated contia?t?)r
Miss Winifred Barkhouse. After being introduced to the audience they were speedil :
dressed by the gentle hands of Mlle. Mancini, Modiste, in raincoat a;md rubbers atfd .
to the immense satisfaction of all, the soulful little lyric “It Ain’t Gonna Rain N’o M Sal}'g
—sheltered all the while beneath an umbrella which had been fetched for the sion
frgrn behind the presses. The baby of the class, Miss Norma Buckley was ?C Caséog
Wlth a realistic picture of a half drowned person and told to explain to tze aud . eserl'i y
it happened. Norma expounded the subject in a quiet, scholarly manner Iizr'lcevow
Greene, crowned with a dunce cap, was required to recite the A B C’s backv;z d lis’ g
every second letter. After this, as Vera still smiled, she was passed b :;1 ,liolplc)lm%
censors as quite capable of doing “A™ work.  Alice and Astrid were obliyed : d « ';’
their case, but it is not sure to this day whether it has to do with Geornetg :h e‘;crl y
Carmella Qoutbreau, who had just returned from Europe, thrilled us all wit;xy o o e:rt%
her experiences there. Agnes Garnier in dust cap and apron gave a demi)r:l:tcc?m Of
nl\fdlzrql sweepli‘ng. rr}ethod;. hElla Williams gave a talk on “Mislaid Text:books'fa l%zd?e
cNeil, our Latinist, who has “Amo™ by heart i its i
equivalent in Webster's dictionary and toydelivel,' Y?:ciz?: lro(:ld izo IOToll: :-J P Enlg)h.s };-
pause when Sadie’s verbal demonstration came to an end, and for .a ﬁawet:e s moment
the .cl‘ass officers sat in deliberate (we can call it nothing else) silence Then tgzse mom: e
decision was arrived at, and the new girls were admitted to the‘ Freshman Crgz?zrf] ;lflis
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BEN HUR.

LITTLE buzz of excitement filled the refectory on October twenty-fifth, for rumour
had it that there was a possibility of our being permitted to go into the city to
witness the popular production of “Ben Hur”. Rumour proved right for once, and on
October twenty-sixth at half past one everyone was in the marble hall, waiting for cars
and buses. The performance fulfilled all expectations, and the great Hebrew drama
remains fixed in our memories as one of the best things we have ever seen on the screen.

MISSION SUNDAY.
(Taken from The Gazette, October 29, 1927).

SUNDAY, October 23, which had been appointed by His Holiness Pius XI as ““Mission

~ Sunday”, was chosen by the pupils of Mount St. Vincent as the occasion most
fitting for the first “‘drive” of the year for the benefit of the Foreign Missions. As members
of the Catholic Students’ Mission Crusade the pupils have for the past three years exerted
themselves with great energy and enthusiasm in behalf of the zealous work of the propo-
gation of the Faith. The various Christian Doctrine classes of the Academy have by
turns, put forward some enterprise for the purpose of gathering funds for the Missions.
Last year's entertainments were noteworthy not only for their originality and for the
enthusiasm with which they were carried out, but for the generous response which they
evoked from school girls to whom pocket money is as a rule none too plentiful.  Altogether,
Mount St. Vincent provided more than $750 for the spread of the Faith during the school
months from September to April. These facts are taken from the report presented at the
Catholic Students’ Mission Crusade Convention held at St. Mary’s College, last June.
One part of the Catholic training given to Mount pupils is the care for the mite box of
the Society of the Propagation of the Faith, of which every Catholic student is a member.
The mite boxes are distributed to the classes and to any individuals who apply for them,
and every pupil makes a weekly offering of at least five cents. The girls realize that the
obligation of giving alms is a real obligation to the true Christian, and that no surer way
can be found of drawing down the blessing of God than by contributing towards that
great work which Christ our Lord had so dear at heart, the bringing of the heathen nations
into the true fold of His Church.

On Sunday afternoon, October 23, the pupils and Sisters were addressed in the
Chapel by the Rev. J. B. O'Reilly, C. J. M. on “The Work of the Society of the Propaga-
tion of the Faith.”” In the evening a programme was presented by the Freshman Christian
Doctrine Class for the benefit of the Society. The entertainment was religious in tone
and presented the work of the Propagation of the Faith from two aspects: that of the
past in the conversion of Canada, and that of the present, in the work which is being
done to-day in the Far East. The programme, which was excellently carried out, was
as follows:
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PART 1
The Society of the Propagation of the Faith - - . .
Three Little Maids from Japan
Reading: The Canadian Martyrs - - - - .
Violin Solo: Legend (Bohm) - - - - -
TABLEAU.

Blessed Isaac Jogues before Anne of Austri
Piano Solo: Sea Winds (Adams)  » oo a O s

TABLEAU.
The Death of Blessed Jean de Brebeuf.

PART II

School in Topsyturveydom - - - Brancre Grius, H. Meranson, M. Jones.
- Mary MoNTAGUE

Violin Solo: Kobaltanz (Wieniaski) - . . . .

IN THE FIELD AFAR.
(A Japanese playlet).

Setting: the garden of a Japanese orphanage.
Time: the Present.

DRAMATIS PERSONAE.
Lili, a Japanese school child .
Ling Yo, her mother . -
Kamlen, another child .
Ah Lo, Japanese servant - .
Sister Marion, an American nun
Mother Angela . - .
Ah Fa, a pagan . . .
Naka Fa, his wife - . .

Children of the Orphanage .

. BrancHE GirLis.
. ANNE MAaNCINI.
- KATHLEEN LeAry.
. - VERA GReene.
- JeaN MonTacus.
- - Mary Ecan.
. - Mary House.
- KATHLEEN DoRraN,
{ F. De Worre, J. WaLLACE, P. Jonzs,

M. Jones, H. MELANSON, M. Sypney,

L Y T )
LS S N S S N Y
N Ay . A} N 0y Ay .
L S L Y T T Y

TABLEAUX CHARACTERS.

Bl. Jean de Brebeuf - . . . . . - MARGARET McManus.

Indians - . . . . . . - C. GoutHreau, A, Buckrey,
M. Tos, S. M

Bl. Isaac Jogues . . . - . . . . . A (S=NB""
Anne of Austria . . . . . . . - N éucmTH'
Cardinal Mazarin - . . . - - - . - M Hu“.
Attendant Bishop - - . - - - - - A éuc:mn.

¢ . LEY.
Courtiers . . . . - M. Cameron, M. Tosin, A, GARNIER.

E. Hamnton, K. Burcess.

Tl?e following day at four o'clock, the Freshman Class gave a tea and dance in the
gymnasium. Japanese girls presided over the tea pot and the ice cream tables, while the
Indians in full regalia offered “‘Frankfurts™ in opposition. The entertainme ’t d sal
realized fifty dollars, which was soon disposed of to the Missions. o and s

JeaN Monrtacsuk.
JEAN MonTaGuE, ANNIE Mancint, KaTaryN BURrGEss.

- - Mary Ecan.
- - Mary MONTAGUE.

MarGueriTE McNEIL.
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HALLOWE'EN.

HE Freshmen were the hostesses of the first formal “Party™ of the year. All the
school clubs were invited in a charming little note to attend a supper and dance
on the night of Hallowe'en. At half past five the guests assembled in the school refectory
where a delicious supper was served. The party began with a snap when bon-bons
were cracked and paper caps donned by all, from the oldest to the youngest. During
supper the Misses Romans, Montague and Mancini entertained with songs and violin
selections. The accompanist was Miss Marguerite McNeil. During the second course
Miss Egan announced a contest. A poetical genius of the Freshman group had produced
verses in praise (?) of some of the guests, and all were asked to exercise their guessing
powers. The prize, donated by Mary Montague, was won by Joey Gillespie. Immedi-
ately after supper all repaired to the gymnasium where an interesting programme of
novelty dances had been prepared. The black and orange of the Halowe'en decorations
vied with the bright frocks and the paper caps of the guests. Intermission came, and
with it, candy. Then a strange thing happened. All lights went out except the candles
on the piano, and from one of the gymn alcoves emerged three witches bearing the tradition-
al caldron. With horrible incantations and fiendish cackling they unearthed various
school skeletons. Annie Mancini, curious as ever and bold to know the worst, begged
the witches to give us a glimpse into the future. The victims of the prophecies were
obliged to stand forth, and then and there had their future revealed. But even witches
like to dance, and they soon hastened away. The lights appeared and the party went on
until the school song brought the festivities to a close. The highest praise is due to the
Freshmen for their good spirit and splendid management in conducting the affair.

THE Forty Hours Devotion opened on October thirtieth and closed on the feast of

All Saints. During this time occurred the solemn celebration of the feast of Christ
the King. Reverend Father O'Reilly, taking as subject “the length, the breadth, and the
depth of the Charity of Christ,” gave us brief talks on the three nights of the Triduum
preceding the feast. The solemnity of the occasion was made more impressive to the
new girls by the procession of novices with lighted tapers, who like the “‘wise virgins™
of the Scripture, accompanied the Bridegroom in His progress around the beautiful Mount
Chapel.
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PIANO RECITAL BY MADAME NORAH DE KRESZ.

ON .the gvening of November 10th a number of the music pupils attended a recital
™ given in Halifax by Madame Norah Drewett de Kresz, the famous English pianist.
ose who were unable to attend regretted the fact exceedingly. What was our delight
then, when Madame de Kresz accepted an invitation to the Mount. Her recital delighted
us beyond expression. The first numbers on her programme were a group of three pieces
by Bach, Saint:Saens and Chopin. Then followed The Wanderer by Schubert, which
tc;ok. ﬁfteen mmuftas. The programme ended with a dainty contrast of compositions
g similar t‘h’e’me, The Murmuring Brook™ by Cyril Scott and Debussey’s ““Les Jardins
ous la Pluie”. At our request, Madame de Kresz played Grainger’s *‘Country Gardens™
' All her numbers were played with great ease and elegance. Her runs were likt;
strings of pearls; the delicate poetry of her phrasing, her refined and masterful rhythm
wasa joy to those especially who are following with intense interest the courses in Counter-
point and Harmony given here by our own capable instructors. Her technique was
perfgct. Madame de Kresz played Chopin from very love of that composer, with a
musical pnderstanding that gave pleasure to the most indifferent of her heare;s Her
personality captivated us all, and we shall not soon forget her.—PAULINE MBLANséN.

THE COLLEGE ENTERTAINS.

ON Noven}ber 19th the College Girls put on a sale and gave an entertainment to the
Academics. The sale began at three o'clock and took place in the gymnasium
Everyone Pought and enjoyed to her capacity,—frankfurts, candy, ice cream, cake anci
tea. During the sale there was dancing, the music being furnished by the Colle ; orch:zstra
The evening’s concert offered the following programme: A .

.Piano Duet: Slavische Tanze - . - - - - Duvorak.
MARGUERITE McNEwL, Lucitie THERIAULT. ’

Ch . . . p . .
oris <+ - < (Adapted).

Tue COLLEGIANS.
Songs: A Birthday . . . . . . . :
Whoo? . . . . . . . . ] Wood.
Hipa Durney. ’ Wells.
Oxne Act Pray: “An Economical Boomerang™.

Piano Solo: Country Gardens - - . - . .
MaRry SHANNON.

One Act Pray: “Getting A Photograph Taken™.

Grainger.

Songs: The Enchanted Glade - . P , . , . B
The False Prophet . . . . ) ) arker.

ConstaNCE McGRATH.

Prindle Scott.

Piano: Dance of Olaf - . 3 .
’ ’ ‘ - Pick Margi
Ch MaRrGUERITE McNEIL. k Margiogalle.
or P p . | ) ’ : )
- ’ - (Adapted).

COLLEGIANS.

[ 2%

-~
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Colina Clancey and Evelyn Camptell made a charming bride and groom, while the
Newlyweds, Cassie Ferguson and Alice Dowd created a good laugh in The Economical
Boomerang. Hilda Durney was very good as the doctor, and Pearl Sutherland was a
genuine “‘howling success” as the old Irish servant. Cassie Ferguson's recent illness
has not interferred, we are glad to say, with her powers of comic acting.

FEAST OF SAINT CECELIA.

ON the twenty-second of November the musicians of the Academy gave a special
programme in honor of their patroness. The evening’s entertainment consisted
of a series of interpretations of famous compositions. Thus after Pauline Melanson’s
excellent rendering of the Polonaise by Grace White, Annie Mantin played Chopin’s
Nocturne, Op. 37, No. 1 which was interpreted by Mary Hache. The haunting theme
of the piece is said to express the feelings of a young girl who feels a call to the religious
life and is struggling against it. Grace finally conquers and after the solemn chant of
the monks which occurs in the middle of the piece, the theme turns softly back and the
Voice of the Beloved triumphs. Kathleen Pery read Mother Augustine’s beautiful
poem ““The Sea™ as an interpretation of the “Romance™ of Sibelius, which was played
by Beatrice Rubenovitch. A one act play “The Minuet” was followed by a tableau
of St. Cecelia and the Hymn to Saint Cecelia closed the programme.

AN INTERESTING VISITOR.

N December 12th we had an unexpected and very enjoyable visit from Reverend

A. H. Lopez, a native priest from India. Father Lopez came to this country for

the Eucharistic Congress and spent some months in touring the United States and Canada
speaking everywhere the message of good will from his people, for whom he begged our
prayers. His country has 2 population of three hundred million, of whom only nine
in every hundred are Catholics. He contrasted the appreciation of the spiritual world
which characterizes the people of the Fast with the mad pursuit of material things which
marks our Western civilization. Father Lopez's time with us was limited, as he was
embarking on the Baltic that evening for Europe, whence he intended to proceed to the

Holy Land before returning to his beloved India.

THE FEAST OF SAINT THERESE OF THE CHILD JESUS.

THE Sunday evening following the feast of “The Little Flower™ we assembled in the
music hall where we followed the charming life of the little Saint through the medium
of lantern slides accompanied by selected readings from her ** Autobiography™.  The effect
of the evening’s entertainment was an increased veneration for this beautiful little model
of youth and new devotion to her whose childlike sweetness and strong womanliness has
made her the favorite of the whole world.
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THE CHRISTMAS PLAY.

THE Christr'nas play this year was the retelling of the old and ever new story of birth

. f the Divine Child. Benson’s Nativity Play was very effectively staged and
refil}stlcally Presented. The portrayal of the Blessed Mother by Miss Norma Buckley
elicited special commendation. Among the youthful players were several whose appear-
ance marke.d their debut in theatricals, but the perfect freedom and ease with which they
played their roles showed genuine talent. The musical accompaniment of the beautiful

;;Tg::s’.and especially the singing of the angelic band was exquisite. The cast was as

Zachary, an old shepherd - - . . - . - Mary Ecan
Erza, another shepherd . . . . - ErLLa Wu.u/ms.
Ben Erza, a boy . . . . - . . . AcaTtHA Furtz.
' Jean MonTacue.
Travelling Merchants . . . . . . . Mary House

o & Acnes DaLras.
oy eeper . . - - . - - . . Mary Hachue.
e Inn Keeper's Boy . . . . . . - Kartaermne Owen.

gi:ie?os\:gsm ‘ : . . . . . . NorMma Buckrey.
rofiess . . . . . . - ANNA McLEean.
, a little boy - . . . . . . - Jean Warrace.
Martha, a little girl - . - . . . . MarcarRer CuMMINGS.
Angels - . . - Mary K. McDoucatt, Mary Romans, Mary FoLey,
AsTrID BuckLey, MARGARET McDonALp, MaRrIAN EmBReE, Jory GiLLEsPIE,

THE ANNUAL RETREAT.

*“‘Some men a forward motion make,
But I by backward steps would move;
And when this dust falls to the urn,
In that state I came, I return.”
(H. Vaucnan).

IN the days from February second to February fifth, we turned back in spirit over the

pages of our short lives, and with the help of Reverend Father McMahon, J. S., who
conducted the Retreat, we were led to reflect on our ultimate end. Not in vai’n. L,Inder
the inspired influence of our director, and enlightened by the grace of the Holy Spirit
we made many good resolutions to correct our erring course. Time alone will show.
who were first and most generous in making them, and who will hold them to the last.

e
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SAINT VALENTINE'S DAY.

Indespite of cold and snow

Let your hearts with love be aglow
On love's patron feast day dear,
Valentine's—it's almost here:

Ere the day shall quite be sped,

You by us are invited,

One and all to celebrate

Until the bell sounds half past eight!
THIS novel 'LOVE-YOU invitation came at the hands of an old fashioned dancing

couple to each of the Clubs just a few days before the Feast of Hearts. Promptly
at half past five on St. Valentine's Day the guests of the Kilmer Club arrived in the refectory
where amidst dainty decorations in keeping with the feast, a delicious supper was spread.
A five-piece orchestra furnished very good music and the repast was further enlivened
by a guessing contest in which Nora Fitz Randolph won first prize. The Busy B’s in white
uniform and wearing hearts of various sizes, flitted hither and thither, charming and gay
hostesses. With dance programmes filled, we proceeded to the Music Hall which was
beautifully decorated in white and red, with the posts fitted out as the gayest of gay
young flappers. In the midst of the dancing, the lights were extinguished, the stage
curtain was slowly raised, and out of an immense heart in the middle of the stage, we saw
the laughing faces of our hostesses who sang “Love’s Old Sweet Seng”. Other novelties
followed. Marie Ackermann sang ““The Second Minuet” while Irene McQuillan and
Hilda Murphy, attired in colonial costume, danced the figures of that quaint old dance.
A series of tableaux followed, which we were asked to guess:
1. Queen Elizabeth and Sir Walter Raleigh,
Joan TempLe and ELINOR MOORE.

2. James Fitz James and Roderick Dhu,

Constance ArLisoN and ANNA McLean.

3. Swift and Stella,

MARGARET LAUDER and ANNIE MANTIN.
4. Priscilla and John Alden,
Marie AckeRMANN and Mary Harris.
Jean Montague won the prize for guessing the correct titles for the tableaux. Dancing
was resumed afterwards, and when the hour of departure came the guests separated,
declaring that the Kilmer Club’s entertainment was “the best ever”.

INTERESTING LECTURE.

N Sunday evening, February 12th, we enjoyed an excellent lecture which was given

by Mr. Justice Wallace. The subject chosen was one of interest to all, Confedera-

tion in Canada. Judge Wallace emphasized particularly the life and work of D’Arcy
McGee. The speaker sketched the romantic career of the noble Irishman, putting before
us the ideals which stirred him first to give up his position and later his very life for the
cause of Canadian Confederation. The reading of an original poem on Confederation
was much appreciated, and the lecture left us with a greater appreciation of those “who

builded better than they knew™.
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THE MID-YEAR PLAY.

FEBRUARY 20th saw Collegians and Academics assembled in Saint Cecelia’s Hall

for the great event of the year,—Mother General’s Concert.
prepared by Miss Anna Cameron and delivered by Miss Mary Shannon, both of the
College, our common sentiments towards Reverend Mother were gracefully expressed.
The programme, practiced up to the point of perfection, was excellent in its every detail.
The orchestra, the singing, and especially the superb acting of the biblical drama, “The
Wanderer™ showed splendid talent as well as careful training. Everybody was pleased

In the address

with everybody else, and Reverend Mother General was pleased with us all.

PROGRAMME.
Hungarian Dance - - - - . .
) ORCHESTRA.
Address and presentation of flowers.
Miss MARy SHANNON, College '30.

Miss MaRIE ACKERMANN, Academy °29.

Song: Crossing the Bar - . . . .
Miss Marian Emsree.

THE WANDERER.
A Biblical Drama.

ACT 1.
The Home of Jesse: Hebron.
Violin: Serenade - . . . . .

Miss HeLen Stoxes.
Songs: Homage to Spring - . . . .
A Birthday - . . - . .

Miss Hitpa Durney.

ACT 1I.
Scene 1: The Garden of Tisha: Jerusalem.
Song: Indian Dawn - . . . . .
Miss Mary RoMmans.
ACT 1I.

Scene 2: The House of Nadina: Jerusalem.

Piano Duo: Feu Roulant - - - - .
Miss MarGueriTE McNEIL.

Miss PAULINE MELANSON.
Songs: The Song of the Soul - . - -
Little Old Garden - - . . .

Miss ELinor DEWoLrE.

ACT I11.
The Home of Jesse: Hebron.
Rondo . . . . . . . .
ORCHESTRA.

Gop Save tHe King.

.

-

.

- Brahms.

. Willeby.

- Valdez.

MacFadyen.
Woodman.

- Zamenick.

Duverney.

- Breil.
. Hewitt,

Mendelssohn.
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DRAMATIS PERSONAE.

. - Mary House.

Jether, son of Jesse . . . . . .
Gail, elder brother to Jether . . . . . PeAaRL SUTHERLAND.
. . . . - Mary Ecan.

Jesse r . . - . .
Hulda, mother of Jether - . - - - . - - Mary HacHE.
Naomi, cousin to Jether - . . . . - ConstaNce WALSH.

Shealah, a shepherd - . . . . - . - Acnes DatLLas.
Rissah, a shepherdess . . . . . . . AcatHA Furrz.
Tola, tempter of Jether - . - - - - . Era WirLiams.
Tisha, a Jerusalem dancing girl - . . . . . Jean MONTAGUE.
Nadina, mother of Tisha - . . . - . . - Mary Ecan.
Sadyk, a jeweller - . . . . . . - DoroTtHY MORsON.
Barshippa, a servant to Tisha - . . . . - KatneriNE OweN.
Phares, a sea captain . . . . . . Nora FirzRAanpOLPH.
Hagaii, a merchant from Hebron - - - - - MARY SHANNON.
Merbel : ! ANNA McLEaN.
Put false friends to Jether . . . Mary K. MacDougaLL.
Madai HaArrier Myegs.
Ahab, servant to Put . . . . . . . ErLeaNOR MOORE.
A Hebrew Prophet . - . . . . . - Hiepa Durney.
Reapers and Dancing girls . . . Hitpa Durney, ELinor DEWoLre,

Mary Romans, ConsTance McGRrATH,
Marian EmBree, Joey GILLEsPIE,

PauLiNe MELANSON, ANNIE MANCINT,
BeaTrice RusenovitcH, IReNe McQuiLLaN.

The story of “The Wanderer™ is the story, ever old, ever new, of the Prodigal Son.
The plot, simple but profound finds a sympathetic cord in every human heart. '];‘he
setting among the vineyards of Hebron, was particu!arly effective, and the costuming
and lighting were exquisite. Mary House as the Prodigal won tfhe hearts of th{: audience
The situation was rendered even more affecting by the splendid characterization 9f .the
Prodigal’s mother as acted by Mary Hache. Jean Montague played her usual brlll{ant
r6le, and Mary Egan took a double part very successfully as the Father of th_e Rrodlgal
and the mother of the Jerusalem adventuress. Ella Williams made a subtle villain, and
Pearl Sutherland played remarkably well the part of the hard-hearted Elder Brother.

The musical score furnished by Marguerite McNeil, Helen Stokes, and Mary
Montague was excellently well done. The singing throughout the drama was beautiful.
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MOTHER GENERAL'S FEAST DAY.

A DAY of days! It dawned at last, bright, clear, with just enough crisp snow and

just enough clean ice to make it a joy to tobogganers, snowshoers, skaters and skiiers.
Immediately after breakfast, (a very late Conge breakfast)! everybody made for outdoors.
The sports were perfect until hunger drove us in just in time to dress for dinner. Every-
bedy appeared in white uniform and did justice to the genuine banquet provided in Mother
General’s name for her oh, so hungry! children. The school orchestra provided a special
program for the cccasion, and everything was merry.  Toasts were called for and responded
to with nothing stronger than tea. The College girls nobly took the lead; Colina Clancey
proposed Mother General; Alice Ward, the Dean of the College; Cassie Ferguson, The
Mistress General; Mary Romans, our Academic spokesman toasted the College girls,
and Marguerite Mackey, one of the College Graduates made reply and proposed the
Academy Girls. Then Hilda Durney proposed the Graduates, and the long list came to
an end when Beatrice Rubenovitch in the name of everybody toasted the Mistress of
Discipline. The most important function of the day over, all scattered, some to the
hills and rink again, and some to nooks and corners of the house.  After tea, an impromptu
concert was organized by the Graduates in honor of the Mistress of Discipline. A touching
address was read by Mary House and a surprising bouquet, gathered from the remnants
of “The Wanderer” of the day before, was tendered to our beloved Mistress. The
Graduates’ orchestra furnished noise enough for the occasion, with Mary Romans as
director. With the aid of a few of the brilliant C’s the program was made very lively.
The entertaining committee issued tickets for refreshments which were liberally served
during intermission. Thus we owe to Reverend Mother General, and to her kindness
and liberality, one of the happiest days of the year.

A MUSICAL TREAT.

ON February 25th a splendid musical program was provided for us through the kindness
of Doctor and Mrs. Beckwith, and the courtesy of several of the Alumnae and their
friends. All the numbers received hearty applause, but perhaps the strongest appeal
to the audience was made by the orchestral numbers and the songs of Dr. Beckwith and
Mrs. Chester MacDonald. The violin selos of Miss Teddy Saunders and Miss Jean
Fraser were well received, as was the cello solo of Miss Margaret Wainwright. The
piano solos of Mrs. Gordon Page, who gave a splendid interpretation of Schubert’s Ballet
Music, proved that she has not lost the brilliant technique and power of expression which
made her recital several years ago at the Mount such a triumph. We wish to thank Dr.
and Mrs. Beckwith and our kind entertainers for the pleasure their concert afforded us.

INTERESTING LECTURE.

UR missionary spirit gained impetus when, on February 29th, we enjoyed
an illustrated lecture on the African Missions, given by Father Roy, a member of
the Congregation of the “White Fathers”. In full flowing white habit and red Fez
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Cap, the missionary presented an interesting figure. We were interested to know the_xt
the missionaries assume this dress in order not to prejudice the Arabs, and to keep in
harmony with the spirit of the desert. By means of a series of wellffzhosen §lides, we
were transported in imagination to the desert and the jungle. The pictures 1llgstrated
the customs of the people and the habits of the animals, as well as the splendid work
done in “the dark continent” by the priests and Sisters who devote their lives to_the
conversion of the savage tribes. There are now organized communities of native religlogs
both men and women. The transformation wrought in these poor negroes by Catholic
training is well worth the sacrifices which the missionaries make for their conversion.
Can we not do something to further the good work?

VIOLIN RECITAL.

N Thursday, evening, March 8th, a group of the Mount musicians, chaperoned by
Mr. and Mrs. A. J. Holloway, attended a recital given by the world renowned
violinist, Kathleen Parlow, under the auspices of the Ladies’ Musical Club of Halifax.
The programme was thoroughly enjoyed, and the excitement of a night tFip to town and
the consequent late lunch served upon their return home, made the occasion a memorable

one in the diaries of the musicians.

SAINT PATRICK'S DAY.

WEEK before “‘the wearin’ of the green”, Mrs. Denis O megan. preéenFed ‘her
compliments to each of the Clubs of the school with the following invitation:
*Tis Leap Year, me darlin’s and ’tis plain to be seen
My son Pat is just longin® for March seventeen;
For he knows the young colleens, all troopin’ around,
Will be askin® his hand, for life to be bound.
So, to save you the trouble, and give you delight
I'm askin’ each one on Saint Patrick’s night
To come to a party with proposal all writ:
“Tis meself that will judge who for Patrick is fit.
Bz it prose or in verse, you must sign it all true;
*Tis the price of admission to my Patrick’s debut™.
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For a week pens were scratching and ideas hatching, with the result that the eventful
evening found a gay group of colleens dropping ardent proposals into the card tray that
stood on the table at Mrs. O’Finnigan'’s side as she welcomed her guests in the hall. With
her was her handsome young son, whose beaming smile set all hearts aflutter. The large
room was gay with green and white streamers, and each guest as she entered received a
green ribbon bandeau with shamrock decoration which she donned immediately. There
under the glow of dainty drop lights all took their places at the tables and tombola began,
while the orchestra struck up ““The Wearin® of the Green”. Two Tombolas were played,
with an elimination dance between. The winners of the Tombolas were Carmella
Gouthreau and Eleanor Walsh. The elimination prizes were awarded to Astrid Buckley
and Ruth Adams. During intermission Dorothy Morson in costume gave a comic reading
entitled “Me Photograph™. Miss Beatrice Rubenovitch sang a dainty Irish lyric, “Denis™
While refreshments were served an excellent cabaret entertainment was given. The
first course, a “‘candle” fruit salad, was accompanied by a novelty song, ““When ’tis candle
time in Ireland”. All lights were extinguished, and twelve of the hostesses, holding
lighted green candles in candlesticks came forward and deposited them on the tables
where the guests were seated. The solo was sung by Pauline Melanson, and the candle
bearers joined in the chorus. This was followed by a clever adaptation of Alfred Noyes’
poem, “The Barrel Organ”, with pantomine for each of the Irish Airs introduced. The
reader was Mary Haché; the singer, Beatrice Rubenovitch. The pantomine characters
were as follows:

Come Back to Erin - . - . . - - MARGARET MacDoNALD.
The Wearin® of the Green - . Berry Kerry and Mary K. MacDoucALL.
The Kerry Dance - . . KaTtHeriNe OweN and BERNADETTE LANNIGAN.
Believe me if all those endearing young charms AcNes DarLas and Noreen Heavy.
Kathleen Mavourneen . . . . . . . Recina CoMEAU.
Saint Patrick - . . . . . . . . MAary McSweeN.

The orchestra was excellent. Each member wore a tight black coat with tuxedo
shirt front, high collar, and appropriate green tie. The members were: Pauline Melanson,
Helen Stokes, Rosemary Finn, Mildred Morson, Mary Haché, Edna Carroll, Violet
Haché.

The climax of the evening came when the twelve best proposals were read without
names to Mrs. O’Finnigan and her son Pat, and were voted on by the guests. The
winner of “Pat™ was Ella Williams, who was presented with a very pretty gift by her
future mother-inlaw. Consolation prizes of green novelty handkerchiefs were awarded
to Agnes Garnier and Annie Mancini, who came second and third in the contest. These
were intended, as the hostess explained, to dry the young ladies’ tears. To cheer them,
dancing was immediately begun.

The part of Mrs. O'Finnigan was very charmingly played by Norah FitzRardolph,
and that of her handsome young son, by Mary K. MacDougall.

<l

THE MAY DAY FESTIVAL.

MAY Day was anticipated this year by the Seton Club, who gave a supper and dance
on Saturday evening, April 28th. The celebration of the May was the underlying
idea of the whole entertainment, in which ingenuity, talent and artistic taste blended to
produce a charming effect. Dainty favors, place cards, and dance programmes were all
in keeping with the coming of Spring. The color scheme both in the hall and dining-
room was mauve and pink, and the decorations were very attractive. Promptly at five
thirty the hostesses received their guests in the dining hall, and while the delicious supper
was served, provided entertainment with songs and orchestral music. After supper
all repaired to the hall, where the event of the evening was to take place; for we had been
invited to choose a queen. The votes of the guests brought the honor to Norma Buckley,
who in the midst of the May dance was crowned under the May-pole and was presented
with a basket of flowers. Novelty dances followed, and a comic pantomine was staged,
which literally was a howling success. The cast was as follows:

The young lady - . . . . . . . AcaTtHA Furtz.
The young man - . . . . . - . HARRIETT MYERS.
The girl's mother - . . . . . . . MARrY BUREL.

The baby sister - . . . . . . . Jane THORUP.

The housemaid - . . . . . . . Mary Forey.

The Prima Donna . . . . . . . Frances GREGOIRE.

The advent of the Prima donna and her pantomine solo, accompanied by the young
gentleman on the violin brought down the house. Madame Francesca de Gregoria
surpassed herself and the effect was uproarious.

Mary Deveau’s beautiful voice was much enjoyed in two songs, and Ferna Moore
received a hearty encore for her charming little solo. Frances DeWolfe flitted about the
stage like a real butterfly in a dainty interpretative dance. The “lucky dance™ brought
prizes to Eleanor Moore and Marjorie O'Brien. A special gift of gratitude was presented
by the Seton Club to Pauline Melanson, who had placed herself at their service as pianist.
Refreshments were served later and the party broke up with high praises for the “D’s™.
The members of the Seton Club are:

Mary Deveau, Mary Burel, Agatha Fultz, Norma Edens, Mary Foley, Harriett
Myers, Claire Garten, Jane Thorup, Frances Gregoire. They were assisted by the
following Juniors: Margaret Cummings, Ferna Moore, Frances DeWolfe.
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GRADUATING RECITAL.
OF
Hiipa C. Durney.
Mezzo Soprano.
Assisted by Miss MarGUEriTE McNEIL (pianist).
Saturday, May 5, 1928.

Prelude (Cycle of Life) - . . - . . . . . - Ronald.
My Heart Ever Faithful . . . . - - . - . Bach.
Serenade . . - - - - - - - - Gounod.

Violin Obligato, Miss MARY MONTAGUE.
Violin Trio: Ballata . - . - - . . .

Miss M. Monrtacue, Miss R. Finn, Miss H. Stokes.

Vissi D’Arte (Tosca) . - . . . . . .
Swiss Echo Song - . . . - . . . .

Elsa’s Dream (Lohengrin) - . . . . . .
With Orchestral Accompaniment.

Hark! Hark! the Lark . . . . . . - .

Twilight . . . . - . . . . .
Violin Obligato, Miss MArRY MONTAGUE.

A Birthday - . . . . . . . . .

Piano Solo: La Truite, Schubert . . . . . B’

Humoreske - . . . . . . . . .
Miss MARGUERITE McNEIL.

Homage to Spring - - . . . . . . p
Ave Maria - - . . - . . .

Violin Obligato, Miss HeLen Stokes.

Gop Save tHE King.

.

-

-

.

-

Guido Papini.

- Puccini.
- Eckert.
- Wagner.

- Schubert.
. Glen.

Woodman.

\

S. Heller.
- M. Levine.

\

Mac Fadyen.
Gounod-Bach.

il
i
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AN’ AFTERNOON WITH SCHUBERT.
Saturday, May 12, 1928.
3.30 o'clock.

Marche Militaire.
ORCHESTRA.

Reading on Schubert.
Miss Mary HacHE.

Moment Musical (Interpretative Dance).
Misses MARIE ACKERMAN AND Erra WILLIAMS.

Song; Who is Sylvia?
Miss MarioN EMBREE.

Impromptu in E. flat.
Miss ANNIE MANTIN.

Violin Duet: Serenade.
Misses Heren Stokes aND Rose Mary Finw.

Sonata in B.  (First Movement).
Miss PAULINE MELANSON.

Scherzo in B. flat  (Interpretative Dance).
Misses Mary Haene, Constance WaLsH, AGNEs DALLas.

Piano Duet: Valse Caprice.
Misses Luciiie THEriauLT AND CarMELLA GOUTHREAU.

Violin Solo: Ave Maria.
Miss HELEN STOKES.

The Erl King.
Miss MARY SHANNON.

Songs: My Peace Art Thou
Hark, hark the lark!
Miss HiLba Durney.
The Trout.
Miss MAarRGARET McNEIL.

GOD SAVE THE KING.
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MOTION PICTURES.

AT intervals during the year, we have had some pleasant surprises on the screen.
The first was “Little Annie Rooney”, in which Mary Pickford, in the part of
“Annie”, brought forth many a laugh and many a sob from the spectators.

On our dear Mistress General’s feast-day, owing to Sister’s absence, we were unable
to entertain her as usual. She, however, entertained us, sending us Sir James Barrie’s
charming fantasie, *“A Kiss For Cinderella™.

Our next venture into the land of romance was made under the auspices of Dickens,
when we saw dramatized the fascinating story of ““The Tale of Two Cities”. With
Sir James Martin Harvey in the réle of Darney and Carton, it is easy to understand the
pleasure and profit we derived from the picture.

Once again we were entertained by the screen, this time by Zane Grey's famous
American character play, ““The Vanishing American”. With its sympathetic appeal in
behalf of the “Red Man", the story lost none of its power by being transferred to the
screen. Richard Dix played a noble part as the representative ‘‘Vanishing American™.

A SUNDAY MORNING IDYLL.

I wander listless in my search,
My eyes are weary now;

They close despite me as I wipe
My hand across my brow.

The haunting spectre of my fear
Presses on my aching head;

I stagger onward once again

And seem to hear the thing I dread.

I pause,—I falter in my way,

As, like the first glad light of day,

A thought comes winging—

And I start flinging

Boots, coats, and hats, that seem astray.

For it must, surely, save me,

That thought must save the day:
It must, I trust,—it surely must—
That thought shall save the day!

Afar I hear it ringing,
The Prime bell, sure enough!
And with a cry I drag it forth,—
That one, elusive Sunday cuff.
CoONSTANCE ALLISON
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JUDGE WALLACE.

«Y THINK that if I were to select one of the actiive Rromoters

I of the cause of Confederation and, by narrating ‘lnS career,
incidentally deal with the conditions then preva}hng in Canada
and the events which led up to the Union, the subject might prlc;;;e
interesting. 1 would therefore select D’Arc.y McGee, almcl1 ‘while
making him the central figure, deal with various factors lea ulllg to
the consummation of Confederation. It would be virtually a
lecture on McGee, but a fair portion of it would be devoFecl 1':0 th;
progress of Canada since Confederation. 1 would entitle it,

ation Builder™ .
Confgiel;an a letter of January twenty-third from Judge Wallace.
His lecture of February twelfth proved one of th:a most dehghtful
ever heard in the Mount auditorium; the speakers. egtraordmarllly
full knowledge of his subject, his gift for sympathetic interpretation
of character, his genial manner, his very appearance, all hfalped to
bring forth an ideal of patriotism which cannot fail of influence
on the young students who listened. There was every hope that
the course in Canadian History which the Judge, eager to p!ace
the harvest of his rich experience at the service of Catholic education,
had offered to give, would be arranged for next year; buF the Great
Mind that directs the universe, ruled otherwise, and in presence
of that Supreme Wisdom human minds can only murmur brokenly,
“Thy will be done™. ‘
Judge Wallace's predilection for McGee, who was very evidently
his favorite hero, points to some bond of attraction betvsreen them.
They were really kindred spirits: both men of wide horgons, both
literary, lovable and beloved, unselfishly devoted to their country,
but with this difference that McGee was challenging where the
Judge was conciliating. Of his humor, his urbanity, his charity,
the public press has left nothing unsaid; there remains but the last
thought of him that was the last thought of his lecture, the theme
of McGee's touching threnody for a dead friend, with its soul-
piercing refrain, :
*“Miserere mostri .
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Sophomore Graduates

i
s

MiLprep Hamirton.
WeymouTh, N. S.

HIS spirited little maid came to the Mount

three years ago to join the “B™ class, and has
made steady progress up to graduation with Sopho-
more credits. Besides being a keen student,
Mildred is an ardent lover of sports, and is specially
fond of basket-ball and skating. We hear that she
intends to begin a nursing career in the West
next year. Whatever her future, we wish her
success and hope that she will always have the
brilliant record she has made for herself at M. S. V.

ANNIE RiTcHiE.

Liverroor, N. S.

N uproarious hurry? That's Annie coming.

Would you hear lively talk, all about nothing
in particular and everything in general? Hire
Annie.

Though hilarious and loquacious, and everything
else that makes for dissipation and popularity, Annie
is an earnest student, and by steady application
has maintained a good place in the ranks of the
Sophomore Class since September. As an AT
Annie was a general favorite, and though now a
College girl, she is often found among the Academics,
especially in the capacity of cheer leader at Basket-
ball. As her college work is half done, there is
reason to hope that Annie will be among the
B.A.’s of 1930.
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Academic Graduates

Mary Romans.
Bear River, N. S.

AS President of her class for the past four years,

Mary has proved her capabilities and has
moreover, won the love and respect of the whole
school. She seems to like responsibility, and is
known as a thoroughly reliable girl. Her keen
intelligence, good, sound sense, her spirit of fun,
and most of all her constant thoughtfulness of
others, have made her one of the most popular
girls in the school. ‘“"Romeo’s™ beautiful singing
voice will be sadly missed from our recitals, if
she does not return next year to continue her vocal
studies.

KatHLEEN DORAN.
Winpsor, N. S.

“TZ ADDY™, as Prefect of the Sodality of Children
of Mary, hclds the most responsible position
in the school, and holds it well. Quiet, unpre-
tentious, but full of fun and fond of a joke, Kaddy
has made many friends. Besides being an excellent
Prefect, she is also an able captain of the “Red™
basket-ball team, which she led to the winning
of the Athletic Shield last year. Her “‘leisure
hours™ are spent in the sewing room, but leisure
is scarcely to be found in that locality.
Kathleen is one of the Commercial Graduates
of 1927 and now graduates in Secretarial Science.
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ANNIE M ANCINI.

Nortu Sypney, N. S.

JUST three years ago, a shy, dark-eyed lass came

to M. S. V., and quickly won renown, both
because of her steadiness in class and her jolliness
outof it. ~Annie has been for three years a member
9f the famous Nightingale Quartet, which holds
its practices mostly for its own benefit, and unlike
little children, is heard more often than it is seen.
With Annie’s alto gone, the quartet will surely
come to an end; so the other members are praying
for Annie’s return next year. Perhaps she will
return for good. Who knows?

Mary House.

AGUATHUNA, NFLD.

FOUR years ago, Mary arrived at the Mount,

a tall, very shy girl, with a profusion of
blushes. She has conquered the shyness but has
not laid aside her blushes, which, after all, are
very becoming. In four years Mary has made a
brilliant record, and has taken an active part in
dramatics. She makes a very charming hero, and
has won a name for herself on the Mount stage.
We all hope that Mary will return to the college
next year, either to work for her B. A. or to continue
her dramatic studies.
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Epna Hawmirton.

WeymouTtH, N. S.

DNA came to the Mount for her “B™ three
years ago, and has made a brilliant record ever
since. Unfortunately, her Freshman course was
interrupted by illness last year, and she has had
to wait until 1928 for her “A™. It is all a gain
however, to the class of 28, to all of whom Edna
has endeared herself by her unselfish disposition.
In Maths she is a star, and we all feel that she will
make a success of whatever work she later under-
takes. If you would see Edna's record, look at
the Honor Roll.

MARGARET CAMERON.
Grace Bay, N. S.

UIET and demure, Margaret is an energetic
member of the Freshman Class. Her sympa-
thetic heart is leading her thoughts to the nursing
profession, and all her energies are directed towards
fitting herself for her future work. Our good
wishes go with her to Saint Joseph's Hospital,
Glace Bay, where she hopes to enter in September.
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MAarYy MONTAGUE.
Havrrax, N. S.

AWEE girl of six, Mary came to theMount, and

has been here ever since. Although she is
still a small person, her brain and her fingers have
won her the place of first violinist in the orchestra.
She is much in demand at musical entertainments,
and at dances. It is rumoured that Mary will
return next year to join the Collegians. Her past
career promises a successful future.

JeaN MONTAGUE.
Havirax, N. S.

WITH her sister Mary, Jean came to the Mount

asa tiny Junior, and first distinguished herself
by playing a diminutive harp. Long since, how-
ever, she has laid her harp aside in favor of other
pursuits. She possesses not only remarkable
dramatic talent, but is a singer and pianist as well.
For the past two years, she has appeared in success-
ful rdles on the academic stage, where her graceful
dancing has frequently supplemented her dramatic
ability. Seldom have so many talents been
displayed in one small person. We feel sure that
Jean will find good use for them all
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KATHRYN BURGESs.
Granp Faris, N. B.

AY" is one of the famous trio of friends

known as The Harris, Tobin and Burgess
Society. As such she has certain responsibilities
to meet and a reputation to maintain. She has
other responsibilities, however; notably, the
secretaryship of Our Lady’s Sodality, and that of
the Alphakaibeta Club. Kathryn has been in the
school for some years, as her career started in the
Junior Division. During all this time, she has
developed her musical talent and is now one of our
foremost musicians. We hope that now her
Academy career is over, she will specialize in music.

MARGARET TOBIN.
Harirax, N. S.

ARGARET came to the Mount three years

ago, with long, black curls; but with the
passing of time, has entered into new ways, and
now is recognized by her thick, curly “bob™. As
she is a diligent person, she spends most of her
free time assisting Kaddy in the sewing room, or
waiting around the corridors for the other members
of “the trio”. She plays a strong defense on the
Black Basket-ball team, and is one of the few
archers of the school. What her aim is no one
can guess, but we hope she will hit the mark
later on.
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Commercial Graduates

Rira LeBraxc.
Moncron, N. B.

* EET™ is the personification of neatnessand

efficiency, and is of the sunniest and funniest
disposition ever. She is an all round sport, a
graceful figure on the ice, an ardent tennis player,
an indispensable basket-ball centre, and one of our
best dancers. In her first year Rita has made a
host of friends, and we hope to see her return next
September for secretarial science.

MAariON EMBREE.
Awmuerst, N. S.

ARION was one of the brilliant B's of 1927,

but abandoned classical studies in favor of
a commercial course. Since September her record
has shown that she employs not only brains but
industry in the pursuit of business efficiency. She
is a keen humourist and an able athlete, and holds
in her hands the key to success in a business career.
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MARGARET MEAGHER.
Hatirax, N. S.

ARGARET has been frequently arrested for

speeding,—on the typewriter, of course.
Although she did not enter the class until a short
while before Thanksgiving holidays, she had
already made a good foundation in commercial
work at St. Patrick’s High School, and easily took
her place in the class. Margaret has *a way about
her” and has always a smile ready. May she
always be as agreeable as she has shown herself
in the Commercial Room at M. 8. V.

ErLeanor WALSH.

Pucwass, N. S.

STUDENT of one year is Eleanor, and as a

student she will be best characterized.
Quietness and gentleness are her chief qualities.
Upon her first arrival at the Mount Eleanor suffered
from an attack of home-sickness, but recovered very
soon, and is now one of the happiest girls in the
school. So great has been her success that she
looks forward to returning next year for Secretarial
Science. A glance at the Honor Roll will show
that Eleanor carries not a few honors for the year.
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RutH Apawms.

LunexBurc, N. S.

UNENBURG might well be proud of this fair
daughter. Ruth, besides being a good
student, has a charming manner, which is a great
asset in the business world. She is also an ac-
complished musician and an eager worker in the
studio, where she spends two afternoons each
week. She is fond of dancing and of outdoor
sports, and makes a splendid centre on the Com-
mercial Basket-ball team. Although Ruth’s ambi-
tion is to be a nurse, we hope to see her at the
Mount again next year.

Marion Bourgeots.
River Hesrrr, N. S.

ARION is known as an ardent student and

a lover of English literature. She has shown

her ability in writing and in clear, logical reasoning

in class debates, and bids fair to prove a law expert

should the class of "28 continue its study of that

interesting subject. Mount life has agreed so well

with Marion that she hopes to return next year.

Already she has taken class honors several times,

and merited the approval of both teachers and class-
mates.

-
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Mary RiLEy.

CuarLoTTETOWN, P. E. 1.

HIS dark-eyed lass from P. E. I. opened her

career at the Mount three years ago in the
“C™ class. She entered the Commercial class in
the middle of last year, and is now completing
her course. Apart from regular studies, Mary
has many talents, not the least bzing her gift for
the pencil and brush. Her exercise books give
evidence of her love of drawing. Mary is a
tobogganist of note, and in spite of bumps and
bruises declares there is nothing like a good slide.
Her sunny disposition and sense of fun as well as
her generous heart, have won for her many friends.

1

MiLprep Jov.

Port Au Port, NFLD.

ILDRED is noted chiefly for her good nature

and love of sport. In her first year she has
accomplished a good deal of work besides having
a lot of fun. She had her earlier education at
Mt. St. Joseph, North Sydney, and so boarding-
school life was no new experience to her when
she arrived at the Mount in September. Its ups
and downs she bears with equal fortitude, and
finds life most jolly. Armed with certificates, she
goes forth to her business career. All success be
yours, Mildred!
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HOUSEHOLD SCIENCE

DIGNITY and character are combined with usefulness in the laboratory for the

scientific study of the principles of Cooking and Dietetics, illustrated on the opposite
page. Eight large windows facing south and west, ensure an airy, sunny atmosphere,
so much to be desired where the important work of food preparation is conducted. Here
are taught the principles of scientific Cookery and of practical Dietetics to the students
pursuing the four year course in Household Science, which leads to a degree of B.H.Sc.,
as well as those following the two year program, for which a certificate qualifies its holder
either as a teacher of Domestic Science in the elementary schools; or, after a six months
hospital training as pupil dietician, as a hospital dietician.

The laboratory is equipped with the most modern gas and electric ranges, the most
approved laboratory work tables, where each student is provided with drawers and
lockers for her individual equipment. Here are taught those principles which, with
the facilities it is possible to offer our students, are later supplemented by practice work
involving the application of those principles to large quantity cookery; by field trips and
observation periods in departments outside our own institution; and, finally, in the senior
year, an opportunity to practice household management in a thoroughly equipped practice
house which is to be provided.

Garment construction includes plain and fancy stitches, hand and machine sewing,
cutting, fitting, draping, making of children’s clothing. Millinery is also a branch of this
department. A practical demonstration of the usefulness of this course was given in
October when the girls of the sewing class made the white uniforms and caps for the
girls of the cooking class. An exhaustive study of Textiles and courses in Nutritional
Physiology, Bacteriology, Organic Chemistry, Child Care, Sociology as applied to the
home, all form a part of the course which leads to the degree of Bachelor of Household

Science.

NIGHT CLOUDS.

Into the opal colored sea

A silver speck dips its wings;
A rippling veil of white it flings
As it glides on noiselessly.

The moon throws out a golden light
That shakes across the water blue;
The speck takes on an orange hue
And sails into the depths of night.

The sky is but a broader sea,

And across the deep blue of a rift

Go sailing tiny cloud boats swift

Afloat upon infinity. Hicpa Mureny.
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THE PRINCE OF PHANTASY.

By MARIE ACKERMANN.

*“Fairies and gnomes stole out
Into the leaf-green light™.
(Martha).

ALTER de la Mare, one of the foremost English poets of to-day, belongs
apparently to no special school or group of writers. His field is Fairyland and
his realm is Phantasy. Silence, shadows, ghosts, whispers, dreams, starry candles, moths,
crickets, mice, dew, ivory, peacocks, gold, make up the woof and web of his theme. Yet
not only in “such stuff as dreams are made of” does this magician deal; his human studies
are whimsical and rare and have all the haunting quality of his shadows and fancies. Miss
Loo, Old Susan, and Poor Miss Seven, are creations with personalities of their own.
Walter de la Mare’s lyrics and even his Shakespearian character sketches are touched with
glamour.
“Glamour™ is the word that fits best the atmosphere of his poetry. His poems
a combination of berry picking and moon gleams, of precious jewels and jam tarts, of
half heard whispers and trumpets of elf-land. Take for example one of his best known
pieces, “Silver”. A painter could not reproduce more truly the light and shadow of
moonlight magic; every picture in the little poem is true to life, a familiar thing of every-
day life; but touched by the brush of the wizard, each takes on a new meaning, blossoms
into 2 new, strange atmosphere it never knew by day. It reminds one of the delicate
tracery of the frost done in silver on a black leaf. The repetition of the word Silver
does not, as one might think, become monotonous; instead, it enhances the liquid rhythm
of the poem. The details are as clear as the moonlight:

“A harvest mouse goes scampering by
With silver claws and a silver eye,
And moveless fish in the water gleam
By silver reeds in a silver stream™.

In his poem “The Listeners”, we are led into still another realm, the realm of shadows,
half spoken whispers,—silence:

*“But only a host of phantom listeners
Stood listening in the quiet of the moonlight,
Stood thronging the faint moonbeams on the dark stair™.

Again in “The Song of the Shadows™:

*“The old hound whimpers, couched in sleep,
The embers smoulder low;

Across the walls the shadows
Come, and go.

Ghosts linger in the darkening air,
Hearken in the open door,

Music hath called them, dreaming,
Home once more.
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But the nicest thing about Walter de la Mare’s ghosts and shadows is that they are
chummy ghosts, not the scary kind. They are wistful, drawn not in stark white and
greys, but in lavender, soft violet, ivory and olive, with a soft grey toning down of contour.
His imagination is often pensive. . . .

Pensive?. . . .Not always. Who could resist the secret told so confidingly in
*“The Cupboard™: ‘

I know a little cupboard
With a teeny, tiny key,
And there’s a jar of lollypops

For me, me, me".

Who wouldn’t long to know a teeny, tiny cupboard that held such delights? and
who wouldn’t love to have

*‘a small, fat grandmama
With a very slippery knee™™?

One of the most delightful poems in Peacock Pie is The Dunce. Doesn't it bring
you 'way 'way, back on the dusty road of Life, to when you were just a frightened little
child called “Dunce!”? Don’t you remember thinking

“Why does (the clock) keep ticking
Why does his round white face

Stare at me over the books and ink
And mock at my disgrace’?

Didn’t everything in the room find a tongue to call, “Dunce™!? Oh, Walter de la
Mare is still a child at heart. His gentle pen traces the lines of childhood’s woes, and
we smile—ruefully.

How close to the heart of childhood this man of fifty has kept even through years
of bookkeeping, is seen in his poems for children. Who could enter more fully into the
intimate feelings of tiny boys and girls, if not this friend of the fairies and gnomes? He
has a strong affinity for Mother Goose, and who knows whether

*“Cock-a-doodle-doo-oo!
My dame has lost her shoe—"

may find more favor with wee critics than Walter de la Mare’s modern version:

*Poor little Lucy

By some mischance
Lost her shoe

As she did dance”.

Quaint—that is the word for “The Memoirs of a Midget,” his most remarkable
prose work. It is more than quaint; it is charming, delightful, with the same touch
of wistfulness that characterizes his poetry. The persons are particularly well drawn.
Fanny Bowater, to whom the Midget had early given her heart, Fanny of the straight
black brows and the deep, dark eyes and the treacherous heart; Mr. Crimble, of the full
red lips; Polly, the red cheeked country lass, Mrs. Bowater of the deep, yet flat voice,—
all haunt you; for De la Mare, like Dickens, has the faculty of individual creation; each of
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his characters has his own peculiarity. Who but a master writer could characterize
a certain young man of fashion as, “the fair young man with the tired smile and the beautiful
shoes!”

Though a midget, Miss M. has the feelings and the heart of a normal woman; nay,
her feelings are more intense, for she hears things and sees things that a normal being would
never observe. The author seems to have humanized one of his fairies. She is not a
hunch-back creature with a crooked, misshapen form. No, the midget is a tiny, beautiful
thing, with a perfectly fashioned, delicate body, a fair complexion and long flaxen hair.
It is hard to realize that the descriptions of Miss M's wardrobe come from a man. But it
is harder to believe that a man could enter so thoroughly into the likes and dislikes, the
emotions and passions of a woman, even though a miniature one.

Miss M. dances through the book, through laughter and tears, doubts and perplexities,
through gay adventures and unpleasant incidents, a thoroughly lovable figure. She views
the world from her own littleness very much as the noblest of philosophers have viewed
it from the height of greatness, and in the end concludes that the world is smaller than
herself. Disappointed in all things earthly, she slips away, and the reader is left with a
sense of those other words of De la Mare:

“My worn reeds broken,
The dark tarn dry,

All words forgotten,
Thou, Lord, and I.

ON LADY DAY.

As I kneel before your statue,
Mother of the Son Divine,

I long to ask you if you foreknew
All the griefs that would be thine.

When you gave your humble answer,
“Behold the handmaid of the Lord”,

Did you know that through your own heart
There would pierce one day a sword?

But, Mother of the Word Incarnate,
As I look into your eyes,
The depths of mysteries within them
Hush the questions that arise.
AcNes GARNIER.

-
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THE FIGURE IN BLACK.

SHE came first, long ago, when we were very little girls. That figure in black with
the gentle smiling eyes and the sweet mouth, helped our baby feet along the rough
paths and followed us over the smooth. From the first she took a maternal interest in
us, and she watched each one of us, noting our little failings, never forgetting our good
points, and leading us on all the while by her unfailing tact and zeal, toward higher, better
things. She singled out from among us those who were inclined to be sulky and naughty
and made us the objects of her special interest and the sharers of her prayers. For a
while she merely watched us; then she told us very gently where each was most deficient.
After that warning we were expected to remember and to work on for ourselves. But
always she led and we followed; and when we failed she looked so sad and disappointed
that instantly we were all repentance.

Then there were gay times, when the gentle smile turned to a merry laugh. She
knew all sorts of wonderful games, that lady in black, and wonderful stories about every-
thing our childish minds could imagine. She directed us how to make the best snow man
and to draw the best hop-scotch; and always there was a prize in the big pocket of her
wide black habit for the winner.

Sometimes, of course, we were sick, and then her cool hands smoothed the tumbled
sheets and arranged the hot pillows and soothed our feverish little hands and heads with
those strong fingers which could be—oh so gentle!

There were times, all too frequent, if I remember rightly, when the mild eyes were
not so mild, and the sweet voice not so sweet. There were times when we were wayward
little sheep and needed a strong hand to guide our stubborn feet. But after the storm
there was always a great calm; then we were oh, so good, and the figure in black oh, so
dear.

For years I did not realize that she had not always been the figure in black; that to
be our friend, our confident and our guide, she had given all she had. Time once was,
I suspect, when with laughing eyes and lips, and bobbing curls she danced along in her
bright muslins, the very gayest of the gay,—the little sweet-heart of the world,—and
then the winscme little figure with the dancing feet was transformed over night into the
“figure in black™, and the gay muslins were laid away and the flying curls tucked under
her little black cap.

I realized all that only in later years when I looked back. For a long time I only
knew she was my friend and that she had always my welfare at heart. There were
storms, alas! when the gentle eyes were dark with anger, and sad, or disappointed. . .
Then, when I needed her most, she was gone; they had taken her away, and I missed
her guiding hand, and longed even for her frown.

It is a long time since she went away, but her influence is still with me; and when
I am restless and discontented, I see her watching eyes and remember her old smile; and
in that little corner of my heart where I store up happy things, I always find, in all my

varying moods, the Figure in Black.
CONSTANCE ALLISON.
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A SESSION IN COURT.

By Rita LEBranc AND MARry RiLey.

The scene is laid in the Mount Commercial Room.
TiMe—8.40 A. M. any day.
Cuaracters—The Judge.

The Attorney for Plaintiff.
The Attorney for Defendant.
The Bailiff.

The Clerk.

Twelve Jurors.

The interested parties.

When the Judge has taken the place of honor and the Jury are in their box, the
action begins. The first case is an action for Breach of Promise. The parties are:

Pramntirr—The Mistress General of Mount St. Vincent.
Derenpant—Miss Joey Gillespie.
Jupce: Are the interested parties present?

Response:

Yes, Your Honor.

Jupce: Is a jury wanted?
AtTtorNeys: Yes, Your Honor.
Jupce:  The clerk will please swear in the witnesses.

(The witnesses are sworn in).
The plaintiff will now state her case.

ATTORNEY FOR Praintirr: “Miss Gillespie was due to return to Mount Saint Vincent

in time for classes at 8.10 on January 10, 1928. She arrived on January
10th, at 5.30 and thereby missed a whole day of school. The Mistress
General sues Miss Gillespie for “breach of promise™.

ATTORNEY FOR Pramntirr:  Will the Mistress General please take the witness stand?

ATTORNEY:

PraiNnTIFE:

ATTORNEY:

ATTORNEY

PLAINTIFE:

ATTORNEY:

PLAINTIFF:

ATTORNEY:

PLAaINTIFF:

ATTORNEY:

PLAINTIFF:

ATTORNEY:

PLAINTIFE:

What is your name and occupation?

Sister, Mistress General of Mount Saint Vincent.

The defense may take the witness stand.
ror Derense: Do you know Miss Gillespie, Sister, the defendant in this
case?

Only too well.

Sister, is this Miss Gillespie’s first offense?

No, she is an old offender.

On what other occasions has Miss Gillespie given cause for complaint?
Every time she has gone home during the past four years.

How often does she go home?

Thanksgiving, Christmas and Easter.

Did she have sufficient excuses for being late?

For former excuses, all sorts of sicknesses except measles; but she had no
excuse for being late this time.
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Jupce: That will do; the defendant will please take the witness stand.

ATTORNEY
ATTORNEY
DEFENDENT

ror Derenxse:  Miss Gillespie, please take the witness stand.

ror DereEnse:  What is your name and occupation?

. Joanna Regina Gillespie of Moncton, New Brunswick, pupil of Commercial
Class, Mount Saint Vincent, specializing in singing.

ATTORNEY FOR DEFENCE: s it true that you have never returned on time after a holiday?

DEFENDANT
ATTORNEY:

DEFENDANT:

ATTORNEY:

DEFENDANT:

ATTORNEY :

DEFENDANT:

ATTORNEY:

DEFENDANT:

ATTORNEY:

DEFENDANT:

ATTORNEY:

DEFENDANT:

ATTORNEY:

DEFENDANT:

ATTORNEY:

DEFENDANT:

ATTORNEY:

DEFENDANT:

ATTORNEY:

DEFENDANT:

ATTORNEY:

DEFENDANT:

ATTORNEY:

DEFENDANT:

ATTORNEY:
ATTORNEY:
ATTORNEY
ATTORNEY

: Ahem—Yes.
Had you sufficient excuses for the previous times?
Ahem-—Yes, lots of them.
What were they?
[ generally became-—ahem—ill about two days before I had to return.
Are you inclined to be delicate?
Ahem-—occasionally, Your Honor, but er-a-ah—
But What?
Ahem-——1 have a delicate stomach.
Are you ever sick at the Mount?
Ahem-—well, T often go to the pharmacy.
Is it necessary?
Ahem-—well, not exactly, but I like the pink drinks the Infirmacian gives
me.
When you are sick at the Mount, who looks after you?
Ahem —the Infirmarian.
What was your excuse the last time you returned late?
I wanted to go to Eaton’s to see their bargain sale before I came back;
I was going to go Saturday morning but as I forgot to get up in time and they
close on Saturday afternoons, I had to wait until Monday.
Was that the only reason?
Ahem—no.
State your reason.
Well, er—I had made a record for myself by coming back late, and I did
not want to break it.
You knew you were breaking one of the few rules of the school did you not?
I thought only of my record.
Answer, yes or no.
Ahem-—yes, but—
No buts, that will do.
The plaintiff may take the witness stand.
ror PrainTirr:  We have no questions to ask.
FOrR Derense: That concludes our case.

Jubce: The attorneys for the plaintiff and defense will confine themselves to brief

closing remarks. Will five minutes be sufficient?

Tue AtTOoRNEYS: Yes, Your Honor.

(Each attorney sums up his case—the jury retires and returns at the end of
the five minutes).
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Jupce:

Jupce:
CLERK:
Jupce:

Gentlemen, we have heard the arguments for both sides. Miss Joanna Regina
Gillespie of Moncton, New Brunswick, and resident pupil of Mount Saint
Vincent Academy, has shown by her answers to our questions that her
record in question was one of crime, but the Jury has decided that the sentence
may be mitigated, as only the last offense is urged by the plaintiff. Miss
Gillespie is forbidden all access of the pharmacy and will abstain from pink
drinks for the term of thirty days.

Call the next case on the calendar, Mr. Clerk.

Francis vs. Gregoire.

Are the interested parties present?

ATtTorNEYs: Yes, Your Honor.

Jupce:

Is a Jury wanted?

ArTtTOoRNEYS: Yes, Your Honor.

Jupce:
Jupee:
Jupce:

Call the Jury Mr. Clerk.
Swear in the witnesses Mr. Clerk.
The plaintiff will state her case.

AttorNey FOR PrainTiFr: On February 9th Miss Francis was suffering from swollen

Jupce:

glands and borrowed iodine from Miss Gregoire, which she applied to the
glands. Next day Miss Francis’ neck began to peel, owing to the iodine
being too strong.

Will Miss Francis take the witness stand?

ATTORNEY: State your name in full.
Miss Francis: Hazel Francis.
A1ToRNEY: Is that your full name?

Miss Francis: No, but—er

ATTORNEY: Miss Francis, please tell the court your full name.

Miss Francis:  Dorothy Hazelton Rose Francis.

ATTORNEY: Where is your place of residence?

Miss Francis: 1 used to live in Sydney once—

AtTorNey: You did not answer my question. Where do you live now?
Miss Francis: In Sydney Mines.

ATrTorNey: How long have you been at Mount Saint Vincent?

Miss Francis:  Since September.

AtTtorNEY: When did you first come in contact with the defendant?
Miss Francis: I can’t say. I'm always coming in contact with her.
Attorney: Is the defendant a particular friend of yours?

Miss Francis:  Yes, sometimes.

AtTorNEy: In regard to the iodine, did you take the defendant at her word?
Miss Francis: I never know when to take her at her word.

Artrorney: Still you thought the iodine was all right?

Miss Francis: She didn't say it wasn’t.

AtTorNEY: Who told you to use iodine?

Miss Francis: My brother always uses it.

AttorNey: You did not answer my question.
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Miss Francis:  Nobody.

AttorNEY: Who told you your glands were swollen?

Miss Francis: Nobody Your Honor, 1 saw them myself in the mirror.
ATTOoRNEY: Are you in the habit of looking in the mirror?

Miss Francis: I only look at myself.

ATTORNEY: Are you sure it was the iodine that made your neck peel?
Miss Francis: Well, I didn’t use anything else.

ATrorNEY: Keep to the point, Miss Francis.

Miss Francis:  Yes, I am sure it was.

ATtrtorNey: Do you never use soap?

Miss Francis:  Yes—sometimes.

ATrorney: Did you wash your neck before you applied the iodine?

Miss Francis:  Yes.

ArrorNey: What kind of soap did you use?

Miss Francis:  Surprise.

Attorney: Do you always use Surprise Soap?

Miss Francis: No, but Momma wrote that she always does for washing.
Artorney: That is not the question, Miss Francis.

Miss Francis: No, sometimes I use Dutch Cleanser.

ATtorNey: That will do, Miss Francis.

Artorney FOR Derense: Will the defendant take the witness stand?
ArTorRNEY: What is your name in full?

Miss Grecoire: Francis Florence Gregoire—I was named after—
Arrorney: Never mind whom you were named after. Where is your place of residence?
Miss GreGoIre: Jubilee Road.

Arrorney: In China?

Miss Grecoire: No, Halifax.

Artorney: How long have you been attending Mount Saint Vincent?

Miss Grecorre: For quite a while but I am going to Mount A. next year.
Arrorney: Never mind where you are going next year: answer my question.
Miss Grecoire: Three years.

Artorney: How long have you known Miss Francis?

Miss Grecorre: I thought I saw her in Sydney Mines last summer.
ATTORNEY: Answer my question.

Miss Grecorre: Off and on for the past five months.

Artorney: On the night of February 9th did you lend Miss Francis your iodine?
Miss GReGOIRE: I guess so; I'm always lending things.

Atrorney: Oh, so you lend things, do you?

Miss GreGoire: No, sometimes they take them.

Artorney: Did Miss Francis take it or did you lend it?

Miss GReGOIRE: I'm not Scotch.

Arrorney: Still the law of school prohibits borrowing and lending?

Miss GREGOIRE: Yes.

Arrorney: Did you consider this iodine to be all right?
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Miss Grecorre: It ought to be; Mummy bought it at Wood Brothers.

AtrorNey: 1 did not ask you where you bought it. Did you know there was anything
the matter with it? i

Miss GreGolRE: Mummy always buys the best.

ATTORNEY: Yes, yes, we all know that, but keep to the point.

Miss Grecore:  No.

Attorney: Did you see Miss Francis after she put the iodine on?

Miss Grecorre:  Yes.

AtTorNey: Did you think she applied it too thickly.

Miss Grecomre:  No, the paint does not sink in sometimes unless we use three coats.

AtToRNEY: Who told you that?

Miss Grecorre: I take china painting.

AttorNey: Do you paint china with iodine?

Miss Grecoire: No, but we use turpentine to clean the brushes.

ATTOoRNEY: We are speaking of iodine, not turpentine, in this case.

Miss Grecomre: They are both the same to me.

AtTorNey: Did you use any of the iodine yourself?

Miss Grecoire: No, I only use vanishing and cold cream. Mummy thinks I might
spoil my complexion.

ATTORNEY: Then why did you have it?

Miss Grecorre: I had to put some extra things in to fill up my trunk.

ATtTORNEY: Is that the only reason?

Miss Grecoire: I'm tired of answering questions.

ATTORNEY: Answer my question, Miss Gregoire.

Miss GreGoire: I guess so.

ATTORNEY: Answer yes or no.

Miss Grecorre: I do not know.

ATTORNEY: Do you know you are living?

Miss Grecoire: 1 think so.

ATTORNEY: That will do Miss Gregoire.

ATTORNEY FOR Derense: That finishes our case.

Jupce: The attorneys for the defense and plaintiff will confine themselves to brief
closing remarks. Will twenty minutes be enough gentlemen?

ATTORNEYS: Yes, your Honor.

Jubce: Will the Jury retire and deliberate on the question?
(Silence in the court. The Jury retire and return at the end of ten minutes).

Jupce: Is the Jury ready to report?

JurymaN:  Yes, Your Honor: We find the defendant not guilty owing to both being
minors, and as minors are incompetant to contract, no contract was made.
Then too, the law of Mount Saint Vincent forbids borrowing or lending
without permission. We find Miss Francis’ neck started to peel on account
of frequent use of Surprise Soap which caused it to shrink, and advise her
to use Lux in future.

Jupce: 8o be it! The court is dismissed for the day.

CURTAIN.
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THE YOUNGER GENERATION.

By Nora Fitz RANDOLPH.

YOUNG Doctor Barker, controlling with an effort, the irritable word that rose to
his lips, forced himself to look across the breakfast table at his aunt, who had begun
to speak.

“John, dear, I don’t want to trouble you, but I was thinking that the pain around
my heart is getting very much worse, and my head and back ache so!” She gave a lonz,
tired sigh.

“My dear aunt,” he answered, ‘I have examined your heart five times in this last
month. I think you exaggerate your pains and aches. Forget them for a change.”

How she did get on his nerves, tiring him with her silly troubles, hindering him with
her crazy notions! Old age was a nuisance anyhow. Why, just last evening, he had
talked the situation over with a friend who saw things in a reasonable light. The words
came back to him now quite clearly:

“You are letting your whole life be ruined by an old woman. What right has she
to put a check on your ambition, your free will, even your happiness?”

He shuffled his feet and scowled as he poured the cream over his cereal. If only she
were not in his way! Then he could be free, could have a good time,—get ahead in
the world! That was the main thing. . .What was the older generation doing anyhow,
hanging on until the last gun was fired, and wrecking the happiness and fun of everybody
else?

He turned towards her again. There she was, acting like a fool; her little plaintive
mouth showing that she was hurt by his matter-of-fact attitude, her eyes looking helplessly
and reproachfully at him like a wounded animal’s. .

Had the weman no temper at all? ' Why must she always bear everything without
a word?—silently, reproachfully, as if she had some secret thoughts of him which she
dared not show. Now she was taking off her glasses and wiping the weak tears from
her pale blue eyes. Weak! spineless! that was her whole character, suffering things
without a word, gazing at him like a whipped dog!

Perhaps he had been a little stern. Perhaps he had said too much. His aunt had
a good deal of money, and he was her nearest living relative. What if there were cause
for this pain she was always having,—one that he could not discover?. . .then it would
be worth while to be sweet, to keep down his temper;—but it would be a great task;
her very hands, white and trembling as they were, filled him with loathing. . . .

Suddenly there came back to his mind the words which his classmate had spoken
lightly:

“Why not pop her off one of these fine days, old man?—with something painless,
you know? She isn't doing the world a whole lot of good,—nor you either, for that
matter. You're getting moody! The money will help you along in your studies, and
as for your having a good time—I can tell you for a fact, that money counts nowadays.
There is too much ahead of you to be held back by a stupid old lady. Didn’t Doctor
Greeves tell you only the other day that you would make the best surgeon of the whole
class?”
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At the time these words were spoken, he had taken them as a joke; but now in his
poisoned mind they assumed a very literal meaning. Why not? Did he not know a
few secrets about drugs? At this very moment he had in his pocket some capsules of
deadly poison, which he should have given in to the Pharmacy superintendent yesterday. .

With his mind still in these channels, he turned to his aunt and spoke gently :

“Aunt, I'm sorry. Please forgive my temper. I was very rude, I know.”

Before she could reply, he hurried on:—

“I have been thinking that I should change your tonic, for a long time. Here, take
this pill before lunch and see how you will feel when I come home™.

He could not look into those sad, tearful eyes; he felt a terrible wave of weakness
sweep over him. . .

Oh, well, he must brace up! After all, it was for his good, his success. Where
was his ambition? Surely his nerve would not fail him when he needed it —most of
all.  Murmuring something about being late for the first class, he strode blindly to the
door, down the front steps and into the street.

Two hours later, he was working feverishly in the laboratory, in a vain attempt to
forget the house which would be within a few hours hushed and darkened. The awful
guilt of his crime struck him with its full force. John Barker, promising young doctor,
well trusted, and well liked—he could almost see the headlines. . . .

The thought of his guilt was now fixed in his reeling brain and caused him to clutch
the table for support. Nothing mattered now except to prevent this death. A great
pity for his innocent victim swept over him. If he could only warn her. . . . .

Without a word to the laboratory instructor, John Barker fled hatless down the
College steps and into the street. Hailing a taxi, he climbed in, and gave the address
of his aunt in a hoarse whisper to the astonished driver. Ina few minutes he was running
up the front steps of his home.

The colored maid answered his frantic ring and flung the door open.

“Oh mistah John!” she sobbed, “My missus is dead! Come quick! Come quick!
She’s in deh!”  She pointed to the drawing-room door and covered her face with her
apron, sobbing convulsively.

“Dead! dead! " John Barker echoed, “Then I am too late —too late. . . .
I killed her!”

The woman kept pouring out a stream of words in frightened whispers to him as
he knelt by the still figure on the couch; but he paid no heed. Only he put his hand
into his pocket and drew out the remaining capsule of death. . .

Later through the black mists that hung over him and the agony of remorse that
stifled him, he heard the voice of the maid going on and on; he only caught the words;
* shopping knocked down by a car people brought her——went for doctor
just died before you came .

Then, a wild shriek from her as he fell to the floor.

“You dyin’ too?? Oh, come back! Come back! Mistah John, come back!"”

Far away in the world he was leaving,—oh, the pain, and the bitter irony of life

there!  Then he was not a murderer; he would have prevented her from taking the

capsule;.he could have gone on living without the guilt of an irreparable sin. . . . . .
This much he realized before total darkness enveloped him, shutting out the light.
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AN OLD FAMILIAR FACE.

By Erra WiLLIAMs.

T was a dark, low-studded room that I entered, and I could not plainly discern the
furnishings. All that I know is that it was lined with book-shelves, and that there
was a bright fire blazing in the grate. It was damp and chill outside and I drew up to
the blaze gratefully. Then, as I sat musing, half dreaming, there was a sudden movement
at the door; a footstep sounded on the carpeted floor, and I looked up. There he stood,
smiling and holding out his hand.

How glad I was to welcome that slightly stooped, black-clad figure. Although I
had never before met this man, something told me I had known all my life that face with
its touches of joy and sorrow. ““Ah”, thought I, “‘here is a man called by sorrow and
anguish and a strange desolation of hope and quietness, a soul set apart and made peculiar
to God™.

At my pressing invitation, he seated himself beside me in front of the fire, and
lighting his pipe, began to talk of the topics of the day. Our conversation finally drifted
back to happenings of long ago, and as these seemed to interest him greatly, I asked him
to tell me something of his life.

I have had playmates, I have had companions,
In my days of childhood, in my joyful school days™.

.. . It was strange how those lines floated into my memory as my companion began his
story.

His early life, until he was fifteen, was spent at Christ’s Hospital, London. A wide
smile illumined his face when he described the blue uniform trimmed with yellow and the
gaudy yellow gaiters. Here he had formed a life-long friendship with a man of genius,
dcomed alas! to lose the fruit of his natural gifts through the sad vagaries of a weak will.
Here he had spent the happiest days of his life. His face grew sad when he spoke of
his parting with his friend, who went up to the university, while he himself was obliged
to take a clerkship in the India office. . . .

“I had a friend, a greater friend had no man;
Like an ingrate, I left my friend abruptly™.

Strangely familiar to me this man, and yet. . . .

His visits to his grandmother’s home seemed to stand out in his recollections. Here
he had met his cne and only love, the ““fair-haired maiden” of whom he had written sonnets.
Blood, to him, was thicker than water. He had given up the woman of his dreams to
care for his sister, who needed him badly. His face and his voice, as he spoke of his
sister, hinted at a tragedy, and I did not press him to speak of it. My admiration increased
almost to veneration when I realized the greatness of his sacrifice. . .

“I loved a love once, fairest among women:
Closed are her doors to me, I must not see her.”. . .
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Suddenly I saw his eyes brighten, and turning my head I saw that his gaze was fixed
on a picture of a group of children gathered around their mother’s knee. The firelight
touched the charming little group with shadow, and the shadow on his own face seemed
to deepen.

“Ah, if dreams could only ccme true!™ he said, and as he spoke, I remembered some-
thing I had read about “Dream Children”, of a lonely man surrounded by a happy group;
of their exclamations of delight at his stories, their little arms around his neck, their 5oft:
hands patting his face. Again the old poem came drifting back to me:—

“Ghost-like I paced round the haunts of my childhood,
Earth seemed a desert I was bound to traverse.”. .

I realized that he was becoming unhappy, and so I changed the subject, and began
to talk of his family. He spoke very affectionately of his brother James, but all his interest
seemed to centre in his sister, Mary. And now I began to understand the nature of
the tragedy that had darkened both their lives. After his father’s death, he had devoted
himself to this sister afflicted with periodic fits of insanity. During the intervals, “between
the acts,” as he expressed it, they lived in closest companionship, Mary aiding her brothers
literary work and presiding over his little receptions of his friends:—

“I have been laughing, 1 have been carousing,
Drinking late, sitting late, with my bosom cronies™. . .

For although a great deal of his time was taken up with his sister and with the affairs
of the India Office, he had many friends, and found time besides, for writing. It was
his custom, I gathered, to rise early and to work at the office from ten till four, “in the
contemplation of indigoes, cottons, raw-silks and otherwise™, as he facetiously remarked.
After office hours he would stroll around the suburbs or into the book-shops; and in the
evening, with a pipe of tobacco for company, would pore over his old books, his ““‘midnight
darlings”, or a muse himself in writing essays.

There were scme wonderful nights spent with just Mary and Coleridge. It was
the result of one of these evenings that he had undertaken with his sister, at her suggestion,
the prose “Tales of Shakespeare™, in order to give to children a foretaste of the pleasure
that awaited them in future years in the works of the master dramatist. If Mary loved
anycne, he said, it was Coleridge. This made the tie between him and Coleridge all
the stronger.  His voice sank and he seemed to be talking to himself. I caught the words:

“Friend of my bosom, thou more than a brother,
Why wert not thou born in my father’s dwelling?".

. . .Far away in the distance I seemed to hear—

“How some they have died, and some they have left me,
And some are taken from me; all are departed,
All all are gone, the old, familiar faces™. . .

. Thep everything began to swim before me, and putting my hand out to detain my
disappearing friend, I found myself clutching the empty chair in front of my own fire-
place. In my lap was a copy of “Essays of Elia”.
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THE MUSICAL NEIGHBORHOOD.

Did you ever try to study

In a quiet boarding-school,
Where silence reigns as mistress,
And all are bound by rule?

The talking’s ceased you must admit,
But the worst is yet to come;

For from all sides such sounds are heard,
You'll never find life dumb.

Do, re, mi, fa,—tra, la, la, la!—
Now pfeifen, pfiff, gepfiffen!
Do, dare, dedi, datum,—oh!
You feel your muscles stiffen.

“My heart is like a singing bird!”
Then typists—click, click, click!

And then you hear, “What is a third?”
Oh, dear! your heart is sick.

“Things equal to the same things
Are equal to each other—"

The violins squeak, the pianos speak,
You fear your brain will smother.

“One (pause) two, three, four, five, six,”
And then a mournful *“Noo-oo!”
Gracious! isn’t there a single noise

Left to make, for YOU?

The choral practice down below

Adds to the general din,

And jazz floats up from windows where
The “dumb-bells™ are at gymn.

In grim despair you block your ears
And all is going well,—

You're having—just some forty winks,
When—hark! there goes the bell.

A. MantiN and I. McQuiLLaN.
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THE STUFF OF ROMANCE.

By MARIE ACKERMANN.

THE stuff of Romance is, after all, just the same material as the common-place. It
' all depends on the light.

Life certainly held Romance for the young couple who were enjoying so immensely
the adventure of a bargain sale in one of the big “cut-rate’ stores. Without resistance,
they allowed themselves to be pushed from side to side by the fury of a small sized mob;
but jerked and tossed about as they were, they displayed nothing but the keenest interest
in every counter they came in contact with. Now and then, they would squirm past
elbows up to a counter, gaze at its contents for a moment and then push on again.

At last, when they had drifted to the back of the store, the girl caught sight of a
pile of rainbow coloured silks. She seized her companion by the arm, and with the
dexterity that comes of practice, they wriggled up close to the gleaming heap. Her
hard, factory-worn fingers patted and stroked a bright green piece which was marked
“75c.a yd.” With her plain face aglow, she turned to the man.

“Oh! Tom! Ain't it beautiful?”

He nodded silently, his worried frown disappearing into a smile as he gazed at the
dazzling heap.

“Why don’t you get yourself some and make yourself a dress like Mrs. Paittzer's?”
he said.

“Oh, Tom! Mrs. Paittzer! Why, I couldn’t wear a dress like Mrs. Paittzer! She's

50 fat—and I'm so thin! She shouldn’t wear them bright colors, neither. It’s only us
that’s thin that can”.

*Well,—1I like 'em bright. G'wan, buy yourself enough to make a dress. That's
a pretty red over there,” he pulled towards her a length of lipstick red.

“No, I want this green if any—it’s like the grass we saw,—'member?—before
we was married—at the Ferry Farm. Oh, gee!”

But his masculine eye had caught sight of a table of shirts lying close by.

“I'm goin’ to have a look at them shirts,” he said.

She followed immediately, and the vision of Ferry Farm faded.

“Oh, Tom! Why don’t you buy one of those! You need ‘em so!”

“Well,—but you need a dress more. Aw, come on, Daisy, buy the dress. We've
just enough money for that".

“Nope—I won’t think of it,—an’ you needin’ shirts!”

“You buy the dress. The shirts can wait.”

She hesitated. ““Haven’t we enough for both?”

“Nope. You say you need four yards. Well, four times seventy-five is just three
dollars and we've just three fifty. Three twenty-five, countin’ the trimmin’s for the
dress, and twenty-five cents for candy and something for Tommy™.

But—just then they saw simultaneously—a table covered with tiny, dark blue
sailor suits marked $3.00; and they moved as if magnetized, toward the new centre of
interest.
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It was not until the wee sailor suit was tied up in a package and they were moving
away with it, that they thought of themselves.

“But you never bought your dress!” he said.

“Nor your shirts!”

“I didn’t really need them™.

“Nor I the dress. I have that black one aunt Janet gave me last year, and I haven’t
worn it very often—won't the suit look cute on Tommy?"

. .and they elbowed their way on, their eyes shining with the vision of Tommy in

his new suit. For after all, you see,—it was just the light.

POPULAR MAGAZINES FOR M. S. V.

*“Good Housekeeping™ . . . . . Private Rooms.

“True Confessions™ - Exam Papers.

“Liberty” . . . . The Monthly Week-end.
“Smart Set” - . . . The C's.

“Review of Reviews” . . . . . The Night Before Exams.
“Judge” - . - . . . . . The Faculty.

“Life” - . r . . . . . The Ups and Downs of M. §. V.
“Theatre” . . . . . . . Dramatics.

“Re (a) d Book™ . . . . The Mistress General's Register.
“Adventures” - . - - - - . Prime, Notes and Recitals.
“Detective Stories™ - . - . . A Search Behind the Presses.
“The Golden Book™ - . . . . . Honor Roll.

“The Blue Book™ . . . . . . The Note Book.

“College Humor™ - . . . . . The Collegiates.

“Literary Digest” . . . . . . English Class.
“Music Magazine” - . . . . . Theory Books.
“True Story™ - . . . . . . Reports.

“The Delineator™ - . . . . Mount Uniforms.
“The Saturday Evening Post™ - - - . The Six o’clock Bus.
“Current Events” - - - - . The Day’s Programme.
“The Field Afar™ . . . - . . The tennis Courts.
“Current History™ - . - . . . A Mount Girl’s Diary.
“Everybody’s” . . . . . . Gouter.

B. R.
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AN OLD LADY’'S SCRAP-BOOK.
By MARiaN EMBREE.

LET us take a trip into the future and stop at the year nineteen hundred and eighty,

when shortly after the death of Miss Mary Romans, an old scrap-book bearing
the inscription, “Clippings about my old school mates Collected from year to year':
was found among the belongings of the departed and presented to the Mount libraryj
We quote some of the more interesting of the newspaper clippings pasted with care on
the yellow leaves:

From The Chicago Tribune, June 1, 1954.

“The whole world was shocked this morning to hear of the death of Madame Joey
Gillespie, soprano, who for several years has held the title role of “The Barber of Seville™
at the Metropolitan Opera House. Her death was caused by the breaking of her voice.
She had for years been attempting to make a supreme record for long-windedness, and
had just succ