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OURSELVES.
ONE does not look for an equal burst of Gum Blossoms each year,

l:J

and neither are our literary Blossoms unvarying in degree
kind.

and

Last year there was quite a glow of Jubilee Blooms, this

season we have a more modest show, but as all Gum flowers have a
honied sweetness quite their own, may ours of this year prove fragrant
and fresh even if the growth be comparatively small.
We have been pleased to learn that one of our Indian Loretos means
to celebrate its Golden Jubilee by issuing a school journal with the
characteristic title of Palm Leaves.

An interchange of these tropical Leaves with our Eucalyptus Blossoms
will be mutually pleasant and we wish the new growth every success.
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.motber' s '.JLetter to 1ber

LoRETO ABBEY,
MARY'S MOUNT, BALLARAT,
DECElfBER, 1904
MY DEAREST CHILDREN-

.T often happened in writing to you, that whatever
event engaged our attention at the time was sure to
form the subject of my letter; but never before was
there anything so truly Catholic, in the sense of its being
universal, as is the event which is now engaging the
attention of millions in every rank and clime, from the
princes of the Church, to the peasants in their cottage
homes; from the perpetual snows of the North to our
Southern Seas-of course you know I mean the celebration of the Jubilee of Mary Immaculate. I remember so
well the enthusiasm with which the proclamation of this
dogma was received by the Universal Church fifty years
ago.
In the stately cathedral, in the little village church,
the Pope and the cardinals, bishops and priests, Catholic
kings and queens, nobles and peasants, the aged and little
children, all united in joyful praise of the Immaculate
Mother of God; and it is the same to-day, and will be the
same as centuries roll by . What a glory, what a joy, dear
Children, to belong to such a Church founded by our
Divine Lord on a rock, with His promise that "the gates
of hell shall not prevail against it."
The Immaculate Conception is the idea of God: with
Him to will is to accomplish, even the most stupendous
creations. His word is work.
Dear Children, let us contemplate the fall that being
God as well as man, our Divine Lord had the power to
create His Blessed Mother for Himself, and He did so;
and He was the only child born into this world who had
such a divine power. He could say to His Mother, "I
have chosen thee, created thee and formed thee," and
"how beautiful and fair art thou, my beloved Mother,
there is no spot in thee-Tota pulchra es."
Those who travel in other lands tell us of the exquisite
beauty of the sun's rays on the peaks of snow-capped
mountains; what must have been the effect of the rays of
the "Sun of Justice" which shone in love on His Immaculate Mother. What could be wanting to her in body,
or soul or mind! \Vhy, dear Children, if the power were
given to us to create a mother for ourselves, even with our
poor dim ideas of perfeltion, what a mother that would
be. And how the Son of God honoured His Immaculate
Mother all the days of His mortal life, spending the
greater part of it with her, working His first miracle at
her request at the marriage of the Feast of Cana, although
He said that His hour was not yet come, and addressing her
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with loving solicitude for her future in His agonising last
moments on the cross. I have often explained to you what
a noble title "Woman " was in those days, how much
more than "Lady" at the present day.
Although it is not our place to enter on the high
plain of theology or controversy we may use our reason
and common sense when there is question of honouring
the Immaculate Mother of God; and it is contrary to both
sense and reason to suppose that a good and noble son
was ever pleased at his mother being contemned or
insulted, or that he ever felt jealous of the honour
shown to her. Does not the honour shown the mother
reflelt on the son ? We admire King Solomon for the
honour he paid his mother, placing her on a throne at
his right hand. "And lo a greater than Solomon is here."
"The Wisdom of the Eternal Father and an Immaculate
Mother," not a poor, frail, sinful one.
But scornful men have coldly said
Thy love was leading me from God:
And yet in this I did but tread
The very path my Saviour trod.
They know but little of thy worth,
Who speak these heartless words to me;
For what did Jesus loYe on earth
One half so tenderly as thee."
11

And now dearest Children, before I end this letter, let
us come to something practical in this love, honour and
devotion to our Blessed and Immaculate Mother. Oh
how grateful we should be that "God's own dear Mother
is our Mother also ." No doubt the Ideal must precede
the Practical, and what pure, beautiful and elevating ideals
the contemplation of Mary Immaculate gives to Catholic
maidenhood. Yet we are not asked to climb to those
sublime heights of perfection to which she was raised by
the grace of God . The Angel Gabriel saluted her "as
full of grace!" when he was sent by God to announce to
her that she was chosen to be the Mother of the "Son of
the Most High," according to the measure of grace given
to us we must strive to imitate her in the practice of
virtue within our reach and sphere.
Our Divine Lord willed that His Blessed Mother
should be a model for all womanhood, as maiden, mother,
wife and widow.
As the child in the Temple, so like our children in the
Convent schools. Be3.ring patiently the inconvenience of
travel, exile and poverty with her poor family in Egypt.
Taking her Divine Child to the Temple when He was of an
age to go there, having previously offered Him to the Lord
n His infancy. Constantly occupied in domestic duties
in the poor cottage of Nazareth, weaving the seamless garment that He wore to His dying day, obedient to St Joseph
as the head of the Holy Family, assisting at His holy and

happy death-bed. Seated beside Our Lord at the social
gathering, the Marriage F east, kind and thoughtful for the
wants of her poor neighbours, " Son they have no wine."
Following her beloved Son through all the painful
scenes of His Passion until she stood with a broken heart
beside His Cross and saw Him die for our Salvation,
"There stood by the cross of Jesus, His Mother ," what a
world of agony there is in these words! and then having
received Him into her arms from the cross, she buried Him
and all the joy of her life in the Tomb. Still ever an example to her children, she did not give way to idle sorrow
but prepared herself to receive once more in a special
manner the Holy Ghost with the Apostles.
In prayer in the" Upper Chamber" she must have
thought again of the Angel Gabriel's words at that first
coming of the Holy Ghost to her in the little chamber at
Nazareth, when she was told that the Holy One who was
to be born of her was to be the Son of God, and she
meekly bowed her will to His blessed will. So all

through her life she did God's will as an example to h er
children that all may imitate, fulfilling each duty as it
comes, ever looking forward as our Mother d id a fter our
Lord's Ascension to that blessed day when we shall see
the King in His beauty and hear from Him: "Well done,
thou good and faithful servant, enter into the joy of thy
Lord."
Then, too, shall we be welcomed by her whom we have
loved, the I mmaculate Mother of th e King and our dear
Mother also .
D earest Children, what a meeting we shall all have
there in the Kingdom of our Heavenly Father.
It is enough to take one's breath away to realize it,
and it will surely come if we are faithful and strive always
to do the H oly Will of God in eYery event of our life as
our Im maculate Mother did .
May you ever be her joy and her crown and her fai thful
imitators, is the earnest prayer of

Your affectionate old Mother in Jesus and Mary,

1.ioreto JEucalrptus JBlossoms.
D E CEMBER, 1904.
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proposal of the
Mother S uperioress of
-..~-.~~,,_l? our Conven t of the I. B .V .NI. , m
Rome, a collection for P eter's Pence
was made among t he children of each
Convent of the Institute. T he fo llowing a ccounts have reached us of
the presenta tion to our H oly F at her.
R OM E,

A

WORD FOR THE DOMESTIC ARTS.

A POSTSCRIPT TO A MOTHER'S LETTER TO HER CHILDREN.
MY

DEAREST CHILllREN,

1

N the annual Eucalyptus Blossoms' letter I touched
lightly on the dignity imparted to manual work by
the example of Our Divine Lord and Master and His
Blessed Mother. Tradition tells us our Lord wrought in
wood, and the Gospel says he was supposed to be the
Carpenter's Son. He was "poor and in labours from His
youth." The Holy Family was poor and consequently
our Blessed Lady had to put her hand to everything
necessary to provide for her humble household.

My idea is that a well-educated lady should be able to
turn her hand to e\·erything in her home even if it is
not necessary for her to do the work herself, as she may
have domestics to do it for her. For, all the same she
ought to know how it ought to be done, and perfectly done
too- if she does she can help in teaching a less skilful
hand-maiden, and knowing the difficulty of the work she
will be more patient with shortcomings and more
appreciative of successes, two very desirable qualities tor
any mistress of a household.

In order to give our old pupils an opportunity of
acquiring so necessary a knowledge as that of household
matters, there was commenced in Mary's Mount some
fifteen or sixteen years ago a class for Domestic Economy
and several graduated in it, much to the advantage of
their home circle in the world, or their duties in the
cloister for those who chose religious life, but as this
Domestic Economy class was limited to pupils, it did
not reach a large number who might have availed themselves of it, so this year it has been organised on the
broader Jines of a Domestic College, and embraces' two
distinct sections, one for the training of a Mistress of a
House, the other for girls who are desirous to qualify as
Domestics.
Besides all that pertains to Domestic Economy in
theory and practice, ladies may if they wish take lessons
from professionals in Dress-making, Millinery, Gardening,
and H ouse-painting. Ladies may also continue the study
of Foreign Languages, Music, Painting, as all tend to
elevate, to beautify and to brighten the home surroundings.
M.G .B.

A P RI L

4th, I904·

On F rida y, 25th March , the E nglish L adies of the I. B .V .M."' a nd all
their pupils were received in a private
audience by the H oly F ather, Pius X.
Th e purest joy filled th e hea rts of all,
when at ten in t he morning we drove
to S t. P eter's. The weather was not
in keeping with our glad ness. The
brill iant sun of R ome did not burnish as usua l
th e sta tely Basilica. T he sky was as gray as
th at of L ondon. But we did not care for the
weat her ; all ou r t houghts were for him we were
going to see : T he Vicar of Christ on ea rth !
Having entered th e Vatican, we crossed the Cortile di San Da maso, and ascended a long staircase ti ll we rea ch ed the beautifu l R aphael Loggie. In one of these Loggie we stood in a
double line along the walls. It was pretty to
hehold. At t he upper end the infants and ch ildren in snowy white, and at the lower end the
languagP, students and night scholars in black.
The S isters went to and fro, with their eyes
brighter a nd their smile sweeter t han ever. As
I ga zed on th em I t hought of t he Guardian
•The members of th e German bran ch of the I.B.V.M. are
know n in m a n y places by above title, this is due to t h e fact tha t
t h e 1nstitute was founded in Germany by Eng l ish ladies during
the days of pe rsecutio n in England . The m en1bers of th e Irish
branch of th e I. B.V.M . are styled L ore tto Nu n s , because M oth e r
T eresa Ball , w h o established the fi rst h ou se of the I n stitute in
Ireland, n amed h er Co n vent Loretto Abbey.

Angels whom G od sends on earth to watch over
human creatures. And like Guardian Angels
they were among those young souls, whom they
guide on the way to H eaven ! \ Ve waited a bout
an hour. From time to time the door from
which t he Holy F ather ought to come was
opened. Suddenly the faint mur m ur of our
voices was hush ed. "Here he is !" we thoug ht,
and we felt our hea rts beating faster. But we
were disappointed again. It was a captain of the
Swiss G uard or a st a tely monsignore, or a group
of gentlemen a nd ladi es who had just had a private
audience. At last t wo of t he P alatine Guard
opened wide t he folding door, and on t he t hreshold we saw the white, saint-like figure of Pius
X. A loud, long applause re-echoed from roof
and walls. B ut so sudden was the a ppa rition
tha t our evvivas were hushed upon our lips. No
word could we utter ; we only felt who was he
th at stood among us, whose eyes gazed on us,
whose hand blessed us. Kneeling on the floor,
our souls like our heads bent in homage, we
waited the passing of the Supreme P ontifex Maxim us. Pius X. walked slowly along t he L oggia,
and stopping in t he centre, bade us to rise.
When he heard who we were, who were the
Sisters that had led us to him, he smiled, as our
L ord must have smiled beholding the dearest
portion of H is flock ! One of our companions
kneeling again , read a warm , reverent speech, in
which what we secretly felt in our breast, was
expressed. Her lips quivered, her ha nds trembled, yes the H oly F ather's eyes gazed kindly,
t enderly, lovingly on her. It was not only awe,
which spoke in her voice and in our looks, but
the purest love, the fi rmest faith . A boy of the
school offered a boat in which were, in a net,
fishes filled with gold (3,000 lire), while a little
girl recited a nice piece of poetry . All the
time P ius X . smiled. At last his voice re-echoed
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thoughout the Loggia. He spoke as a father
speaks to his children. He was glad, he said, to
hear our promise of fidelity to the Christian
religion and to its Chief. He entreated us to
preserve our souls as white as the veils which
covered our head, to pray and work according to
the preaching of Jesus Christ, to fight bravely
for His sake. He implored all the favours of
Heaven to descend on us, on our dear mistresses,
on our families. Afterwards he walked again
around the Loggia, that everyone might kiss his
hand and kneel before him to be blessed. Suddenly his eyes rested on the sweet figure of
a Sister who was before him. He laid his
hand on her head and said softly : "God bless
you! You will be glorious in Heaven! If
our Lord promised an eternity of happiness
to anyone who saves his own soul, what will

EUCALYPTUS
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be the reward for those who consecrate their
lives to the salvation of others?" I saw
tears of joy on the Sister's face. Never, I think
did she hear, or will she hear words sweeter than
those, till Christ Himself will say them to her in
His heavenly kingdom. Raising his hands for
the last time, Pius X. gave the parting benediction
and went towards the door. Every soul in the
Loggia hung on him, followed and closed around
him, like a sea, or a wind, or a fire. As he crossed
the threshold a long shout arose: " Long live
the Pope! Evviva, Evviva !" .. A new force was
in my heart. The Vicar of God had been with
me, had spoken to me, had blessed me. I felt I
belonged to him and to his Church, body and
s~ul . . I felt my duty was to love him, to obey
him, to work and pray for him a ll my life long.
CO NCETTA SILENT!!.

The following letter and account of the Audience were written at a later date by
by another Pupil of our Convent in Rome.

hf

A HAPPY DAY.
Rome, 23rd July, 1904.
A PPY, indeed, for us (all the pupils of the
Dear Sister,
~
English Ladies) who, on the 25th March
YOU will allow me to thank
1904, had, with our dea r Sisters, th~
you ever so much for your very
honour
of a private audience from the Holy
kind note and leaflet. It was, inFather.
deed, very good of you to think of
The very thought of such a solemn event had
me. · And I must thank you, too,
filled
our hearts with joy, and it would really be
for the honour you do me, in askdifficult
to tell how very happy we all were, when
ing me to write on the audience we
the
.appointed
day came.-At half past nine (the
had with the Holy Father. I am only sorry I
can't do it as well as such a subject ought to be audience was at eleven in the morning) we
done, but I'll try to do my best, and if I have ~tarted fr.om Via XX Settembre, and although
not succeeded you will, at least, accept the good 1t was a little more than half an hour's drive to
us it appeared much, much longer. But it ~as
will.
over,
at last, and two by two we entered the
Yes, I shall pray for you, sometimes (most
Vatican
through the" P01ta di Bronzo," upon
unworthily, though) and shall often think of you
which
are
the arms of Paul V. and Alexander
and of your kindness to me.
VII.
~·e are having very bot weather in Rome,
Everything bad to our eyes a more solemn
let us hope August will show more clemency.
aspect.
We passed the " Svizzeri" in their
Will you kindly give my best regards to
be~utiful,
picturesque uniform conceived by
Mother Provincial, and my love to the Children?
Michael
Angelo-that
has only undergone a
My Father thanks you and sends back most
change in the cap-and went up the large marble
respectful regards.
staircase that Martinucci built in r86o, by order
Your respectful child,
of Pius IX. This staircase leads to the "Loggie
0TTAVIA LANDOLFI.
di Raffaello " (they surround the Court of St.

l

Damaso) where we had our audience. It is in these
Loggie, that the great artist is at the same time
architect, painter, decorator, and from this triple
manifestation of art in himself, he was able to
create a whole; harmonious, wonderful ! Bramante had at first to build these "Loggie," by
order of Julius I I., but soon after both the Pope
and the artist died, and Leo X. charged Raffaello to do this great work, and R affaello adopted
bis predecessor's plan, with slight modifications.
Giovanni da Udine, Pierin del Vaga, Giulio
Romano, Benvenuto Pisi, called "ii Garofalo,"
Luca della Robbia, contributed also to the decoration of these Loggie. But very little did we
think, as we waited there, of all the artistic
splendours which surrounded us, of the magnificence of the "Vatican Palace," of the great,
wonderful geniuses, whose works have won them
a fame that spreads from this great City to the
farthest regions of the world. Very little did we
think of all this, and much, very much, of the
representative of our Lord on earth, whom in a
few moments, we were going to see. And all
our eyes were fixed on the door whence he had
to enter, and as the moment drew near, we felt
our hearts beating faster and faster.
The door is opened . . . some noble Guards
and Monsignori come first, and then the white
figure of the Holy Father appears. "Evviva,
evviva ii Papa," the little children's voices echo
through the Loggia-" Evviva," we all repeat,
clasping our hands, in an outburst of enthusiasm. The white figure is now advancing
amongst us, the holy smiling face is beaming
upon us. We drop on our knees before him,
as he slowly goes on, the sweet smile always on
his lips, his band uplifted to bless us. In the
middle of the Loggia he stops-a young girl
of fourteen, Sofia dei Conti Millo, reads an
address. She is touched and feels the solemnity
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of the moment, her voice trembles, very much
at first, but little by little it grows steadier, and
we can hear what she says.
Now the moment has come for him to speak.
We look at him, touched, enraptured, and
listen respectfully. His voice is steady, clear:
"Nothing "-he says-" is dearer to my heart,
than seeing you all hereto-day." He tells us to
be good, religious, modest. He says there is
nothing be likes better than knowing us to be
such. He reminds us of the vows we made at
the Baptismal Font, and, pointing to the white
veils that cover us, he adds they must be the
symbol of our purity. "Follow the instructions
of your Mistresses,"-be says,-" and my heart
will rejoice, seeing that you have persevered in
virtue, always aspiring to the true prize of
Eternity." And these words we shall never
forget,-no, not even in the saddest moments of
our life, when the remembrance of this day will
be to us a comfort and a warning.
He finishes by blessing us all, "Blessed be
your families, your friends, all those who are
dear to you, all those you have in your mind."
Then we all kissed his holy band (we were
more than three hundred) and he caressed the
children, and smiled at them, and now and then
addressed some kind words, stopping longer
with our dear Sisters, whom be addressed in
beautiful, encouraging words.
How grateful we were for the great fa vo ur
that had been granted to us, how happy and
satisfied did we feel!
The audience is over. . . the Holy Father
blesses us once more, then retires, and we follow
with our eyes his white, retreating figure, until
the last glimpse of his white robe is concealed
from our sight.
0TTAVIA LANDOLFI.

8

EUCALYPTUS

BLOSSOMS.

The following is an extract from a letter written from our Convent in Rome after the presentation of the
Offerings from the Children of foreign Convents of the I.B.V.M. Among them Young Australia's collections.
During this Audience, at the request of the Rev. Mother Superior of the Roman House, His Holiness
graciously placed his autograph on one of his own photographs in token of his fatherly regard for his
far-away Australian children. This photograph we are anxiously awaiting, it being too precious to trust
through the post we must wait in patience for a messenger to bring it hither.

1st September, 1904.
DEAR REv. MoTHER,-

l

WISH you could have been in my place
this morning. It would have been a heautiful
reward for all you have done and are doing for
the Church and for the Institute in Australia.
Rev. Mother had asked for an audience for
four; but we thought it would be, as audiences
usually are now, with a few others beside ourselves. To our surprise and joy Monsignor Zicci
took us through a suite of rooms quite new to
us into the magnificent studio of His Holiness,
where he was sitting at his writing desk. The
room is beautiful and spacious, full of light,
with book-cases all round and hung with fine
oil paintings; nearly all animals and birds. He
stood up directly we entered, and laughingly
anticipated our introduction, saying, "Madre
Superiorsa, la Madre Assistente, la Madre
Sacristano," evidently expecting something of
like nature, and then added immediately, "Sit
down, sit down" (I for one would rather have
knelt down), but we obeyed and an animated
conversation began at once.

First naturally he wanted to hear all about
our work in Rome, and we told him everything.
After a time we said the Angelus together, the
Holy Father said it aloud and we answered. He
finished with the Aspiration :-"Sacred Heart
of Jesus we implore." We were so happy
sitting there with the dear kind loving Holy
Father. He knows us now. S. M. Bernard
could not speak Italian, she had written some
things which she wanted to say, and gave the
paper to His Holiness. Among other blessings
she asked for special ones for two Anglican
clergymen, that their conversion might be helped
on. He read every word, then took his pen and
wrote in Italian-" I grant all these blessings
with all my heart, with the most ardent wish
that Our Lord may bring into His Fold, these
sheep that are in the right way." Dear Sister
Bernard's joy was overwhelming, she could only
kiss his hand, not speak. Now you can picture
our audience, the Holy Father seemed as though
he would give us anything we asked, and he
shows certainly on every occasion the regard he
has for " the chosen portion of his flock " as he
calls religious.

1Remembrances.
~~~-~~~,---~~-

(FROM A PUPIL IN OCR ROMAN CONVENT.)

ITT IME

does not destroy in its rapid
flight the dearest memories. . .
How shall I ever forget the happy
hours I have spent and do still spend,
studying foreign languages, at the "Dame
Inglesi ?" I have been their pupil since
I came to Rome, five years ago, and
am proud to be one still. There is
nothing I like better than remaining
some hours in that peaceful, serene
atmosphere; so that, when my father,
.J

l"

last summer, seeing I looked rather poorly,
allowed me to go and stay some weeks with
them in Albano, I felt very happy and could
not thank him enough. On the 17th of August
I started. . .
The train went on, on through the ruins
of ancient monuments, through the green uniformity of the Roman Campagna, that Campagna that poets have sung, and painters have
pictured, but which will always be a secret,
a mystery, for those who have not seen it,
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for those who cannot understand it. Away,
away, the train went, whistling and smoking,
through fields and vineyards leaving on one side
the Sabine and Latia! Hills, on the other the
aqueducts. And it came nearer and nearer
Albano. Oh! how I longed to arrive there!
I looked forward with such pleasure to the
happy days I should spend with the dear Sisters,
in the splendid Villa Altieri!
Away, away, the train went .. and far off
memories came to my mind, visions of the past,
of thinas that are no more, and to my ear came
whispe~s of distant voices, regrets and sighs.
And to my imagination, peopled with phantasms
of by-gone days, the ancient Albano appeared,
such as it was many, many years ago. Round
the famous villa of Domitian a few houses were
clustered ; little by little they augmented, and
at the time of the decline of the Empire, Albano
was built. The first time that it is mentioned
in history, is in the life of Pope Silvester I.,
where Ascanius says that Constantine had a
basilica built there. Later on, Charles the
Great gave it to the Holy See, and, during the
contests between popes and antipopes, it had
much to suffer. On these events I was musing,
when the lake of Albano or Castle Gandolfo, we
were just then closely passing, recalled me to
reality. vVhat a sadness hovers above its still
waters! how solemn it looks, how silent are its
shores, with no house to people them ! And yet,
I liked to look at it and think . . . .
At last! .. the train stopped: it had left
behind it Castel Gandolfo, Marino, and now the
Albano of our days welcomed me, bright in the
glory of its shining sun, smiling in the feas~ of
its green hills. Oh ! I spent such a happy time
in this nice little town. The Via Appia crosses
it from one end to the other, forming thus the
principal street of Albano, the "Corso," where
there are great houses and beautiful villas. I
liked to stop and look at the ruins of the Sepulchre of the Horatii and Curatii, we sometimes
passed on our way to Ariccia, through the Via
Appia. And I liked, too, the Cathedral, where
we often went to hear Mass, and where Our
Lady of the Rosary (painted by Guido Reni),
smiled at us from her altar.
What a pleasant sojourn Villa Altieri was !
bow charming with its long, shady alleys, the
murmur of its fountains, the spell of its silence !
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I liked it, when, sitting at my work in a quiet
corner of the grounds, I saw the sun shining
brightly on the little thoughtless heads of the
children at play, and listened to their merry
voices echoing through the walks; or saw, from
time to time, the slender, graceful figure of a
nun appearing through the green, her veil fluttering in the light pleasant breeze. Extremely
charming Villa Altieri was at sunset. We used
to say our Rosary, at this hour, all together, the
Sisters and the children, walking through the
grounds in procession, to a grotto of our Lady of
Lourdes. We gazed, then, enraptured, at the
vivid purple hues in which everything was
bathed, a purple that faded, little by little, into a
light golden veil ... vVe thought our prayers
were better heard, then .. we prayed for those
who are dear to us; for those blind to faith, for
those, for whom religion has no soothing voice;
and the sun that was fading from sight seemed
to tell us of that sun, that knows no sunset,
which will once rise for those we prayed for.
Oh ! we led a happy life in our Villa, where
worldly cares were forgotten, where only pure,
high thoughts had their abode.
To Castel Gandolfo, a twenty minutes' walk
from Albano, we often went in the afternoon a
pleasant, shady walk through an avenue of Ilex
trees, called the "Galleria " because of the big
trees, whose interwoven branches cover it like a
tunnel. Nor did we fail making some excursions to Marino, the birth-place of Vittoria
Colonna, to Rocca di Papa, a village that has
nothing beautiful in itself, but whose varied
and always charming landscape, has caused
many to compare it to Switzerland. We did
not forget, either, to visit Grottaferrata, celebrated for its Abbey. The legend says, that
two monks coming from Greece, had gone to
Rome (in the year 1004) out of devotion : on
their way back a storm arose, and they took
shelter in a grotto, where there was, on a
wall, a picture of our Lady. On that very spot,
these two monks built a church. Thus far the
legend; but it is certain, that St. Nila and St.
Bartholomew founded the monastery, the only
one that observed the Greek rite. The church,
with paintings and frescoes of Domenico Zampieri, called the "Domenichino," with Caracci's
picture of our Lady, is really worth seeing, and
interesting, too, are the rich library and the
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museum.
But one of our favourite walks was to go as
far as the Monastery of the Capuchin monks,
near Albano. They have a devotional church
there, into which we used to go and pray.
Coming out, a scene of unrivalled beauty, a
splendid panorama, opened before our eyes; we
stood then as if spell-bound before the sublime
mystery of a God we had one moment ago
adored on the altar-a prisoner of love-now
triumphantly displaying His wonderful works.

BLOSSOMS.
Marino, Albano, were at our feet; higher up,
Rocca di Papa ; near us the Lake of Albano, a
well-determined point, surrounded by green
fields, bright, sunlit, a symbol of our mortal life,
while far, far off, almost hidden with a veil of
mist, was the sea-immense, infinite-with its
ever rolling waves, the symbol of our future
mystic and eternal life, tile life of endless
praise, of love-which is now to us a promise
and a dream.
0TTAVIA LANDOLFI.

1Remtntscences of a Urtp :across tbe 'Rortb
G);:{~r~J('~

us steaming up the " l{hine of New
Zealand," the beautiful Wanganui.
For eight or nine hours we followed
the windings of the river, every new
turn revealing new beauties; on
one bank, perhaps, a Maori settlement nestling in the valley, on the
opposite a cliff towering high above
us clothed with luxuriant vegetation from the nown to the water's
edge.
Sometimes a cluster of cabbage
trees stood out against the blue sky,
at others a rushing waterfall sprang out among
the tree ferns. Perhaps the most remarkable
of these was the Bell Fall so called from its
shape.
Some miles beyond this is Jerusalem, the
Maori settlement. Prominent on the hill side
is the steeple of the Church belonging to the
Convent founded by Mother Mary Aubert.
These nuns devote their lives to teaching the
Maori children, and also have a large orphanage
under their care. A French priest is stationed
here who preaches in Maori.
As the boat draws up at the wharf, a swarm
of Maori and English children, all little orphans,
come running down to see the strangers and to
dispose of their wares-baskets of wild cherries,
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and graceful hanging baskets of fern.
We do not make a Jong stay here, but go
on the remaining twelve miles to Pipiriki, where
we stayed the night.
It happened that we arrived during a" tangi."
In an open space near the hotel were seated a
number of Maoris, all wearing a wreath of green
leaves round their heads - the usual sign of
mournings-and all wailing and moaning in the
most weird way, and occasionally getting up to
rub noses (" hongi ") with new comers.
We heard that a little girl hrt.d been drowned
in the river, and that her Maori relatives and
friends had gathered here to wait for the finding of the body.
Next morning we joined the other passengers
in going further up the river in a smaller
steamer. We landed at a Maori Pah or settlement; the captain had a gramaphone which
greatly delighted the natives, but at first they
were rather frightened of it, thinking it to be
the voice of the taipo (devil).
Many of the passengers had cameras with
them. Most of the Maoris, however, had a
great objection to being photographed. Some
of the women kept moving their hands across
their faces when they caught sight of anybody
trying to take them. One old man, dozing
peacefully in front of his whare (pronounced
warry) suddenly became aware of a visitor
getting his camera ready to snap him, but the
old man jumping up quite briskly rushed over
and knocked it off its legs, just in time for the
other to catch it ; he then began to gesticulate
wildly for the man and his camera to go, which
they did rather quickly.
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We made a somewhat severe attack on some bathrooms : it is crossed in others by bridges
wild cherry trees, much to the natives' annoy- covered in roses of every colour. In the floor
of these bridges are trap-doors through which
ance, as some of the people broke the boughs.
mineral waters can be obtained from the springs
About twenty Maoris, men and women, then
performed a haka, a wild war dance. It was below.
On the hills are the geysers-one called the
interesting to watch how they worked them" Devil's Blow-hole" makes a peculiar hissing
selves into a fierce frenzy. In return for this
noise; another, commonly known as the" Paddle
ent ertainment one of the party made a collecWheel," makes a noise sounding like a paddletion among the passengers and gave it to the
wheel in motion. The hill slopes to the vVaikato
natives, thanking them for th eir kindness.
River, where numerous boiling springs occur in
On our way back to Pipiriki we stopped at the river itself and along its banks. This river is
a cave: it was a deep recess in a cliff which very dangerous-it presents a peculiar greenishwe entered carefully in the dark, stepping on blue surface. One spring in the shaf>e of a
immense uoulders. A deafening noise of falling bottle is called the "Champagne Pool;" this
water echoed in the cave. When our eyes grew was, till last year, calm and silvery to look at,
accustomed to the dim light, we saw a great but now has broken out into a geyser. A noted
vault with glistening damp walls-set with geyser- called the" Crow's Nest "- is situated
countless little ferns. In the roof at the back quite near the river; it is about 5 feet in height,
of the cave was a fairly large opening through and the formation of the crust gives it the apwhich rushed a torrent of water dashing itself pearance of woven sticks, making the whole
on the boulders beneath and churning the waters like a gigantic nest. At intervals of fifteen
of the cave into a mass of foam.
minutes there issue steam and boiling water to
Next morning we left by coach en route for the height of 30 to 90 feet.
Tau po. The first half day's journey, lay through
Further hack from the river in a level tract
glorious mountain country all clothed with native of ground are pools of boiling and seething mud
vegetation, clumps of red ratah making patches of various shades, some grey, others blue or
of brilliant colourings; the sun shone over all reddish or heliotrope-quite uncanny to look
and the tui, huia, and other native birds whistled at-and the ground beneath one's feet seems
gaily among the trees.
quite hollow.
At a distance of six miles from Taupo are
At one time the road lay round the edge of
the
Aratiatia Rapids, part of the Vv'aikato again,
a cliff in a semi-circular shape, which is known
they form one rushing mass of foam, so steep
by the name of the" Uress Circle." The rest and broken is the descent.
of this day and the greater part of the next we
The Black Terraces are about three miles
spent crossing the plains, fording the rivers at the hack of the Spa. They resemble the
being our only diversion ; one curious feature Pink and White Terraces in formation, but are
not nearly so large or so beautiful. These were
of which was the strong smell of sulphur when some of the sights we saw at Taupo, where we
the water was disturbed.
stayed a week Next we coached to Rotorua,
The second day's coaching brought us to the well-known sanatorium.
The mineral springs here are of varied kinds
Tokaanu on the edge of Lake Taupo. After
lunch we went on board the steamer for a two and have many valuable properties; one, however, of these is said to bestow the gift of beauty.
hours' trip to Taupo. Alas for our reputation An old lady of our party tried the experiment,
as sea-farers ! truth compels me to say that but either her faith was weak, or something else
was wrong, for we saw no difference in her
some of us were sea-sick !
At Taupo we were met by waggonettes and appearance.
All pleasant things come to an end, and this
driven three miles to the Spa. This consists of
trip was no exception. Another week found us
several buildings, visitors' rooms, social halls, in Auckland with nothing more of our trip than
and the dining room, which is a whare with plenty of sunburn, a few sulphur stones, a new
fund of health and energy, and some delightful
very fine Maori carvings both inside and out.
A warm stream flows through the grounds, memories.
and it is built over in several places to form TRIX WILKIE, Loreto Convent, Osborne, W.A.
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'Ube 11\ing of tbe IDasse.
--~

ITT HE

Vasse is a district in the south -west of
,J
Viestern Australia: there are many
legends connected with it ; the following
is one of them.
Many years before Australia was settled by
the English, a party of Norwegians, driven by
inclement seasons at home, sailed with their
families in search of a more propitious climate.
After months of tossing on the sea, they saw
the land rising on the horizon. Strangely
enough when all were intently gazing on the
shore which was to be their home, one of the
children-Jacob, a boy of six- was seized by
some strange malady and fell dead on the deck.
After having brought the ship to anchor, the
travellers knelt to offer thanks to God for thei r
safe journey, but the mother of the dead boy
could not be comforted. As she saw him lying
cold on the beach she was overpowered hy grief.
In the bush close hy, was a band of tall,
dusky men, who gazed steadfastly at the praying wanderers. When they saw the mother
wailing over her dead son, their leader,-a man
of such majestic mien that one could see he was
a king- stepped from his hiding place and taking
a pearl from a case in his belt, stooped and
touched the child on the mouth, brow, and
breast. At the same time he uttered a sound so
wierd, so mournful, that all, even the white men,
were awed and hushed, and instantly the child
was raised to life. Then the mother's joy was
greater, if possible than her grief had been a few
minutes before.
The years rolled on, the white men prospered; there was but one shadow on their joy.
The child, who bad been so strangely brought
back to life, was not as one of them . A somet hing bad come between him and them, he spent
almost all bis time roaming in the hush, they
knew not where; they only saw that he was
gloomy and sullen and that something of the
savage nature seemed to be springing in him.
His mother prayed and waited in silence to see
a change.
At length a night came when he returned no
more! His mother went out to seek him. Suddenly she came upon a circle within the trees,
where thousands of natives seemed gathered,

l "'

and in a clear space she saw, by the dim moonlight, her son break through the r ing of dusky
warriors and stand beside the dead body of the
king.
In amazement she saw him take the pearl
from the case.
As he did so, a shrill cry of terror rose from
the assembled natives at seeing this white man
use the pearl as their king had formerly done.
Before he could takethe oath, his mother, roused
by his impious purpose, with a thrilling cry,
threw herself upon him and tried to snatch the
pearl from his hand.
But with a harsh command, Jacob ordered
his men to remove her. At his bidding a number of men sprang forward and bore her away
from the scene.
Then the crowd gradually dispersed and left
him standing alone with the dead, a new made
king.
Next day the searching family found t he
lifeless form of the mother with her face pressed
down to earth . Reverently they laid her to rest
in the shadow of home, and before the harvest
came again, her husband slept beside her.
A curse seemed to fa ll on the homestead, and
t he little band once more set sail for happier
climes, leaving the father and mother in their
quiet graves beneath the gum trees, and the
you ngest brother, the king of a native race .
Years rolled on, other settlers came to the
Vasse, marvelling to find traces of European
work before them. Little children played carelessly on the two solitary graves and strewed
them with wattle blooms and wild bush flowers.
One still, clear night when the moonbeams
made fitful shadows through the trees the natives
met again in solemn conclave. One watching
them could see they were moved by a spirit of
unrest. The young ardently urged war, the
king called for peace. The white haired men
tried to win the youth to the side of the king,
but not till some had fallen by the spear.
When the king saw his trusty followers slain
by his side, he jumped into the open space with
an air of command that forced attention. He
held aloft the mystic pearl and a hush fell upon
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all. But in the silence. was heard the whirrfog
of a spear and the pearl fell shattered.
The moonlight shone on one no longer young,
but on a man grown weirdly old like one who
has slept through long lapse of time and a wakens
in a world he knows not.
" His long white hair flows o'er a form low bowed
By a wondrous weight of years."

He speaks a few strange meaningless Swedish
words and sinks as one lifeless on the very spot
where his mother had died.
Next morning the children found him. They
talked to him and laughed at his strange ways.
They treated him as if he too were a child and
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led him by the hand to their homes.
The settlers in pity took him in and he lived
some months playing as a child with the
children, telling them stories and helping them
to deck the quiet graves.
At last one bright morning they found him
dead within the old ring. The searchers heard
the wailing cry of a woman borne on the air.. For over all the darkness and the fear
That marked his life from childhood, shining clear,
An arch, like God's bright rainbow, stretched above,
And joined the first and last,-his mother's love."
HILDA WIGGETT,

Loreto Convent, Osborne, West Australia.
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]1 NYONE

who has heard of the great sand
plains of the Victoria Desert of West
Australia would hardly relish the idea of
driving across them. However, this rather interesting experience fell to my lot some years ago,
and so enjoyable did it prove, that I should like
it to occur again.
From Geraldton to Perth over the plains the
distance is about 260 miles, and this was the
journey we undertook. The drive in the early
morning was delightful, but as the day wore on,
the heat became intense. Nothing was to be
seen for miles but sand or most beautiful wild
flowers. It is a curious fact that the loveliest wild
flowers of West Australia grow on these plains.
The wax plant with its soft, velvety, pink
flowers, the flannel flower, everlastings of every
description, orange colour, pale yellow, pink,
white and many others, are found in abundance.
We gathered literally bucketfuls of choice specimens.
The first night of our journey we camped
out. This was a novel experience for some of
us, but its novelty was its only charm. Howeyer, weariness made us forget all discomforts,
and soon everyone slept soundly. At daybreak
we started on our drive again, and about midday arrived at a large station. It was like an
oasis in the desert and we were very glad of a
few hours' rest before continuing our journey.
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Our stopping place for the second night was
"Mara," an out station of New Norcia. The
monks received us very kindly and offered us
their hospitality. " Mara" was never intended
to accommodate visitors, so hard beds, tin plates
and cups, etc, fell to our lot, and we had to fare
as the monks. That night it rained and even
we children were struck by the beauty of the
scene when we got up. Every bush and flower
in the garden was sparkling in the sunlight.
Early morning saw us again on our journey,
and in the afternoon we arrived at New Norcia.
It is difficult to do justice to this lovely place.
Before us lay the great Benedictine Monastery,
surrounded by beautiful gardens, and near by
the large Guest House. Opposite these on our
right hand side was the church, and beyond this
the natives' cottages. All the buildings shone
white in the afternoon sun and behind the Monastery stretched immense orchards and vineyards. Farther away still lay the cornfields
almost beyond the range of vision. The whole
made a picture not ea~i l y forgotten.
We were received very kindly by the Abbot,
Doctor Salvado, and the monks. After some
time spent in conversation a brother conducted
us to the Guest House, and showed us our
rooms. Such rooms they were ! We could not
fail to be struck by the difference between our
accommodation there and that at Mara. It was
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easy to see that though the monks themselves
lived au sterely, it was not because they did not
understand how they could be comfortable.
One of our rooms was artistically furnished and
dra ped in blue, the other in pink. The carpeted
floor, the curtained windows and tasteful decorations gave a home-like air and made it difficult
to realise that a woman's hand was never there;
but so large were the rooms that the youngest
of the party cried from loneliness! For the
remainder of the evening we were left to ourselves to rest after our long journey. Tea was
served to us, but rnost of the dishes being cooked
in oil were unpalatable to English tastes. F ortunately for me there was plenty of fruit in its
natural state, and I contented myself with it.
After breakfast next mornin~ we went ov er
to the Monastery. What a sight met our eyes!
Crowds of native women looking so picturesque
in their print dresses, white aprons, and large
sun bonnets, were waiting for the day's rations,
served out to them by the monks. As each
one received her share, she went quietly to her
little cottage. The women seemed to have
nothing else to do but mind their children and
homes. As well as I remember the cooking was
done at the Monastery, but I suppose they do
their own sewing. The men however work all
day at various occupations. Some go out to the
sheep, horse, and cattle runs (which by the way
send many prize animals to the shows, the horses
being particularly fine), others work in the vineyards or orchards, and all are engaged in some
occupation.
After some time we were shown over the
gardens round the Monastery, and then much to
my delight, the Bishop took us to visit the
natives' cottages. Each one consists of two,
three or fonr rooms, according to the size of the
family. The smiling women were proud of their
little homes, and well they might be. The
cleanliness and neatness which prevailed everywhere would put many Europeans to shame.
We then paid a short visit to the church.

BLOSSOMS.
What was our surprise on entering to hear an
organ being played most beautifully. Onlooking
up to the gallery we saw that the performer was
an old native. We were told that his one delight
was to be allowed to practise. At New N o rcia
there is a choir composed of natives only, and
one is really astonished at their sweet voices.
There is no doubt that the na tives are very
musical. After dinner we were shown over the
orchards, etc., which belong to the Monastery.
Such beautiful fruit, and in such abundance !
Every va riety is cultivated, apples for drying,
grapes for raisin and wine making, and other
fruits for preserving or jam-making.
In the evening aft er tea we were entertained
by Dr. S alvado who played for us his famous
composition th e " Corroboree D ance," composed
for the natives when they hold their corroborees.
I have heard peculiar music, but this surpassed
all, its weirdness being a very striking feature.
While destroying the superstitions of the nati ves,
the good Abbot permitted them to retain whatever practices could be rega rded simply as
amusements. He took the deepest interest in
all their doings, he spoke their language and
loved them as his children, and they in return
loved him and looked on him as their father, and
when he died some few years ago their sorrow
was unbounded. Indeed he was beloved by all
who knew him, white and black of all denominations. May he reap the reward of his devotion, and may his work be crowned with the success he desired! But to come back to my account
which is nearly ended,-Next morning we went
again to the orchard, and the Abbot made us
fill every available basket with fruit. About
noon we recommenced our journey with many
regrets at not being able to prolong our visit,
and late that night arrived at our destination,
all well pleased with the drive over the sand
plains.
MARY McDOWELL, Loreto Convent,
Osborne, West Australia.
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Perhaps our best debate was "That Home
Rule would benefit Ireland." Both sides argued
warmly, the audience grew more and more interested, and when the honourable opener had
at last "summed up," she was greeted with
thundering applause, and the Home Rule question was unanimously carried.

wild duck which periodically visit the swamp;
climbing the mountain side after the young
eaglet; setting traps for the wild dingo, wallaby,
and other game ; opossum shooting by moonlight, these are the adventures which colour his
youth and early manhood, giving him a true
knowledge of the habits of birds and animals.

Some time after this a very interesting lecture
was given to the members of the club on "The
Australian Bushman." The substance was as
follows:-

Even the insects do not escape his observation. When the ants leave their homes to climb
the trees, and the mice and other small creatures
make for high land, he prepares himself for
floods, which are sure to follow, for the instinct
of these little things is never at fault.
He can trace the hive of the wild bee, by
dropping a scrap of thistle-down on a bee's back
by the water's side, and following its flight to
the honey store in a distant tree spout.
\Vhen living in an auriferous country, how
cleverly the bushman scans every lonely gully
and hillside, prospecting here and there, observing closely the different formations of the earth,
the reef, their leaders, and the manner in which
they proceed. Thus he can strike the same
reef half a mile or a mile further on, by tracing
the strata.
With a perseverance that is surprising, he
finds out for himself the causes of alluvial
surface-drifts, underlays, etc., which he encounters before the wash is reached containing
the object of his search, "the red gold, precious
and rare." Geologists coming in contact with
our bushman admit that of all theories the pick
and shovel is the best.
If you accused our typical bushman of being
a botanist, he would treat the cognomen with
scorn. Nevertheless, ask him where the loveliest
heath grows, and where to find the most delicate
ferns, what aspect the sarsaparilla favours, and
when the wattle will begin to bloom, he is sure
to know all this and more. Take him unawares
and he will explain why this needs a sheltered
spot, and why that must have sandy soil. He will
caution you not to wound this root or rudely cut
the bark just there, lest you stop the flow of
sap. The vocabulary of scientific plant names
perhaps he has not, but the knowledge of botany
he has.
Then the open hospitality of the bushman.
When the weary traveller or land seeker see~
the settler's home, his face brightens, he rides

THE BUSHMAN (of Fifty Years Ago.)
" Much has been written of the bush by men
who lived and breathed its very spirit; men
who felt its awful power of silence, that aweinspiring silence which subdues, fascinates, as by
some mysterious power. The bush with its
lonely gorges, dark-clad mountains, its peculiar
wildness and grandeur when wrapped in an
eerie haze, has the charm of a half-revealed
secret which stimulates enquiry, yet baffles all
attempts at discovery.
It is not on! y poets such as Gordon and Kendall
that can feel and appreciate the mystery of the
bush. It communicates itself to the humblest.
There you will find minds which are a reflection
of the scenes about them, men with rough,
weather-beaten faces: typical they are of those
gnarled old gums whose vigour yearly puts
forth tender buds and leaves, as well as high
and lofty branches. In like manner, our bushman often will be found to possess a vigour
and originality, a simple grandeur and loftiness
of soul, a freshness of ideas culled straight from
the great heart of nature.
Cut off from most of the conveniences of
our age, he is forced to think and act for himself.
Nowhere will you find such quick intelligence,
such a fund of resource in emergency. He
grows his own breadstuffs, he is his own blacksmith, woolclasser, he repairs his own machinery;
and it is true of an Australian, "give him a
tomahawk and a wire fence, and he will repair
any implement, mend a broken shaft, and, if
need be, make a set of harness." He is
betimes a .natural:st, a geologist, and a botanist ;
is accustomed to horses from his earliest youth.
Riding bareback through fern and scrub ; hunting kangaroo or emu, or lying in ambush for the
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up sure of his welcome. Known or unknown
it is all the same, he meets with a hearty
greeting-nothing is too good for him. The
visits of these self-invited guests may extend to
days. A story is told of an irate squatter" out
back," who was subjected to a visit of this
kind-the visitor proved objectionable, but
being too hospitable to turn the fellow out, the
squatter was forced to keep his room for a week,
and endeavour to consume his wrath with a
plentiful supply of cigars, while his visitor was
quite at home in the rest of the house.
The bushman's liberality in succouring his
neighbours in distress is well known. Take for
instance, a bushfire, the common enemy of all.
His experienced eye detects a thin column of
smoke ascending, probably ten miles distant.
He at once conjectures that his neighbour's
property is in danger, so, without a second
thought, he leaves what he is about to fly to the
neighbour's assistance. It almost compensates
for the damage done, to see the universal charity
on such occasions. The cry" Bushfire! " has a
magical effect, everything is left-horses are
hurriedly saddled, and every kind of vehicle
imaginable is brought into requisition to convey
men to the rescue. They dash along the bush
track, over fences, through creeks, calling out,
"Bushfire," to all they meet, who of course
turn and take up the chase. How many pure,
heroic acts of bravery pass unnoticed, where
men ride over the burning ground, through the
falling timber, half blinded and stifled with
smoke, at the risk of their lives, to save their
neighbour or his home.
Let us now take a glance at the bushman in
one of our cities. Rugged and awkward, suntanned and generally lanky of limb he appears,
gazing dumbly in a dazed sort of way at the
throngs that pass to and fro, an indescribable
wave of loneliness passing over his soul. He
has known solitude for weeks together in the
back blocks, but never has he been so utterly
alone as now. In all that mass of people-not
one word of greeting or look of recognition,
whereas nature had always been sympathetic
and kindly in tendering him the service of all
she owned : the soft scented wattle inviting him
to rest beneath its crown of gold, the pure creek
water grateful to his midday thirst, the birds
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bearing him company with wild, sweet song.
When evening came his camp fire had glowed
cheerily, his dog had lain devoted at his feet,
while that friend dear to the heart of every
Australian-his horse-rubbed its nose gently
against his sleeve to attract attention. Up from
the river in the fast deepening shadows would
come the weird cry of the curlew like a soul in
pain, a wailing that found its re-echo betimes
in his own heart. He is but dimly conscious of
all this now, he knows not what it is he misses.
We see him next in the picture gallery. Again
he is troubled. A large landscape meets his
view, but he does not find at first, all that
he wants. His eye is not accustomed to be
restricted to one view alone, but seeks as it
were, the context, what lies on either side. He
looks at the picture idly for a moment, then it
grows upon him. He forgets the conventional
setting, and sees only the cornfield. With keen
delight he notes each familiar feature, the cool
shade, the purple pea flowers, and he actually
feels the sun and seems to see it ripen the
pale gold heads. His face is full of unfeigned
enthusiasm as he turns to one near him and
exclaims, " Isn't that good ? " The bystander
carefully places his eye glass-" Ah-a let me
see-the artist : Vicat Cole, R.A. Ah ! yes,
that is a very fine work."
Our friend comes to the beautiful picture of
"Anguish.'' A sheep standing over its dead
lamb, the ravenous crows surrounding it on
every side; again he is not looking at a picture,
he is living in it. How his fingers itch and
tremble for his gun to scatter or despatch
those black fiends. Another scene is recalled
by the sight of the hungry crows. He thinks
of a hot, dry plain and a weary traveller walking unconsciously in a circle, unable to make
his way home; as strength fails, those hungry
sea vengers are pressing closer, closer and closer
upon him, until the hour when, with a gasp of
despair, he shall bury his face in the burning
sand never to rise again.
Next we see our bushman at a concert. A
musician begins a soft rippling movement which
sets him listening to water trickling down the
gully at home ; now it is the dash of the wild
cattle through the scrub that he hears, and the
mad chase of horsemen after them. The music
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ends, and he wakes up to reflect what a_ blockhead he is to have come to hear music and dream.
So on from scene to scene we find him, blockhead though he be, always ready to appreciate
what is noble and simple and good.
It has been suggested that the Waratah be
chosen as the typical flower of Australia, and in
many ways it would be suitable. The Waratah
is a rough, ugly, hardy shrub - nothing in it to
attract attention until the flower buds open, then
the Waratah appears in all its beauty.
So with our bushman: rough, hardy, uninteresting to eyes that see not, yet he possesses
qualities of mind and heart that should excite
sincere admiration."
A lecture on Tennyson by the honourable
Secretary was the last literary achievement
before midwinter.
During the year, we felt that a library of
good standard books would be a valuable addition to the club, so before parting for our
holidays, each agreed to bring back volumes
from works of Ruskin, Tennyson, Dickens, and
Dante.
Mr. Martell kindly lent us some slides illustrating line engraving, and one of the X.L.'s
delivered the following lecture to the school on
that occasion :
LECTURE BY AN X.L. ON ENGRAVING.

It is certainly a well-proved truism that" Use
lessens marvel.'' What we see every day ceases
to excite wonder, whilst the appearance of anything unusual evokes the invariable question,
" How was that found, achieved, produced ?"
We seem to take it for granted that objects
we see about us like "Topsy," growed. How
many of us in looking at the numerous illustrations which surround us on all sides, give a
thought to the process of their production.
This evening, therefore, I purpose to treat
briefly of that art, which has been truly called
"the Mirror in which all men may read the
lives and thoughts of all ages," namely, the art
of engraving. But first let us glance at the
meaning of the word, it is from the French verb
engraver-to mark by incision-hence the idea
of incision or cutting is essential to engraving ;
and consequently a lithograph is not an engraving, neither is a photograph nor a photographic
autotype. They, therefore, from an art point of
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view, have no intrinsic value, but depend entirely
on the artistic merit of the subject matter they
depict.
That form of reproduction however, known
as a photogravure, or more correctly, a heliogravure, is a true engraving, since though the
actual drawing is obtained by the application
of photography, the plate is afterwards submitted to a process by means of which its
surface is eaten into or lowered. Engraving
may be divided into four classes, wood engraving,
line-etching and mezzotinting, each I will treat
of by reference to one or more examples.
First, wood engraving; this is the oldest
form of reproduction. The drawing is traced on
a block of wood, and by means of a small chisel,
the surrounding surface is lowered, leaving the
design cut in relief on the block, this is then
inked and paper pressed on it : it will be readily
seen that the raised surfaces give the dark lines
and the lower portion the light spaces.
As in so many other cases, it is to the East,
to Japan and China we must look for the
origin of wood engraving. But my time limit
forces me to leave what would prove a highly
interesting field of research and confine my
remarks to European wood engraving. The
precise date of the first European woodcut is
a matter of doubt, but a cut of St. Christopher
(which I shall have the pleasure of showing
you) dated 1423, is believed to be the oldest of
all our woodcuts. The modern desire to investigate and if possible to overthrow all accepted
tradition has endeavoured to shake this theory,
and ascribe the date 1418 to a cut of the Virgin
and Child now in the Brussels Gallery, but the
very perfection of its composition and drawing
present a difficulty in accepting that date as
authentic. Be that as it may, the cut of St.
Christopher is certainly a perfect example of
the earliest wood engraving. But before placing
it in the screen I would like to remind you that
it is as an example of wood engraving that your
attention is being called to it.
As an engraving is an effort to reproduce a
number of copies of the one object absolutely
identical in every detail, at a minimum loss of
time and labour, the interest lies in how far it
fulfils this end, not in whether it is a pretty
picture. I would also remind you that we are
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dealing with a period when perspective was
unknown. The relative size of St. Christopher
and the surrounding figures and objects is
purely symbolic of his great power and strength.
I will next show you an example of Flemish
work of a later date. Notice the rapid strides
the wood-engraver is making, not only in his
own art but in that of perspective. The subject ·
is the Adoration of the Magi treated as we so
often find in the works of the middle ages, from
a purely local point of view; the architecture
is Flemish, the Magi, Flemish knigbts in full
armour. The next two cuts are of interest as
representing the work of Berrick, an original
genius, who lived at the end of the eighteenth
century, and has grasped, perhaps more fully
than all others, the real value of the light line,
which, as I have said, is the result of the lowering of the surface of the wood. The first is an
otter hunt; the interest of this picture lying in
the magnificent treatment of the foliage. Notice
the value of the light spaces. The second cut
shows a fox hunt.
We now come to line engraving, in which
the design is cut in a metal plate, generally steel
or copper, by an instrument called a burin,
formed of a piece of steel sharpened at the end
in the shape of a lozenge. The hollows thus
formed are filled with ink and a damp sheet of
paper pressed upon it, so that the paper fetches
out the ink and thus retains the impression.
The origin of line engraving is rather curious.
The goldsmiths of Florence were in the habit
of ornamenting metal plates by cutting a design
in them, and filling in that design with e_n amel.
In order, before finishing, to have some idea of
the final effect, they were in the habit of taking
a sulphur cast and filling in the design with
lampblack.
This way was very troublesome, and an ingenious mind discovered that by filling the
hollows with liquid black, an impression could
be taken off on damp paper.
The superiority of line over wood engraving
lies in the fact that a line incised will print just as
well, be it ever so fine, whilst the line of a wood
engraving must always have some appreciable
thickness, hence no wood engraving can be as
delicate as a plate engraving. It also excels
in force and depth. To prove this I will show
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you two works by the same master, the greatest
of all engravers of the middle ages, Albrecht
Durer. The one of a woodcut, representing the
" Return of the Ark from Bethsames," is one
of the designs of his world-famed illustrations
of the Bible.
The next, a line engraving, represents the
story of the Prodigal son, and forms part of the
same series. I will next show you the most
famous of all his engravings, the" Melancholia."
It is one of a series illustrating the human temperaments-the melancholic, the sanguinary,
the phlegmatic, and the choleric, which by their
earnest significance have fascinated the thinking
minds of every class and age, and given rise to
an infinity of discussion.
The winged genius, in whom the qualities of
melancholia are incarnate, is seated, darkly
musing, among symbolic instruments of science.
She seems an incarnation of the new spirit of
the age-the spirit of solemn resolute research.
From a technical point of view, this is also of
immense interest, showing the unlimited power
of line. In the hands of this great genius the
lines are made to render both the undulation of
surfaces and also their texture.
One other example of line engraving I would
like to show you, as it will introduce to your
notice Marcantonio, with whom line engraving
reached its maturity, and who is generally known
as the interpreter of the great master Raphael.
So much did Raphael appreciate the new branch
of art that he invariably gave Marr.antonio's
drawings, not paintings, to copy from, in order
that the engraver might interpret without going
outside his own art. The subject of this plate
is "The Visitation of Our Lady."
We now come to etching. Etching is engraving on plates by means of acids, which corrode
or bite in the lines. The etcher first covers his
plate with an etching ground, a preparation
which resists the influence of acids. With a
burin (the instrument I have already described),
be traces his drawings, and in so doing, he
removes some of the etching ground, leaving
the metal clear.
The plate is now subjected to acids, which
bite in wherever the metal is exposed. To
obtain different effects of light and shade, some
lines must be deeper than others. This is
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managed by removing plate, stopping up with
a ground the lines that are to appear light, a nd
re-immersing the plate in acid, and soon until the
desired effect is obtained.
With so intelligent an audience, it will be
superfluous to point out the immense advantage
this is to the artist, in enabling him to obtain
delicacy and finish.
I have been fortunate enough to obtain an
excellent example of the great master etcher,
Rembrandt, who did for etching what Raphael
did for line engraving, with this difference, th a t
Rembrandt was his own interpreter, etching not
only by advice to others, but by his own hand.
This subject is one which Rembrandt often
chose for his paintings, namely, a noble Burgomaster, probably of his own town, whose expressive face is brought into strong relief by
the skilful placing of that strong ray of light
which has become associated with the na me of
Rembrandt."
\ Vith this glimpse of the old masters ended
our interesting series of engravings, and the
lecture certainly caused us to look with more
respectful interest than before at the work
achieved by genius in the art of engraving.
At our last meeting the honourable secretary
addressed the club as follows : AREOPAG ITICA.
"Areopagitica," was first written by lsocrates
to the Council of Athens urging it to reform itself:
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later written by Milton to urge the English
Parliament to grant freedom of the press: later
written by an X.L. member calling upon the
members of the club to reform.
Members of the "X.L.," consider what a
club was ours, and whereof you are members.
It was a club, not slow and dull, but of a quick,
ingenious and piercing spirit, acute to in vent,
subtle a nd sinewy to discourse, not beneath the
reach of any point that the human capacity
can soar to.
And now ? pause a nd glance round the club:
are you all now worthy of the high a nd honou red
title of X.L.? Can it be said of any of us that
we are not equal to the by-gone members. Yes
it h as been said of us. And shall you sit still
and listen? Would you throw away the good
name gained by the pioneers of our club, who
fought the hardest bat tles and brought the club
to the high est point of learning a nd culture?
I call on you honourable members of the
X.L. "to be up and doing," to wax young again,
to study the rules and keep them, to write for
the journal, to speak and lecture.
Believe me, honourable members, I speak,
not to d isparage nor to unduly discourage you,
but to rouse you for the honour a nd glory of the
X .L.
THE SECRETARY OF THE X .L .

B"e roarta 1rtmnaculate !
"""/'*""--7«'.generation is given the privilege of partaking
Say, sweet Virgin, we implore thee,
Say, what beauty God shed s o'er thee:
in the fruits and joys of the jubilee. How
Praise and thanks to Him be given,
shall we celebrate it ? Let us thank t hat
Who in love created thee .
Lord who has bestowed on Hi s Mother such
-ST . ALPHONSUS L!GOURI.
a wondrou? privilege. She is IMMACULATE,
S children of so fair a Mother, we, she, His Mother and ours. Let us rejoice
daughters of the Institute of the B. V. M ., with our Mother. Let us thank her-the
could not let this, her jubilee year, pass in com parable Virgin, who stands forever
without laying at her feet our tribute of love. with sinless hands uplifted to the King. Let
How shall we speak of her worthily ! How our lives be modelled on hers. Let her love
~nd ~~xds to honour her!
L et us, gazing burn in our hearts that it may communica te
m sprnt on our Queen IMMAC ULATE, see the itself to the hearts of others. She is the
glory that crowns her in Heaven, "where shortest road to God-the consummation of
ten thousand magnificent greatnesses blend all good. Surely, we may learn this from
their vast oceans of light at the foot of her the first worshippers of the Man-God. The
throne," and exulting in her beauty an d h.er shepherds found "Mary and Joseph and the
holiness let us use th e words of her royal Infant " (St. Luke 11., 16.) The wise kings
ancestor and cry out : " All fair art thou my who had come from afar seeking Him found
beloved and there is no stain in thee.·• "O ne Him "with Mary His Mother" (St. Matthew
is my dove, my perfect one is but one." "As II., 11.) If we but learned this lesson well
the lily among thorns so is my beloved among we would love her more, trust her more,
always remembering that the glory of Marv
the daughters."
is the interest of Jes us, and that every word
The old Testament abounds with pro- uttered to the honour of the Mother redounds
phetical salutations a ll embodying the same to the honour of the Son. On this hear
thought-stainless purity. It was this self- Father Faber:
same thought which passing through the
" We wo uld ill use Mary's magnificence if we did
early Church woke such stirring echoes in
use it as a re\'e\ation of God and an approach to
the hearts of her clients, and later filled with not
Him. What was it in her that so attracted God?
chivalrous devotion those knights of Mary, What drew the word fr om the bosom of the Father
I gnatius, Stanislaus, Berchmans, Alphonsus, into her bosom with such mysterious allurement ? It
was as if He were following the shadow of His own
and countless others.
beauty. All was His. It was to His own He went.
It was reserved for the nineteenth century It was His own which drew him . He was but falling
to witness the great exaltation of our Heavenly in lo ve with His own wisdom when He so loved her.
Queen, when the Church set her seal on the Her n.atural life was His.own idea, her beauty a sparkle
of His science, her birth an effortless act of His
cherished prerogative of Mary, her IMMACU - almighty will. Her immense sanctity is less than a
LATE Conception.
dew drop of His uncreated holiness, which the beautiful
lily had caught in its cup and holds up trembling
Well might the people of Rome say on white
to the sunrise. Her graces were all from Him. She
that memorable 8th of December, 1854, as had nothing that she had not received. Thus it is that
the Apostle said on Thabor," L ord it is good God is all in all ."
for us to be here." Oh! to have stood with
Truly we honour Him when we honour His
that anxious, expectant crowd within the vast
IMMACULATE Mother.
basilica, waiting for that decree which was
Long hours before the Eternal City shall
to place beyond all question the dogma of
the IMMACULATE Conception , to have watched have risen to celebrate the feast of the
the eager faces all lighted up with the same IMMACULATE Conception, we, in this islandgreat thought, to have felt in that th rilling continent, shall have met to greet our stainless
moment the hush of silent expectancy, when Mother, with song and prayer. And as ours
the aged Pontiff, destined for this great work will be almost the first homage paid on her
and prepared by his via dolorosa, come forth to feast, we must endeavour to put into it a
proclaim to waiting Christendom the glorious might of love, a depth of reverence, a ring
truth. What jubilation that truth awakened of gladness, thus shall we give joy to the
in the hearts of the listeners, in the heart of heart of her Divine Son.
the Catholic world, we leave to such pens as
A CHILD OF THE I.B.V.M.
those of Cardinal Newman, Fathers Morris
and Faber to describe. To us of the younger
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©nr Uownsbip.
\70U have never seen our township, you
probably never heard of it, and I am
sure you've never been there, so it's no
use my telling you the name now, but it really
does exist.
You may know some country towns, but none
quite like ours, I'm sure.
It nestles in the centre of the great bush
where the Karri and Jarrah grow.
The Karri trees, or "giants of the forest,"
tower to immense heights; their trunks are
smooth with white bark, and all the foliage
grows towards the top. Sometimes the trunks
are perfectly bare for r 20 feet. This is an
advantage to the fellers, and makes the work
quicker, having few branches to lop off.
There is a story that a family once lived for
some time in a hollow Karri tree, but I never
saw them.
The J arrah trees do not grow as tall as the
Karri, and the wood is of a reddish colour. Of
course, you know that this wood is used whereever durability is required, and is ingreat demand
for railway sleepers. Quite lately an agent came
from South Africa to get supplies for the great
trans-African line.
Though the mills are moved to where the
trees are thicker, our little town is still important,
because all the timber has to pass through it
before reaching the sea.
It is like any other little bush settlement-a
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few good houses, a number of small ones, a
store, a little Anglican Church, a hall, in which
Mass is said (at irregular intervals), and which
also does service in all social festivities.
As for a railway station, we scorn it. We
like to be free and independent, so we get in
when and where we like. You see the timber
rules everything here; the railway was built and
the trains run-to carry timber. If a passenger
comes along he remembers he is secondary, and
he takes his seat humbly on a bench in a chaff
van. When he wants to get down, if he is
patient, he will wait till a ladder _is brought
from the store where the engine always draws
up ; if he is not, he will jump it.
We only possess two streets, and if the
timber trade were stopped, our two streets
would disappear. There would be nothing more
for the doctor or clergyman to do, everybody
else is connected with the timber trade.
As it is, our town friends call it "sleepy
hollow."
Life with us is quiet and peaceful, and,
perhaps, happier than life in a bustling town. \Ve
are never troubled by fashions. Our pleasures
are simple, a ramble in the bush, a walk in the
evening air to the great blue Indian Ocean, and
then, weary at night, we fall asleep, lulled by
the music of cow bells.
EILEEN O'FLAHERTY, Osborne, West Australia.

mosaic £ssal].
HOBBIES.
SUGGESTIONS OF HOBBIES :-USEFUL AND
INTERESTING.
GRATIA PLACENDI (the pleasure of pleasing.)
-This, to my mind, is the best hobby to indulge
in.
CLARE.
Collecting china; dainty tea-cups, quaint
jugs and jars and vases, all of which yield
much more interesting and lasting value for
one's pocket money, than useless trinkets.
ETHELREDA.

Music-Used as a medium of pleasure to
others. Ever since the days when David soothed
Saul's troubled spirit with his harp, music has
held its sway over hearts and will do so till the
end.
NANCY.
A hobby might, I think, take the form of a
charity, as in the case of Lady Herbert, who
used her talent for writing, selling her books
for the benefit of the poor ; while her friend, the
Marquise de Salvo-a gifted artist-disposed of
her paintings for the same good purpose. HILDA.
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One could not have a better hobby, I think,
than collecting the works of great authors-silent
friends, but fearless and faithful.
VERA.
Music-The mother of sympathy, the handmaid of religion. This is my hobby.
EILEEN.
GARDENING - The best joy and pastime.
What a delight to walk out one fine morning and
see some sweet new rose that one has watched
from a bud-a new variety for instance like my
red Irish Glory-to see it in full beauty, opening
wide its petals to the sun, while dew drops still
glitter in its heart and on its glossy green leaves.
-Are not one's digging and weeding well repaid!
MURIEL.
FLOWERS.- What a Jiving pleasure they are !
How many of us may say with Wordsworth,
"To me the meanest flower that blows can give
thoughts that too often be too deep for tears."
FANNY.
FAVOURITE SCENES.-REAL OR
IMAGINARY.
One of the most soul-subduing scenes I know,
is a moonlight sketch of St. Paul's, pictured-a
ruin, as it will be when those words of Macaulay
shall be fulfilled : " The Church of Rome may
still exist m undiminished vigour when some
traveller from New Zealand shall, in the midst
of a vast solitude, take his stand on a broken
arch of London Bridge to sketch the ruins of
St. Paul's."
CLARE.
My best loved scene is not one of grandeur,
and in describing it, I Shall avoid superlatives,
but to me the spot is beautiful, because it means
home. Near the Murray River is a little town
nestling among vine-clad hills, and I love to
picture these hill slopes, as they are, in this
lovely spring weather.
" East or west, home is best."

NANCY.
One of the most beautiful sights I know is
sunrise on the Dividing Range.-The brilliant
east streaked with rose and gold.-The first
shafts of sunlight gilding the rocks.-A purple
haze rising slowly from the deep gullies.-The
birds singing their matins.-Sheep-bells tinkling.
HILDA.
All make a dream of quiet beauty.
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The sea in its varying moods, in its shifting
lights and shades, is to me the embodiment of
earthly beauty.
MADGE.
YouTH AND AGE.-What a contrast they
make-a worn, world-weary man, tottering to
his end, led by a bonny child, happy and wondering-eyed, to whom life is a great unknown.
MARY.

\

Music is the crown of all beauty, hence the
scene I should think most lovely, can be best
described by quoting Shakespeare's words:
" How sweet the moonlight sleeps upon this bank,
Here will we sit, and let the sounds of music creep in our
ears;
Soft stillness and the night become the touches of sweet
harmony,
Sit, and look how the floor of Heaven
Is thick inlaid with patines of bright gold;
There's not the smallest orb which thou beholdest,
But in his motion like an angel sings,
Still quiring to the young-eyed cherubims :
Such harmony is in immortal souls:
But, whilst this muddy vesture of decay
Doth grossly close it in, we cannot hear it."

DOROTHY.
What is my idea of beauty?
"Not the show of graceful limbs and features,
No, these are but flowers that have their dated hours, to
breathe their momentary sweets-then go.
'Tis the stainless soul within, that outshines the fairest
skin."

NAOMI.
A SUMMER NIGHT.
There is nothing to my mind more full of
peace than a summer night, stealing softly in,
after the dazzling heat and the glow of the sunset. Watch the western horizon all fringed with
gold, see how it slowly turns pale. Listen to the
stillness. The glad bird songs have ceased, and
only a weird curlew now calls. The evening
mists stretch forth their long grey fingers, and
seem to clasp the land in their chilly hold. Lo !
the summer night has stolen in.
And who has not felt the sense of a subtle
sweetness filling the air when the musk trees,
the late roses, the magnolias, the night-flowering
stock, all yield their incense towards Heaven.
NAO-MD.
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A hay-making scene is my favourite. It
is good to watch the sheaves piled up in the
waggon, and then to see the strong horses plodd ing home, the tired harvesters gladly following,
and often a happy child perched on the hay beside
the driver of the waggon.
HoNoR.

Scene at the close of a fierce December day.
The western sky is a mass of living fire. Dark
gums stand out in bold relief against the molten
gold. I see a rough bush track and a solitary
wayfarer: "a sundowner," dusty and weatherbeaten, a "swag" slung on his shoulders, the
inevitable "billy" in his hand . Alone in the
world this Christmas Eve. Who, in all God's
earth, cares for him or his fate ? Only a sundowner!
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Nttnc Coepi.-The words of the royal David.
Re-echoing through the ages they have influenced
many a soul in this great drama called life. How
many have taken up the battle against self once
again with the ringing cry:-" Nunc Coepi."
How often has one well-nigh hopeless, t'aken
heart and struggled on murmuring - "Nunc
Coepi."
NoRA.
The best motto I know i~ that which Ruskin
chose:-" To-day."
NANCY.

Omnia vincit amor.
ETHELREDA.

There is a tide in the affairs of men,
Which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune.
DORIS.

NoRA.

A quiet bush nook in a fern gully, a fallen
log as a seat, the crisp bracken for a carpet,
wild birds as musicians, the bubbling creek
their accompanist.-This is my ideal scene.
FLA VIE.

A morning in early spring-dewdrops on the
long grass and on the cobwebs that are transformed into a network of pearls. Birds skimming
the water for an early bath ; the whole earth
bathed in freshness, and "in a light that is love
to the flowers." Well might Browning sing:
God's in His Heaven .

All's well with the world.
ANNIE.

MOTTOES,

" Seek first the Kingdom of God and of His
justice, and all things else shall be added unto
you." These words ruled the life of a great
woman-the foundress in Ireland of the Institute
of the Blessed Virgin Mary.
MARGOT.

" Sin is sin, though it be not seen."
MARY.

" The mill cannot grind with the water that
has passed."
BEATRICE.

"Finis coronat opus."-How true! In school
time and in every grade of life, the consistent
worker triumphs. After death, Eternity itself
proves this saying true: "Finis coronat opus."
MADGE.

OR SAYINGS WHICH ftAVE INFLUENCED, OR
MIGHT INFLUENCE A LIFE .

Securus judicat orbis terrarum.-The sentence
of St. Augustine quoted by Cardinal Wiseman
against the Anglicans. To use Newman's own
words, "it pulverised the Via Media." It was
the death knell of the doubts of his life.
CLARE.

The words which form my motto were first
heard on a certain hillside in Galilee, and the
Master spoke them to a listening multitude" As you would that men should do to you, do
you also to them in like ·manner."
MILDRED.

"Magna est veritas et praevalebit."-This is my
motto.
NAOMI.

EUCALYPTUS

Ube

~atnters

BLOSSOMS.

of \Pentce.

-::::.;i.:::::-·~-

to the growing importance of art- when the
Bellini are called on to complete the frescoes of
the ball of the Consiglio Maggiore. They were
MONG the famous cities of the world none in full course of execution when Antonello of
have furnished more themes to the poet Messina arrived in Venice and brought with
him the secret of using oil in painting, which
and artist than Venice.
had
been discovered in Bruges some time before
Shakespeare has depicted her life. Byron,
by
Eyck.
Antonello was anxious to k~ep his
Schiller Shelley have revelled in her beauty and
but
Giovanni
Bellini was determmed to
secret
power. 'Wordsworth has sung of her f~ee~o~.
find
i~
out.
"Feigning
to be a gentleman," he
Such a city ought to have a dtstmctJve
to paint his portraitcommissioned
Antonello
literature and art of its own, and so, in truth,
an
expedient
which
gave
him the best method
it has. And though its power has long since
possible
for
studying
the
stranger's
method. The
departed, even now its wreck is a glory ; and if
latter
agreed,
and
Giovanni
discovered
" what
Italy is the garden of the world, the home of all
compo~nd
it
was
into
which
the
stranger
dipped
art yields, Venice is Italy's garden and tre.asure
his
brushes
from
time
to
time."
house, and its bullet-riddled pictures will be
The two Bellini lived and laboured together
preserved for ever-symbols and relics ?f _her
during
their father's lifetime, but when ~e die~,
life when she was "Europe's bulwark gamst
they
separated,
each to his own path. G10vanm,
the Ottomite." Ruskin has said:
the youngest and greatest, continued faithful to
"Where there is no war, there can be no art."
Venice was warlike from her infancy, and so the subjects and methods in which he had been
we find that the art of painting had for a long trained. The Divine Mother and Child were
time dimly flourished amongst the Venetians. the favourite subjects of his genius. "He must
Love of decoration seems to have been one of have placed that sweet and tender image over
their chief characteristics, and in some of the scores of altars."
No words could ever express to us the
pictures of those old days there is much _that ~s
beautiful. But the pictorial art of Vemce did feelings of Bellini's soul as clearly as do these
not really begin until about the middle of the pictures. The Infant King in His Mother's ~rms
fifteenth century, when Jacopo Bellini and his is surrounded generally by angels and sarnts,
two sons, Gentile and Giovanni, came from and the Divine Mother Herself is sometimes
Padua and settled near the Rialto. "With the enthroned, holding the sacred Infant erect, offerBellini the pictorial art came like Athene, full ing Him to the worship of the world, sometimes
arrayed in maturity of Celestial godhood, a sight watching Him as He sleeps with reverential
for all men." The Bellini sprang at once as far humility and boundless love. The painter who
beyond their contemporaries as Dante was beyond set such an image before us must have had a
bis. Politically they found that Venice was not profound and tender love for Her and a strong
in a happy condition. Wars had exhausted her and exquisite adoration for Her Child.
\\'hile Giovanni thus gave the inspiration of
resources, and her dominion in the East as well
his
lofty genius to this most suhlime of subjects,
as her trade had been greatly impaired. The
his
brother Gentile found "that subjects less
Turk had been in Friuli murdering and ravagbut yet noble," w"!re better within his
sacred,
ing: however, within the city life went on as
range.
He has left us in his pictures, Venice
usual. Though the doges were less powerful
they were more splendid than ever ; the canals in the guise she then wore, as no description
echoed with song, and shone with gay proces- could do. San Marco, the Campanile, the high
sions; the great patrician houses grew more palaces, the colonnades, the Gondolas, the proimposing, and their decorations more beautiful cessions, all are there. His Venice is not the
every day, and we soon find a national tribute Venice which we now know, it is a life long
"Venice-Queen of the sea!
Otway, Radcliffe, Schiller, Shakespeare's art
Had stamped her image in me."
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over, yet living and true.
His earliest pictures are two representing
different processions. In the hrst a sacred relic
is being carried across the piazza attended by
a processim;i of wonderful magnificence of white
and gilded canopy, and embroidered mantle.
In the second, the procession is winding
over a bridge "with the light in their faces."
Draperies are hung at every window, women
are looking out; while along the Fondamenta
on one side of the canal a row of ladies-" in
the most magnificent costumes, jewelled necklaces and coronets, and light veils of transparent
tissue "-look on, waiting perhaps to follow in
the procession.
" The first of those figures, she, with the
crown, is Catherine Cornara, the ex-queen of
Cyprus, come from her retirement at Asolo to
view the procession."
We can imagine with whilt joy the Venetians
thronged to see those pictures, and how they
gloried in the genius who could reproduce the
great scenes of the past.
We next find Gentile commissioned to go to
Constantinople, at the request of the Sultan,
who had seen a picture carried eastward by a
Venetian merchant, and desired to know how
such a wonderful thing could be done. He
went, the grim monarch received him with
courtesy, and Gentile painted his portrait. We
have it still-the face of no murderous Turk,
but a face of "curious refinement, almost feeble,
but full of the impassioned calm of an unqestioned despot." It is a curious fact. To-day
Venice is fighting, struggling with, overcoming
the Turk. To-morrow the Turk has conquered,
and taken possession of the once splendid Constantinople; Europe and Venice are threatened.
The fighting is over, and Venice sends her artist
to please the Tnrk. He returns and receives
a pension in reward for his work
Gentile Bellini died in 1507, his brother
nearly ten years after. Both were buried in
the great church of San Giovanni a Poola,
where the traveller may see their names upon
a pavement in all humility and peace.
The nearest to these two brothers in the
meaning of his work is Carpaccio. He is the
first illustrator of the legends of Venice-" the
most delightful story-teller of his time." Car-
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paccio's art was that of the minstrel historianthe Crusaders, the Marytrs, the Apostles are
subjects for him. The Renaissance was bringing
back "all the uncleanly gods of the heathen" to
delight the licentious and learned, and Carpaccio
turned his back upon it, and entranced even
pleasure-loving Venice with the sublimity of
the noble lives of the soldiers of the Cross.
He did much for Venice, and yet of his
own private history we know nothing, but the
remembrance of his genius will live forever,
even if Ruskin had not " stamped his image in
us."

The day of art had now fully risen in Venice.
The thrill of new beginning had roused all Italy.
Bellini's studio was thronged with pupils, among
whom, one was destined to become more famous
than bis master. A boy, only ten years old,
named Titian, came down from the mountains to
work in the famous studio. He was a steady,
patient worker, who gathered to himself all that
his master had to teach him, together with the
new principles with which his fellow-student,
Giorgione," participated in that power by which
nature mixes human flesh with all the qualities
of the elements." Titian had ninety years to
live, and nature worked leisurely in him. He
first came into prominence when decorating a
house on the Rialto. The house remains yet,
but the sea-breezes and keen air have carried
away Titian's beautiful work.
Titian was at first rather unpopular, people
were slow to appreciate his work, but when
he painted his magnificent Assumption for the
Church of the Frari, they no longer failed to
recognise his genius. They recognised his
genius, his powers as a colourist, but there was
something absent from his pictures ; something
more lovely than the loveliest colour of the
new method. The Renaissance, the failure of
religious faith, had affected Titian. His sacred
pictures were beautiful, but not divine. " The
soul had gone out of them." And so he turned
to portrait painting, and in this he is without a rival. " The men whom Titian paints
are all worthy to be senators or emperors."
Furthermore, he borrowed themes from classic
mythology, and thus was the first of the Italian
painters who depicted any but religious scenes.
The Emperor Charles V. became Titian's patron,

EUCALYPTUS
declared him to be the only painter whom he
would care to honour, and named him Cavalier
and Count Palatine.
So Titian became rich and famous, and
lived in a luxurious and delightful house in
San Cassiano, where he gathered round him
the finest company in Venice, and with them
enjoyed one of the most marvellous scenes of
the world. His life was successful, splendid
and prosperous. He died of plague, and was
buried by special order of the Signoria in hasty
state in the Frari.
While Titian was at the height of his glory
a dyer's little son was brought into his studio
to work. One day Titian found some rough
sketches lying about, and he knew that whoever bad drawn them would yet be a dangerous
rival-for they showed extraordinary talent.
Hearing that they were the work of Tinteretto,
the dyer's son, he sent him away. Thus, without hearing the reason, Tinteretto was left
without a master. But he resolved to become
famous. He determined to instruct himself by
studying the works of Michael Angelo and Titian.
Tinteretto was full of worth and talent, especially
in music and in playing divers instruments, and
was in other respects aimable in all his actions;
but in matters of art, extravagant, capricious,
swift and resolute-the most hot-headed that
ever has taken painting in hand.
With all his energy, Tinteretto was not at
first successful. He proposed to the prior of the
Church of the Madonna de!' Orto to paint the
two sides of the chief chapel ; but as the sides
were 50 feet in height, the prior only laughed
at him. Tinteretto was not to be put off so
easily, so he proposed to do the work for
nothing, the prior then consented to let him
do it. The two great pictures were at last
finished. One represented Moses returning from
the Mount with the Tablets of the Law to find
the Israelites worshipping the Golden Calf,
the other the Last Judgment-they caused a

,
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tremendous sensation throughout the city and
his fame spread rapidly. There was a certain
competition for the ornamentation of the ceiling
at the school of San Rocco. While the other
painters were preparing drawings, Tinteretto
had the space measured, and with all the fire of
rapid execution, in which nobody could touch
him, had his picture finished when the others
thought he had scarcely begun. When the
day of the competition arrived Tinteretto had
his canvas secretly conveyed to the spot,
fixed up in its place and covered. After the
other competitors had exhibited 'their drawings,
he, to the consternation of all, snatched away
the linen that covered his picture, and revealed
it completed. The feelings of the other competitors can be easily imagined. He told the
authorities that if they did not wish to pay
him, he would make a present of the picture
to the saint, and his saying produced such an
effect that his work is there to the present day.
The Bellini and Carpaccio are strong in their
impulse: they appeal to something in us which
is more than the eye : they never lose touch of
human sentiment: in the Venetian streets all
full of a hundred histories, in the legends of
love and martyrdom-in the sweetest ideal of
life, the consecrated women and the children.
Titian and Tinteretto departed from the old
ideals. None of the divinity of the Christ-Child
and His Mother comes to us from them. "A
few noble heads of senators are all that haunt
our memory." Light, shade, colour, science,
beauty are all there-but human feeling is not.
It is impossible for us to go into full detail
about the painters of Venice, or discuss the
qualities of the long list who conduct art "from
perfection to decay." Her days of great artistic
power seem gone, but she has inexhaustible
treasures still stored which make her even now
"a marvel and a show."
A MEMBER OF THE ART CLASS.
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UR Latin class is composed of some students
whose love for the grand tongue of ancient
Rome has led them with deepest interest
first through C~sar's campaigns and then
through part of Virgil's Aeneid.
It is restful in these days of rush and progress
to d"".ell awhile in thought among the ancients,
studymg the world in which they lived and
worked.
It was with a deep personal interest in the
man that we scanned all stories and biographies
of Virgil; from our readings we have put together these notes, hoping it may interest other
Latin students, or other lovers of old world
stories.

l:'.J

rapuere, tenere nunc Parthenope; cecini, pascua
rura, duces."
The last phrase refers to the Aeneid, which
describes the wanderings of Aeneas, "Arma
virumque cano," says Virgil in his opening Jines.
He describes the fall of Troy and the wanderings of Aeneas, the storm in the Mediterranean
and the reception by Queen Dido in her newly:
founded city.
"Urbs antiqua fuit --Tyrii tenuere coloniCarthago, Italiam contra, Tiberinaque longe
Ostia, dives opum, studiisque asperrima belli."
Dido receives him kindly.
"Solvite corde metum, Teucri, secludite curas

Of all the ancient writers Virgil is loved the
best. Nearly two thousand years have elapsed
since his works were first given to the world, yet
they are still the source of living inspiration.
Dante wisely chose Virgil as his guide,
reverently following him through mystic regions
of thought, and Virgil has maintained his proud
position amongst the great writers of all time,
he_ranks on a level with Homer, Shakespeare,
Milton. He stands out amongst Latin authors

Urbem quam
Statuo vestra est."
At a banquet, given in his honour, Aeneas
tells the story of Troy's fall-" infandum dolorem." But the fates have decreed that he must
leave Dido, though not willingly does he go."
"Italiam non sponte sequor."
Virgil's other works were the " Bucolics "
" H er d smen ' s songs. " T hey were descriptive of
'
the life, songs, the love and strife of shepherds,
b ut are very unreal. To a great extent Virgil

as the foremost figure of the Augustan age-the
poet laureate of old Rome-the poet who marks
the climax of Latin literature.

borrows the idea for these poems from a Greek
writer whose idylls deal, but in a much fresher

Virgil's rank as a poet was secured in his
lifetime. He was popular, for he appealed to
all ranks. When a selection of his poems was
recited in the theatre, the people rose as one
man to reverence the writer who was present.
He was born in the country, in Cisalpine
Gaul; though his parentage was humble, he had
a good education. Much of his early life was
spent in the country, he loved it, and wrote
much about it. Later he went to Rome, and
became a member of the literary circle there.
He was the friend of Horace and of the Emperor
Augustus. The latter wished the poet to turn
to more ambitious work than he had yet done.
Virgil obeyed, and the result was the great
national epic--the Aeneid, which he did not
live to finish, though he spent ten years at it.
He died after a journey to Greece, was buried
at Naples, and his epitaph briefly sums up the
facts of his life-" Barituo me genuit ; Calabre

and more natural manner, with similar tooics
Virgil's style is peculiar to himself, and, like
h
f T
t at o
ennyson, the result of long years of
study and preparation.
He is elaborate, and avoids the commonplace : he possesses the power of fitting the
right word to the thought, thus leaving, as
Tennyson says of him:
All the charm of all the muses
Often flowing in a lonely word.

His lines are full of music, and beautifully
rounded cadences, and the mere sound of his
words and phrases lingers in the ear and haunts
the memory.
Cardinal Newman in one of his writings
makes reference to Virgil's " single words and
phrases, h'.s pathetic half-lines, giving utterance,
as the v01ce of nature herself, to that pain and
weariness, yet hope of better things, which is
the experience of her children in every time."
AVALON AUSTIN.
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SERIES of soirees helped to brighten the
weeks as they passed. We here reproduce
a discussion on the war which gained considerable praise for the youthful members of the
Second Division who introduced it into one of
their soirees.
Said Kathleen, raising a miniature Russian
flag: "The war is the topic of the day, so it will
not be out of place to discuss which country we
should wish to win. Will those sympathising
with Russia please follow my flag." "And those
in favour of Japan follow me," added Eileen,
holding the Japanese red disk aloft. When all
were seated, Eileen began:-" Japan is the
country of my choice-the land of the rising
sun, 'a group of flowery islands set in a silver
sea; the child of the world's old age.' We
may apply to Japan the words of Tennyson:

Pl

" Step by step we gained a freedom,
Known to Europe known to all,
Step by step we rose to greatness."

" What nation was ever before known to rise
from obscurity to greatness in the short span of
forty years? Yet Japan has accomplished this."
Thereupon, Cissie answered, "Japan is well
enough in its way-a picturesque, interesting
little group, but it seems to me rather insignificant in contrast with the huge Empire of
Russia, and I cannot see how its limited
resources and newly-trained men can ever hold
out against those of Russia in the long run.
The comparison of the present struggle with
that of the Punic wars seems much to the point.
' Big resources al ways tell in the end.'"
Then said Nancy : " I wonder at any beauty
lovers ranging themselves on the side of admirers
of Russia. Listen first to a description of a
Russian village given by a late writer, and then
contrast it with a glimpse of Japanese scenery
that I shall give:-' You can't imagine how ugly
a village may be till you have seen one in Russiil.
They are all the same. The houses are of
unpainted wood, all one storey, and usually built
awry. They are in disrepair. There is always
a yard, but it is ankle deep in mud, and the
pigs have free entrance to the house. The
fencing is half broken. There is usually one

street, a hundred yards wide, but it is kept in
no order. It is axle deep in dust in summer,
and in winter it is axle deep in mire.' Now
look at a different picture-wander through the
woodlands of Japan, gay with autumn tints,
more brilliant and varied than any in the world.
We come to the cultivated lands and look in
vain for a weed, ceaseless industry has turned
all but the forest lands into il beautifully kept
garden. The humblest cottage has its growth
of wild roses, camellias, orchids, violets, lilies,
and chrysanthemums. Surely, this is a land of
flowers and sunshine, fit home for a happy, lighthearted, courteous race. But this gem of the
East was for centuries as carefully guarded from
the outer world as the jewels in an enchanter's
casket."
"Truly," said Naomi, "the Japs slept like
frogs in a well, till the wide-awake Yankees
awoke them rudely enough in r853."
Replied Beatrice," I beg pardon of my honourable Russian sympathiser, but this awakening,
if rude, was very providential, and the Japs have
recognised this themselves, for they have erected
a monument on the spot where Commodore
Perry first landed. I think that their first answer
to the United States only shows their naturally
peaceful spirit. You remember how it ran:' Never has the clash of foreign arms been heard
on our holy ground, let not our generation be
the first to see the disgrace of a foreign army
treading on the land where our forefathers rest.'"
Then Clare spoke," It is just the magnificent
fighting power of the Russians that I admire.
Who would not be proud of the hero Yermak
leading his men across the Urals; and think of
the heroism of the pioneers who followed to
colonise Siberia, fighting starvation and frostbite there, and steadily working their way across
the Urals till they reached the shores of the
Pacific, where now stands that monument with
its famous inscription,' Where a Russian flag has
once been h-oisted it must never be lowered.' "
On this Eileen exclaimed, " Who speaks
of Russian heroism and patriotism, the word
Japanese is synonymous with both. Have you
ever heard of the Japanese woman, who, in the
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continents, and stretches from the frozen North
to the sunny South. Villages in great Russia
may be all that the quoted writer of talent
describes, but I would ask him to visit Little
Russia, where Mr Geddie says, ' Houses are
buried under the blossom of peach and apricot
trees, grapes ripen in the open air, and the
broad steppes in summer and spring are an ocean
of greenness, starred by flowers of every kind
and hue.'"
Clare added: "I would ask my Japanese
friends to read Fraser's description of the building of a bridge over the N uni River in the middle
of Manchuria - here he saw 2000 Russians and
5000 Chinese working steadily day and night in
all wea t hers and under the ghastly glare of
electric light when necessary, finishing with
almost demoniacal haste, this railway bridge
in remote preparation, no doubt for the present
war. This scene may help all to realise what
Russia can do when she really determines to

late Chinese war, wept on the death of her
youngest son-wept not from natural grief at
his loss, but because having already given
husband, brothers, and sons to the fight, she had
no other men to send to the war. This is but
a type of Japanese patriotism ."
"Then said Naomi, "Bismarck described
Russia as 'a colossus on clay feet.' But those
feet have hardened since the words were spoken .
'They have clattered to the Pacific; they have
clattered across Manchuria ; they are in Mongolia; they are about Persia and about China,
and they hope some day to clatter through
Afghanistan to India. India is what the statesman in St. Petersburg, looking over his coffee
and straight into your eyes, calls ' H.ussia's
destiny.' And when your eyes throw back a
defiance, he offers you a cigarett e, smiles, and
says, 'We will see- in the future .'"
Eileen once more begins : " There is one
point in the Jap'scharacter on which no slur has
ever yet been cast, and that is their keen sense
of honour-can this be said of our friends the
Russians? And again which is more admirable,
the strict temperance and moderation of the
Japanese or the manner of a Russian t raveller,
of whom Mr. Fraser says, 'A Russian has no
fixed meal time, but takes food whenever he is
hungry, which is often. He has about six square
meals a day, at least a dozen lunches: a little
salt-fish or some caviare-a piece of bread and
cheese, an onion and some red cabbage, some
sardines and slices of tomato, all washed down
with many nips of the fiery spirit Vodki.'"
Kathleen answered: " I do not think the
Russian appetite is due altogether to greediness.
If our abstemious Japanese friends were transported to the severe Russian climate perhaps
their appetites might visibly increase. My
honourable Japanese sympathiser who spoke
in such glowing terms of the beauties of Japan
in contrast to dreary Russian scenery, forgot,
I think, that Russia is a big word. We must
remember that it fills the greater part of two

win."

Said Naomi: "Our Russian sympathisers
certainly make out a strong case in their own
favour. I shall only, in conclusion, make two
remarks ; one is that another comparison to this
war may be drawn from ancient times, besides
that of the Punic wars, namely, the war between
Athens and the vast Persian Empire. In this
world-famed contest who won at Salamis, Thermopyl<e, Marathon? History sometimes repeats
itself I am told. My last remark is that perhaps
we need not disturb ourselves too much as to
the result of the struggle : for those kindly and
disinterested powers, England and Germany
will, no doubt, overhaul the treaty when made,
as they did that made at the end of the Chinese
and Japanese war of 1893, reconstructing it
entirely to their own satisfaction and advantage."
"And so,'' said Kathleen, " after all is said
and done, perhaps we had better mutually agree
to differ.'' Whereupon the contestants amicably
shook hands and retired.
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the room, on which microscopes were
placed. Mr Martell had kindly asked
a few . scientific friends to bring their
instruments, which, with our own,
made in all, the number of seven
microscopes. These gentlemen devoted to us the whole evening,
and with unwearying kindness and
patience unfolded to us some of the
glories of a world so little known.
As we passed from table to table
glimpses from fairyland were exposed
to our view, yet these wonders we
discovered, were only the common
objects which lie about us and which
were revealed for the first time in the reality of
their beauty.
The first view was of minute water plants
such as grow on the rushes in the lake. So
minute were they that a hundred would occupy
the space of two pin heads, yet of such exquisite
colouring, azure and amber and gold, and of
wonderful beauty of form. They were arranged
on the slide in a church pattern of Maltese
crosses set within a square, and this by means
of a hair from a cat's whiskers, the only instrument, I suppose, delicate enough for such an
operation.
Next came a study in chalk, the skeletons of
the foraminiferae, those tiny shellfish whose
skeletons haYe formed the white cliffs of Dover.
Their multitudinous forms were distinctly visible
in soft shades of grey and white like a glorified
de Jaine pattern.
Another slide showed a group of the polycystina, the shellfish which form the basis of the
rock formation on the bed of the ocean. Almost

invisible to the naked eye, two million grouped
together would form one cubic inch, still the
microscope revealed all their beauties. Thirty
years ago the dredgers of the Challenger, a boat
sent out in the interests of science, brought to
light these living creatures from a depth of 2000
fathoms (12,000 feet) in the Pacific Ocean. Up
to that time many scientists had held that it
was impossible for animal life to exist beneath
the pressure consequent on such a depth. The
discovery of these creatures was sufficient contradiction.
A group of butterfly's eggs was simply enchanting. Found on plants, on the under side
of leaves, these are often cultivated by enthusiastic scientists. In this group, whose atoms
were just distinguishable by the naked eye, were
many varieties, some white, crinkled and transparent, bearing much resemblance to the sea
urchin's eggs picked up on the beach, four brown,
round and smooth like acorns.
It would be impossible here to describe all
the beauties shown us. Beneath one microscope
a pearl showed the rings produced in its formation ; a moth, caught while attracted by the gas
light over our heads, revealed the glories of its
transparent wing, or a piece of granite flashed
many colours through its close-set hardness.
Very lovely too were the feathers of the humming bird, with hues of the peacock's tail in
fairy miniature.
Sections of the bottle tree, the wormwood
tree, and of a Ballarat tree fern, exemplified to
the botanists the relation between the size of the
cells and the swift growth of the tree ; while to
lovers of physiology, a section of the human eye,
brain and arteries offered counter attractions.
These visions were enhanced by the explanations of our kind entertainers, who never wearied
of replying to our incessant questions and pointing out new wonders to our enquiring eyes. To
them we tender our most grateful thanks.
ARGt:S.
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(FOUNDED ON FACT.)

S I write, the gum-blossoms honey the air a giant gum, and lay, his breath coming in great
around, and bees drone in the flower sobs, his hands clutching the earth.
It had all happened so suddenly, there was
masses. Above, the blue Westralian sky,
and in the air the stillness of the bush. Twenty no time for speech-only a sudden mutual imyards or so away, the dusty red track leads in pulse made us act. Madelaine's eyes met mine
towards the town- a winding road that leaves and I read in them my own determination-we
the peace and hush of the country, to stiffen would never betray a fellow-creature in such a
strait. Quickly my sister flung herself down
amid shops and offices.
Just now, I heard the regular beat of a sitting so that her back bent the bracken near
horse's hoofs, and a mounted policeman rode the prostrate body ; she began to re-arrange her
by me, his magnificent horse cantering easily flowers with trembling fingers, while I stood by
over the sun-flecked road-and the sight of him her side, and drew down a low-hanging gumrecalled a flood of memories, and one of the branch till it met the bracken tops, and formed
a flower-starred background to her slender figure,
most exciting episodes of my life.
Just this time last year, we were out for a completely hiding the fugitive-" Lie still !"she
ramble, Madelaine and I. The day had been said to him.
one of those softly drowsy succession of hours,
The next moment his pursuers were on usbut a light breeze had sprung up just at sunset, two mounted policemen and a black tracker;
and we stood, flower-laden, beneath the quiver- they saw us and pulled their horses almost on
ing gum-leaves and lifted our flushed faces to their haunches.
its caress.
" Seen a man round here ? " one of them
"Oh! "said Madelaine suddenly, "It is good shouted. "A man!" I said slowly, carelessly
to be alive and free!"
pulling the scented gum-blossoms, and dropAnd I knew what had prompted that sudden ping them one by one into Madelaine's lap.
voicing of her thoughts. That morning father " Well, yes, I did see a man not long ago."
had been warned of an escaped prisoner from the
" Eh ! you did? Which way was he going?
Fremantle gaol, his informant feeling sure that Quickly! We're after him!"
· the escaped was somewhere in our neighbour"Are you? Let me see now-which way"hood. And through the long day we had spoken I put my hand to my head as if trying to refrom time to time of the hunted man, for the member. " I fancy he was heading in that direcpolice were, of course, on his tracks, and loving tion-down by the gully, wasn't he, Madelaine?"
our life of freedom, we were filled with pity for But they didn't wait for her answer, for my inthe man who was denied it.
terrogator, with an oath, dug his spurs into his
" Yes ! " I answered, " It is good ! "
horse's steaming sides, the creature bounded
And we fell again into silence. And then- forward and away they all thundered, leaving
and then--! In the distance the thud of only a cloud of dust behind, and the echoes
galloping hoofs, and nearer to us a sound of which died lingeringly into silence. Then I let
unsteady running, and hard-drawn breath-a go the branch, and it swung back into place as
man came lurching exhaustedly through the Madelaine's flowers dropped from her nerveless
trees! No need to question his identity! His fingers. But we spoke no word as the bracken
clothes flapped raggedly about him, his hands parted, and the man's white face peered up at
and unshod feet all blood and dust, his twitching us :-he reached out gropingly to the tree-trunk,
face pallid and drawn, and his eyes-ah ! God! and dragged himself painfully to his feet.
who could resist the despairing appeal in his
" God bless you both ! '' broke from his dry
eyes! Just as he reached us, he caught his foot lips. " Oh ! God bless you!"
and fell heavily into a growth of bracken beneath
Still we were silent, clinging to each other in
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the twilight. "They've been after me these
three days," he continued hoarsely, "An' I'd 'a
been-caught-but for you !-I'd die sooner than
go back to that awful place."-His eyes sought
ours like a trusting dog's-then dropped. "God
knows I'm innocent." His voice broke.
Madelaine put a soft hand on one of his.
"We believe you!" she said," and we're going
to save you if we can. See! There's the path
we're going to take home,-there are some
thick oleander bushes just near the dining-room
window, and I'll tie the dog up. Come! "
Hand in hand we fled along through the
gathering dusk, ever conscious of a grey figure
that glided near us, ever and anon crouching
mid the brush wood as some suspicious sound
startled the quiet.
Father was out late that night, else he might
have wondered why we chained old Trusty to
his kennel, and why at tea-time, we insisted on
waiting on ourselves, and sending away the
maid. Why, too, I should put a plateful of
meat and vegetables out on the dining-room
window sill, and more than one cup of tea "to
get cool." It was a good thing the oleanders
were so thick ! Never for one moment did we
regret the help given-and we eagerly made a
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parcel of food to sustain the wanderer on his
way. Madelaine found a comfortable old pair
of boots of father's, too, and I slipped the contents of my purse into an unwilling hand in the
darkness.

*

*

*

We stood at the garden gate in the quiet starlight-the man, strengthened and encouraged,
was about to start again on his wanderings-he
said he knew of a place where he would be safe
for a while, and that he hoped to reach it that
night.
" I can't thank you," he said softly. " But
God will not forget it to you ! He seemed far
away that time - to-day-but He wasn 't!Good-bye! " He turned to go, and then faced
us again,-" Miss -you believe -I mean would you-will
you shake hands with me-just to show--."
He couldn't finish, hut we understood, and held
out our hands to be wrung by him. Then-" Thank you ! " he said, and turning swiftly
he was swallowed up in the darkness.
He was never caught, and I am glad--gladglad!
MARGARET E. FLEMING.

:-t':.
~.~

'Nature

'' 1R

BLOSSOMS.

ATU RE is the oldest of Bibles, and
so richly is it illustrated, that
child eyes love to scan its pages,
child fingers love to follow its resplendent lines, and child lips love
to spell out its emblazoned words."
Nature study has been followed
with the keenest interest this year,
together with practical gardening,
and the Loreto Rose Society now
boasts some 50 varieties of good
roses. The girls of the Domestic
Economy Class have gone in solely
for vegetable gardening and watch
the growth of their silver beet, peas,
beans, radishes, lettuce, etc., with
much anxiety.
No beetle, moth or worm goes
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unnoticed by our naturalists, to whom the life
history of every creature is a matter of much
importance; the discovery of a new bird or insect
causes quite a little wave of excitement among
them. A general Nature note book is subscribed to by all who care to contribute remarks
or observations.
We here give some extracts which may serve
as specimens of the whole contents of the Nature
book.
MIDWINTER HOLIDAY NOTES.
22ND JuLY.-On our way to.farm we enjoyed
a delightful walk through sunny lanes, and saw
a bright robin red-breast sitting on a hawthorn
bush. It finally flew to the farm. N.B.-The
robin spends all spring and summer deep in the
bush, nesting and rearing its young-hence we
see it abroad in winter only.

IST AuGusT.-Nellie spied a lovely patch of
moss in the hollow of a pear tree, tried to secure
it, and in doing so disturbed a bright red
centipede, who cleverly bored a hole to retreat
in further, through the earth. At the sight of
his many legs, this verse suggested itself:
" The centipede was happy quite
Until a toad in fun
Said, 'Pray which leg comes after which
When you begin to run? '
This wrought her mind to such a pitch
She lay distracted in a ditch
Considering how to run."

Black-birds tuning up deliciously they sing
from 6.30 a.m. till 7, when the sparrows, later
risers, become noisy; when they have done, the
black-birds commence again.
The small black ants knew what they were
about in May, when they migrated from the low
grounds of the paddock to the tennis ground and
big gum-tree-this winter has been so long and
wet.
16TH JuLY.-At 10 o'clock, lovely, soft cumuli
clouds-we note shadows between immense soft
piles. Eastward-a beautiful strip of clear blue,
further a soft white stray cloud. At 2 o'clock
a mackerel sky, a storm sign, they say. Cirrus
with bits of cumuli clouds flying round westwards. Five o'clock very low cumuli - dark sky
overhead-westward, mares' -tails, storm signs
according to sailors :-we shall see. g o'clock Storm, awful gusts.
14TH AUGUST-The finches we have seen in
the garden must have arrived from Southern
Queensland, for it is there they winter. A pity
it is no swallows come among us now. They
should be just flying south.
Plovers seen in the garden, and quite a flock
of them often on the road near the park opposite
our gates. This month they rear their young.
The harsh guttural voice of the wattle-bird
may be heard now in the gum-trees round the
grounds, but no sound comes from the butcher
birds that haunt the infirmary garden-they
whistle only in the autumn.
What has become of the screaming green
keets (Glossopsittacus concinnus) that used to
swarm in the gum-trees here seeking honey in
the blossoms? These keets have a little brush
at the end of the tongue suited to emptying the
honey pots of the gum blossoms. Our pet
rosella has no such brush, his tongue is rounded
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and hard, his beak powerful enough to break
any nut, seeds being his favourite food.
Just after this was written, a very beautiful
green parrot was spied in a fir tree near the
tennis court. His feathers were shaded from
dark to pale green, his beak deep yellow, reddish
featiiers under wings ; a tame bird evidently
escaped from its owner. The left wing was
short. We tried in vain to decoy it.
16TH AuGUST.-The rose beds are becoming
overgrown with sorrel, a mischievous weed
which must be raked out after the beds are
dug, for it shoots up no matter how deeply
buried. Some lovely sprays of sarsaparilla
(smilax) and also sprays of heath and maidenhair fern brought in by the farm man. Sundews (drosera) flowering now on patches of
burnt pasture.

Note.-The leaf of the sundew is carnivorous
in that it absorbs any unhappy insect that falls
on its sticky surface; a liquid exuding on the
prey dissolves it, and thus the plant absorbs its
insect food in liquid form. Notice how the sundew glistens in the sun and feel how sticky the
plant is to the touch and you will not wonder
that it attracts and holds many a victim. Notice
too the few feeding roots for the size of the
plant. Nitrogen is obtained rather in form of
flies than through its roots.
30T11. AuGUST.-The willows by the lakeside
are showing a faint, grey green tinge of colour
in their drooping branches, and a plum tree is
in blossom in the fruit garden-yet bleak winds
are blowing still.
. A young starling flew in one of the eastern
windows. We promptly caged it, in order better
to inspect the spotted, glossy plumage, and strong
yellow beak, but released the poor frightened
creature the next day.
A cruel black cat killed the dear tame blackbird, "The Nun," which lived in the quadrangle.
It left, most likely, a half-made nest in the
creepers close by. Every year a black-bird
builds there-the mate singing luscious notes
while the patient mother is on the nest.
3RD SEPTEMBER. - Bitter cold winds and
sleety rain ; snow reported in the environs of
Ballarat.
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4TH SEPTEMBER-A white frost in the morning-two more white frosts, followed by sunny
days. Winds, real September winds-dust blowing on the roads.
IOTH SEPTEMBER.-Showery, gusty weather
-wintry again. '' The old man has come back
for his umbrella," as Longfellow said.
I2TH SEPTEMBER .-Here follows diagram of
a dragon fly beautifully etched by Avalon. It
belongs to the family of the Neuroptera, distinct
from common-house fly Diptera (two winged.)
Note the dragon fly preys on mosquitoes-its
mouth is very large-a chewing mouth different
from the sucking mouth of the fly. It has been
known to prey even on butterflies, biting oft
their wings, and eating the body. The early
life of the dragon fly was passed in water, the
egg having being laid there. \Vhen the Jarva
stage was reached and passed, then, without
waiting for a pupa stage, the dragon fly emerged
one day when the skin of the lava burst and
the perfect insect flew away.
IOTH SEPTEMBER.-Here app~ars sketch of
leaf of a milk thistle, in which strange white
curving lines are visible-an egg was laid on
the under surface of the leaf and the larva ate
its way between the under and upper surface of
the leaf, leaving a white trace. Later a small
black fly developed from the larva.
I2TH SEPTEMBER.--Showers of pollen from
the pine trees blowing about like so much
sulphur, and the catkins are shaking out on
all the white poplars.
We are watching with interest a dear blackbird, who has made a most cunning nest in the
syringa by the tennis court ; two eggs m the
nest at present, one more to be laid.
r8TH SEPTEMBER.-Three eggs now in the
nest-the mother bird took care to make her
home pretty. She wove in numbers of the pink
seeds that fall from the firs.
19TH SEPTEMBER.-Sleet and bitter winds
again. "0 season of changes, of shadow and
shine."
20TH SEPTEMBER.-The black ants are now
migrating from the gum-trees of the paddock to
the high earth mounds which they perforate
each year.
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21sT SEPTEMBER.-A starling haunts the
trees in front of our school windows, creaking
out its discordant note -we should like to find
its nest of blue eggs.
26TH SEPTEMBER.-The sandpipers should
be arriving from Siberia now. They spend
half the year there, rear their young, and then
fly south to avoid the Arctic winter. A sandpiper which rests in the Yenesei River may be
seen a fortnight later on the sands of Australia.
15TH OcToBER.-A diagram of the hairy
caterpillar now appears with the following remarks : Hairy caterpillar found on ivy geranium
which he was voraciously eating. Note the
manner in which a caterpillar eats-the jaws
move from side to side, and he never pauses
even to breathe between the bites, for caterpillars breathe through breathing holes in their .
sides. They can eat twice their own weight in
a day. Notice a caterpillar has three pairs of
feet, four pairs of fleshy legs, and a tail clasper.
I ts head is large and shiny, but no eyes are to
be seen.
A second diagram shows a small green caterpillar, found on a spray of a choice Madame
Vermorel rose bush, which he was destroying.
He is seen in the act of climbing up his thread
which he has taken the precaution to fasten to
a leaf before being disturbed by an intruder.
23RD OcTOBER, - Something for "needy "
ho11sekeepers. The milk thistle may be used as
a vegetable: \Ve learn this from the Maoris,
who are very industrious and clever at finding
out things. When the thistle is young and
juicy they gather it and cook it with their other
food in a remarkable way. They dig a fair
sized hole and line it with well-washed stones,
which are fired until they are red hot. They
line this primitive oven with thistle, then put in
the meat, then a layer of thistle, then one of
fish, and so on until they have put in all
required for the meal. They put thistle on the
top as a last layer and some more hot stones,
then a clean sack or sugar bag, on which they
place earth and stones so that no air can get in.
In two or three hours the meal is ready, and the
Maoris sit around on the ground and feast gaily.
Food cooked in this way is called hangi.
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-::::¥E-·-::::YE--T lay among the College archives. At first
sight merely a bundle of MSS. yellow with
age, closely written in a hand laboriously
neat, like that of a schoolboy. A bright colored
picture of the Madonna and Child was pasted at
the top of the first leaf, encircled by a crown
of laurel in ink, apparently traced from an
engraving in the classical text book. Towards
the middle of the MSS. was the figure of an
emu, incorrect, crude, in the brightest vermilion,
and beneath it, in the lettering of the chaap
wuurong (soft lip) Kolor tribe, the name
'Beeak.'
Father Sarsfield had brought Beeak with his
brother Puunbat to the College, two black
chubby little urchins jolly and lazy, ready for
any labour before the eye of "our Father"
to whom they were willing slaves, more ready
to sleep away the sunny hours in any corner
of the grounds, if by any possibility they could
slip away from the class-rooms. This i\.1SS.
had been started under the father's direction,
the result of many a quiet afternoon spent with
him in his study. See under the picture an
attempt to copy the Father's writing in "Mater
Dei, Mater mea." Page after page of schoolboy writing, a record of school successes and
pleasures ; the failures and the sorrows never
mentioned. Then a break : one line scribbled
right across the unfinished sheet " I will not
write any more ti)l our father comes back."
Ah ! that memorable year when Father Sarsfield
was away, and his two charges, fifteen now,
left to fight their own battles and work out
their own salvation.
ON THE NEXT PAGE A LETTER.
"Dear Father."-The pen paused. The
hand that guided it, undecided, fearful, let it
trace out an uncertain path in ink till it slid
softly over the edge of the page. Then came
a mass of scribble, black, smudged, almost
unreadable. "I will write to you. You can
see this when you come back. Corne back! I
want you, so does Puunbat. It came on Saturday, the dream. I went to sleep in the sun and
I dreamt. I went back a long way and was
a baby puupuup, warm and comfortable on
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my mother's back. I could not see her face,
but the 'possum rug was warm .that held me,
and she had put stones in the bag ; I rested
on them so I could not slip down. Father struck
his spear in the ground and pulled down the
bark of a tree and built us a wuurn. Mother
climbed the tree and caught a 'possum and
it was not too fat, and we eat it and it was
good. The wind blew through the bark, and
the air was sweet. I pulled my kangaroo skin
round me and I slept. I was happy and free.
The sun was warm. I could see the sky. I
said, ' I will not go back to the College.' Are
dreams true ?-Come back! I hate this place
when you are away. Puunbat wants to go. He
came to me to-day and we talked our 'soft
lip' tongue that you said we must not talk.
I want you. Come back !"
Poor Beeak ! These were his bad days. A
look of gloomy intensity crept into his eyes,
though he tried to drown his melancholy in
excitement. At the classes he was brighter
than ever. At cricket he played as if his life
depended on the success of every movement.
Only sometimes his wild nature would master
him, usually after a talk with Puunbat.
One day there was a knock at the Rector's
door. " Come in!" The door opened. Beeak
stood on the threshold. His eyes were calm;
only the clenching of the thin, brown hands,
showed that his nerves were strung to the
highest pitch. "Come in !" said the Rector,
pointing to a chair near him. There was fresh
kindness in his tone . His eye was well trained
to mark every sign of feeling, and he knew
the lad was suffering. The boy sat down and
waited till the Rector had pushed aside his
papers. " I think you could talk to a fellow
something like our father, and I can't get
him." There was a sound of a break in his
voice, but he set his teeth and went on calmly.
" I was ten when our father took me away
with him. I have been remembering all the
time I lived with my own people, and something
pulls and pulls me back to them. I do not
want to go. I will not go." His voice grew
wild and rose almost to a shriek. The father
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laid a hand soothingly on his shoulder. In a
moment the boy threw himself on his knees
beside him. " They come to me at night, voices
and spirits, and once more I am a little puupuup, wrapped warm in my mother's 'possum
skin, or riding on my father's shoulders. The
sun is bright, and we walk through the bush.
The curls of the tree-ferns brush against my
face . I snatch at them as I pass. They scatter
dew drops down my neck and I laugh.
Again my father plants his spear in the
ground. I sit by, and watch him while he
tears the brown bark from the tree and builds
our wuurn. The old tree is bored through with
holes of wood grubs. Father gets the high
ones out for me with his curved stick . The
other children come, and we feast together in
the sunlight.
There is a noise of women beating upon
their drums. The August moon is rising high
and bright, and the sound is clear in the frosty
air. Ah, father! this picture comes oftenest of
all. There is wild excitemen.t in the air. All are
hurrying to tke clear space, close by dark gums
and ti-tree scrub. The women are beating their
skin drums beside the fire. The dancers are
assembling for their corroboree. I am among
tohe dancers, the foremost hunter in 'the kangaroo chase.' Puunbat is chief kangaroo, already
feeding quietly on the grass, darkness around
him. A soft sound from the musicians as of
many men moving stealthily. The kangaroo
lifts his head startled. With a wild whoop
we rush upon them in a half circle, closing in ;
our boomerangs ready to throw. The kangaroos
leap away swiftly, making for the gap still
left in our ranks. Then the dogs come, my laing
(godfather), fleet and nimble, untiring, leads
them on. He singles out the old man kangaroo
(though s·o dangerous is he, with great pointed
sticks to take the place of the sharp claws), and
clea-rs the .ground in huge oounds. Barking
and yelping he urges on the pack. He distances them all. Oh ! the struggle. See I must
be there-the wild night-the cries."
Beside himself with excitement, he had acted
every feature of the scene. The father laid his
cool hand on the boy's burning forehead, and
drew him gently down again. The hand was
eized and tightly held. The boy bent his head
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low over it, and a note of terror crept into
his voice . " They are too strong for me. The
power of the voices drags and drags me back.
The voices come every night, and sometimes
every day. What can I do?" Silently the
father drew the crucifix from his breast, and
laid it before tlie boy. The dark eyes rested on
it, and the excitement died away. "I know:
Our father taught me that. I must suffer, too,
if I would be like Him. I do love Him, and I
suffer. Sometimes I think I cannot bear it
much longer. If, some day," he shuddered,
"they were too strong for me and dragged
me back, to the wild, free life, the hunt, the
corroboree, could I never return? " For the
first time the priest spoke. He pointed to
the crucifix. "Togo would be giving Him up,"
he said. " Yes,' ' the boy's lips grew firm, and
a light of strong determination shone in his
eyes, " it would be giving Him up, and I will
never do that. Our father said he would
help me too. Will he come and help me, do
you think, when the voices are there?"
Th e father opened a book and began to
read. " Let not your heart be troubled. You
believe in God, believe also in Me. I ·will
not leave you orphans, I will come to you.
Peace I leave with you, My peace I give unto
you. I am the vine ; you the branches : he
that abideth in Me, and I in him, the same
beareth much fruit : for without Me you can
do nothing. So also you now indeed have
sorrow ; but I will see you again, and your
heart will rejoice; and your joy no man shall
take from you. Hitherto you have not asked
anything in My name. Ask, and you shall
receive; that your joy may be full. These
things I have spoken to you, that in Me )"OU
may have peace. In the world you shall have
distress: but have confidence, I have overcome
the world."
The voice ceased. The boy remained motionless, his eyes fixed on the figure of the Crucified.
The peace given by the Lord had passed into
his face. "I was a coward," he said quietly,
I am not frightened now. I remember what
our father said too: " I can do all things in
Him who strengtheneth me." He bent his lips
to. the father's hand. It was his only sign
of gratitude, but it was enough. He rose to go
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The father held the crucifix to him.
it," he said.
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Puunbat would dance. In imagination he could
see him now, his little body painted with stripes
Beeak was sitting at his window, looking
as a human skeleton. The leafy twigs tied
out at the glory of the sunset sky. Suddenly a
to his ankles rustle as he emerges from the
figure stood beside him. It was Puunbat. He
darkness in his turn. He can just be seen.
wore his ordinary school clothes, but the gala
The firel_ight flickers on the shining stripes.
reed, eighteen inches long, worn by the natives
The audience crane their necks in intensest
a~ the corroboree, was pushed through the
interest. With a stamp he sets himself with
pierced cartilage of his nose. His eyes were
arms extended, head thrown back and muscles
sparkling with excitement, and he spoke low
quivering, feet beating time to the music. There
and fast in his own tongue: " There is a meetis joy in every movement. He would be
ing of the tribes. Thousands will be there. I
champion. The chief would honour him.
am g_oing. I am never coming back." "You
But Puunbat was going. Surely he should
pro~1sed our father," cried Beeak, springing
not let h'.m go alone. He would go. Only
to his feet, "you would not go till his return.
that he might guard his brother, and bring him
Where is the cross he hung round your neck to
safely home when the meeting was over. Would
always tell you : Do not go!" " I have buried
not Father Sarsfield allow this. He must stand
it. You, too, must bury yours and come with
by his brother. A voice sounded in his ears.
me. Are you not my brother ? The tribes " He that pu_tteth his hand to the plough and
may not be friendly, I have been so long away. looketh back 1s not fit for the Kingdom of God.
You must come and stand beside me. It is not He that loveth father or mother or brother
right that I should go alone." Beeak trembled. more than Me is not worthy of Me." The
"You must not go, you must not go. Wait voice was the Father_'s. The words he spoke
only till our father comes back. You must that day so long ago 10 one of those quiet talks
not go and leave me."
before confirmation. "Is not worthy of Me"
1:he words stung. He pulled the cross fro~
" Come," whispered Puunbat impatiently
his ~reast, and looked at the thorn-crowned
"and listen." He drew the boy through th~ Crucified.
open window, across the verandah, down the
,A l~:iw whistle from up the stream. Puungarden path to the creek. At the bank he bat s s~gnal commanding him to come. The
t~rew himself on the ground, his ear raised just answering note was on .his lips. He pressed
slightly above it. " Do you not hear the sound the crucifix to them to still their trembling, and·
kept silence. Once again the call-the silence.
of the drums ? The skins are tight, and make ~uunbat was .gone, and he was left alone. The
great sound to-night. Some are filled with mg ht was. filled w~th threatening, jeering faces,
shells: hear them clicking. The men are strik- command1~g, urgrng, pleading, that he would
in~ their music sticks. All are singing. Quick! follow. q.1ant. hands pushed him on. Every
qmck ! we shall be late. My laing will be p~ls~. of his being re-echoed to the cry, " follow
him.
He threw himself on the ground in
th~re and yours. They will get us the white agony, and clung to his cross as an anchor.
parnt and the leaves for our feet. We will He coul? still hear the wild music. It rose
show we have not forgotten the ways of our to a ~hnek, and the song seemed to change,
repeatmg mcessantly, "coward, fool, traitor."
fathers. Come !"
The. sound stifled him. He rose and fled back
He slipped down into the shallow water of ~o his room, _and th_e morning found him kneelthe creek, and began to wade swiftly towards rng, struggling still. When · the great bell
the so~nd. Beeak lay on the ground entranced. pealed out for morning Mass he had conNow, rndeed, he heard in reality all that had quered.
Puu_n bat never returned, but Beeak was
come in his dreams. The doleful music enstrong ma strength not his own. Years later
c~ained him anew, the very song, the very h~ fol!owed his beloved f~ther to the strange
air he had loved as a child and learned to sing. tnbes m the far nort~. His worn crucifix spoke
Why should he not go only for this one time t<;> othe.r hearts as 1t spoke to his: " In hoc
NrvEs.
and take his place among the musicians, if s1gno vmces."
he could not trust himself with the dancers ?

. ~:·\Jh~ cus~'?ms. spoke~ of in this article are those of tribes
~~tin~t. es ern istn.c t of Victoria. These tribes are now almost
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E naturally followed with Magazines. The interchan ge of postcards with
loving interest the home- our American, Indian, Italian, Roumanian, and
ward journey of our dear Irish Convents has been a source of much
Reverend Mother General and interest this year.
S . M. Attracta . After halting at
A letter from Bucharest asked our prayers
Rome for an audience with the for a purpose which appeals to us AusHoly Father, they proceeded to tralians, viz., for rain. A severe drought
Gibraltar, where they were re- was said to threaten the country with dire
ceived with loyal rejoicings by distress. We trust and pray that this may
Ours. En roztte for our Convent, have been averted. The same letter also
at Seville, Reverend Mother was met by repre- told a touching little incid ent m consent atives of the truly Catholic nobility of Spain, nection with a procession of the Blessed
such as " Las Excmas. Sras Marquesa de las Sacrament. A former pupil of our Convent,
Torres, Marquesa de I run, Marquesa de Meritos, who was acting as govern ess to some children
senora viuda de Gonzales Nandin y de Baron," in Bucharest, was prevailed on by her charges
besides many "bellisimas senoritas" (we quote to raffle their costly and much prized doll, in
from the Spanish paper, " El Correo de Anda- order to obtain a good sum wherewith to buy
lucia"), who presented bouquets of sweet flowers. rare flowers to strew before the Blessed
An account of Reverend Mother's reception Sacrament. The raffle took place at our
at Castilleja de la Cuesta then followed, and Convent, and proved so great a success that
from our translation of the Spanish we find this the little ones had choice blossoms in abundance
to have been most warm and festive. Vv' e con- for the King.
gratulate our Spanish Nuns on the new
This is a year of note for our Indian
foundation in Madrid.
Convents, for it will see the celebration of
Paris was the next halting place of our dear the Golden Jubilee of the beloved Reverend
travellers, thence they journeyed to the Isle Mother Provincial-a personal friend of our
of Wight, with the intent of visiting the Reverend Mother and her namesake. Rememexiled Benedictines of the famous Solesmes bering how generously the Indian Convents
Monastery so celebrated for the perfection of sympathised with our la te Jubilee rejoicings,
its Gregorian music. What Reverend Mother's we were only too glad to join our prayers
welcome Home-at Rathfarnham must have and congratulations to those of our Indian
been, we leave to the imagination of those who Sisters to lay them at the feet of their venerated
understand the warmth of Celtic hearts. And
J ubilarian .
now we must be allowed a little grumble at the
With deepest interest we read of the foundasilence of our Irish Sisters for some time
tion
of a branch Convent in the ill-famed
past. It was only from the newspapers that
Sunderbunds
of the Ganges delta. This mission
we gleaned any knowledge of the great Unithe benefit of the poor natives,
is
entirely
for
versity successes achieved by the students of
and
hence
entails
privations and trials, whirh
Loreto, Stephen's Green, for which successes
make
us
at
once
proud
of the heroism of our
we tender our hearty cong!'atulations. To be
nuns,
and
regretful
of
their sufferings. We
second on the list of University distinctions was
cannot better end our talk entre nous than
an honour.
by the words" floreant martyres."
Thanks to our American Sisters for their
Hearty congratulations to our Sisters in
gracious words of praise of our last number of
the Blossoms. We always watch with interest W.A. on their successes, thanks for interesting
for the appearance of the Toronto and Niagara essays.
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EUCALYPTUS
SILVER JUBILEE OF His LORDSHIP THE RIGHT
REVEREND DR. DELANEY.
It was with deep regret that we learnt
only too late of the Sacerdotal Jubilee of the
Right Reverend Dr. Delaney, Co-adjutor Bishop of Hobart-a tried friend of Loreto.
The newspaper, which recorded it, added a
particular characteristic of His Lordship, namely, his refusal to accept personally the monetary
testimonial designed for him by his flock, transferring it rather to the many good works of
which he is the prime mover. We can but
atone for our seeming oversight by expressing
once again our congratulations and unchanged
feelings of respectful gratitude to His Lordship,

*
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on the anniversary of his Episcopal Consecration now close at hand.
And now to turn again to the all absorbing
interest of this year, the Jubilee of the Immaculate Conception of our Heavenly Mother.
At the feet of that tender, clement, powerful
Mother, we place our Blossoms, while we gaze
with awe and love on her glories, proofs of
the love of her Divine Son, who rejoices m
the honour paid to her.
" But look, what a wonder there is up in God :
One love, like a special perfection we see,
And the chief of thy grandeurs, great Mother, is there"
In the love the Eternal Himself has for thee.

"

Scbool

Februar.y.-All returned ready for a year of
steady work after our last "annus mirabilis."
We missed many familiar faces and above all
missed our old X.L. members.
"The old order changeth and giveth place to new."

March .-St. Patrick's Day was celebrated
with the usual merriment. Owing to the rain,
we could not have our customary sports and
tournaments, but we had an entertainment in
St. Cecilia's Hall. All now busy practising
Church music for the Holy week ceremonies.
April.-Holy week ceremonies were very
impressive. We had a lovely procession on
Holy Thursday. After the Regina Coeli on Holy
Saturday our Easter holidays commenced.
On Easter Monday the Messrs. \Vest kindly
gave us an · organ recital, and some ladies
rendered sacred songs with organ accompaniments.
It was glorious to hear the grand powers of
our organ brought out by master hands.
May.-Children of Mary spent a happy day
at the farm. They walked there and back and
climbed to the top of Mount Rowan. On their
return they graphically described all, making
the rest of us poor mortals long for a similar
treat.

'!Recor~.

8th.-An interesting lecture on Line Engraving was given by one of the X.L.s and
illustrated by magic-lantern views; it proved
entertaining as well as useful.
The Ladies of Charity gave a promenade
concert in St. Cecilia's Hall, the proceeds being
for the Poor Fund. Several Ballarat musicians
gave their services, and afternoon tea was served
in the hall, while on the stage the musical programme was carried out, our orchestra contributing one or two items. Perhaps, the finest
piece on the programme was a string quartette
led by Messrs. West and Gude.
2 r st J une.-We enjoyed our usual holiday in
honour of St. Aloysius' Day and dear Reverend
Mother's feast. \Ve had a concert in the evening-orchestral pieces, choruses, and a novelty
in the shape of a poetical paraphrase of Beethoven's Moonlight Sonata, accompanied in parts
by passages of the lovely composition.
We were given a pleasant afternoon in the
Bo tanical Gardens, and were much interested in
an account of the management of the lake fish
given us by a kindly informant. He showed us
specimens of fish, which were being sent to the
Melbourne Aquarium, and gave us some dear
little gold fish which Reverend Mother placed
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in the fountain.
Lessons in physical culture from a master
are now in progress. We have two lessons a
week and practise the exercises between times.
It is astonishing to see how agile and supple
these exercises make any earnest worker.
The end of June was shadowed by the death
of our revered Bishop, Dr. Moore.
When the news of his danger reached us,
all assembled in the Church, and a chorus of
prayer went up to aid him in the solemn passage
from earth. We recited the whole Rosary.
Again on the morning of his last day, we
gathered once more for the Rosary, knowing
that near us, close by our Convent gates, the
venerated Bishop within his silent palace, lay
waiting the summons Home.
After his Lordship's death, some of us were
allowed to the palace to see him lying in state.
The great bell here tolled constantly on the day
of interment, while all the household joined in
public prayers for the repose of his soul. Since
then, the Beads for the Dead have been said
each evening during our visit to the Blessed
Sacrament. So, at least, our prayerful remem-
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gave us a lecture on Mozart, with limelight
views; we thoroughly appreciated the matter,
but still more the professor's kindness to us in
giving the lecture.
The returning of the bright spring weather
made us all eager to live as much as possible in
the sweet sunshine. Great then was our joy
when permission was given for a renewal of the
cycle rides in the morning, before school work .
Each sunny morning saw different groups of
cycli sts spinning happily through country lanes
or round the willow-margined lake.
But a more universal treat was in store for
us when one Saturday morning an announcement was made tha t "all who wished could don
their hats and spend the day at the farm."
The enthusiasm which followed the proclama tion showed that all wished, and in a few minutes
we were ready. The greater number walked,
some half a dozen cycled, the remainder drove.
What a day it was! The freedom of climbing
up Mount Rowan and exploring the broad paddocks with their borders of great furze hedges !
Ho_w interesting were the deserted mines and
the strange bright sundews and other sweet

brance has followed our Bishop even to the

wild flowers-the numbers of wee, mothetless

Silent World beyond the tomb.
July.- The 11th saw us all en route for home
for our midwinter vacation.
August.-All returned to school on th_e 2nd
and hard study recommenced. The Children
of Mary made three days' retreat before the
Feast of the Assumption, and came back among
us so Madonna-like that we had reason to be
glad of their three days' retirement.
September.-All those fortunate enough to
have secured a place for four consecutive weeks
on the Tableau d' Horlneur had the reward of
a pleasant excursion to the Botanical Gardens.
Theyreturned muchelatedwith thefirstglimpses
of spring around the lake.
October. - Five of the novices were professed and two postulants (former Mary's Mount
students) received the habit of religion. A profession is so solemn a ceremony we were all
awed, it being the first some of us had ever
seen.
The music examination in connection with
the Melbourne University took place. Afterwards Professor Peterson, of the Chair of Music,

incubat9r chicks roaming the enclosure of the
grass plots near the house, besides fluffy yellow
ducklings by the dozen.
Then there were gentle cows and calves, not
to mention piggies in a model sty, and such a
beauty of a watch-dog, a real Danish bloodhound-Thor by name-a huge creature, but so
good-tempered one could not fear him. This
beautiful dog is the kind gift of T. Shew, Esq.,
Bank of Australasia.
In the dairy was the separator which provides us such rich cream. We had some fresh
milk too, that tasted good after our wanderings
through marsh and pasture lanes and paddocks.
A kind neighbour allowed us to gather two
great armfuls of flag-lilies growing wild on his
ground. Evening came all too soon, and we
had to turn our faces homeward, with many
thanks to our kind entertainers at Loreto farm.
We had fresh pleasure in exhibiting our
spoils to the nuns-a ground-lark's egg-sun dews with insects entrapped in their sensitive
leaves, posies of yellow broom and the wild white
lilies, a section of glittering quartz with just a
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susp1c1on of gold in it; and a couple of luckyhorse-shoes; while the naturalists had secured
a fine specimen of a looper worm and several
tadpoles.
November-All Saints' Day.-Chief among
the distinguished dignitaries brought to Victoria
by the Congress, and who honoured us by a
visit, was His Grace-Dr. Kelly, the archbishop
of Sydney. He came to Ballarat to spend
quietly the anniversary of his Ordination-near
his old friends, our own dear nuns. His Grace
came to the school and spoke to us so impressively and feelingly that we shall not soon forget
his visit here.
Other Congress visitors who honoured us
were Right Reverend Dr. Murray, Bishop of
Maitland-who introduced himself to us as an
old friend of dear Reverend Mother Provincial
and of the Institute since the days when, fifty
years ago, he was appointed chaplain to a Loreto
Convent in Dublin. His co-adjutor, our first
Australian Bishop, Right Rev. Dr. Dwyer, being
much interested in Gregorian music, came to
the school to hear our rendering of some plain
chant anthems.
Right Rev . Dr. Grimes from his diocese
in far-away New Zealand also listened with
pleasure to our music, sacred and secular, and
invited us to be present at the consecration
of his fine new Cathedral at Christchurch in
February. Right Rev. Dr. O'Reilly, of Adelaide,
spent a few hours with our choir, to which he
gave much valued praise.
30th November.-At the invitation of the
Mayoress and the Secretary of the Ballarat
Ladies' Sports Club, our hockey team played a
specimen match at the Ballarat Oval. The Ballarat ladies are desirous of introducing hockey
as a winter game, and so were anxious to see
our methods. They certainly were most appreciative spectators, and our players thoroughly
enjoyed their outing.
2nd December.-A Red-Letter Day! The
exams. in connection with the University were
begun under the direction of Mr. Sutherland,
M.A., who was appointed our examiner by the
University.
We heard that H. Irvine, Esq., Western
Vineyard, sent last Christmas three guineas for
prizes, as our distribution had taken place at
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jubilee time, the kind donation is being used this
year.
The scheme of examination of schools on
their own programmes has been lately much
discussed in Univnsity Councils, but we are
the first to ask for such an examination. It
included both oral and written work, and inspection of classes by the examiner. Our results,
of course, are not yet forthcoming.
5th December.-At the conclusion of our
course of lessons in physical culture some experts came to witness the exercises conducted
by Mr. White. The universal opinion was that
good work has been done in the school under
his tuition and direction, the system of physical
culture being most complete.
7th December.-No room in our hearts today but for thoughts of preparation for th~
celebration of our Jubilee of the Immaculate
Conception.
8th.-The Jubilee ! ! ! A day brimming over
with love of Our Lady. We sang our best at
Mass, and after Mass joined heartily in the dear
old hymn "Immaculate! Immaculate." Our
Lady's Altar in the beautiful Church was simply
exquisite, silver, blue and white being the decorations. " The Madonna in her shrine of snow "
was truly an image of Immaculate Purity.
In the hall the figure so familiar to us reigned
as queen, rich drapery throwing into relief the
devotional statue. The senior school altar was
a bower of clematis on a mossy bank covered
with ferns. The little ones had excelled themselves in their school. White drapery covered
with gold leaves bedecked the walls. Under an
arch of lilies of the valley stood the Statue of
Mary Immaculate, a transparency at her feet
showed the words " I am the Immaculate Conception." The Children of Mary's Oratory was
lovely. In the afternoon the children from
Dawson Street High School, Saint Joseph's
Primary and Saint Anne's Primary Schools
assembled, and we went in procession through
the grounds where altars had been erected,
so arranged that one faced each point of the
compass.
We paused at Lourdes to say an act of consecration, the grotto was beautifully decorated
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and lit up with many tapers, we then filed into
the Church which was entirely given up to us,
every bench was filled with wh ite-robed children.
Benediction of the Blessed Sacrament followed ,
after whicl'I the Reverend C. Kelly spoke to us
of our Blessed Mother. We then proceeded to
the grounds where some of us exercised our
duties as hostesses to our little visitors ; others

of us sat down on the grassy sward to partake
of the good things prepared for all.

Ube IDeneratton of S aint B gnes.

A.M.D.G .
OLD STAMPS AssocJATioN,
CATHOLIC SEMINARY, LIEGE, BELGJCM, EUROPE.
BLESSED BY THE HOLY FATHER.
We draw the attention of our readers to this
Association which was noticed in the last issue
of the Blossoms. From the notice received
from Liege we take the following extracts treating of the work:-

ITT HE devoted clients of Saint Agnes will
,) l '- hail with delight the new book, entitled
"The Veneration of Saint Agnes," by
Rev. T. Shearman, C.SS.R.
The Reverend author shows us in bis book
that not only in olden days have art and literature immortalised the li ttle Martyr of Christ,
but even in our materialistic age both have
helped to perpetuate her fame.
The book can be obtained at
Finn Bros., 381 Pitt Street , Sydney.
W. P. Linehan, 305 L ittle Collins Street,
Melbourne.
Price, 1 s.

Post free, 1 s. 3d.

It was a day of which we may truly wri te:
" The air is full of love
Of love and triumph for our Lady fair."
"Nothing is silent ; all God's creatures raise
Fugue after fugue of tender love and grace The earth's a holy place."

.. The work of cancelled postage stamps established in
the Catholic Seminary , Liege, continues to yield great
fruits for the Propagation of the Faith in heathen countries.
No country fails to send us old postage stamps for our
mission. A milliard of old stamps have passed through our
hands with a net result of 125,000 francs , £sooo sterling,
which sum has enabled us to establish 20 Christian
villages in the Dark Continent of Africa"

"We are most happy to receive all sorts of
stamps, even the most common, also post-cards.
The committee beg to recommend that the old
stamps be uninjured, perforated edges round,
then about one-eighth of an inch of paper being
left around them as a protection. They must
not be damped off. Tear the stamps off your
old envelopes, and put them by till you forward
them. This is a meritorious work, "and we
pray God to bestow His largest blessings on all
who help," writes Father Bntage.
Stamps may be sent Rev. Joseph Pierry
above address.

!n memoriam.

lihe Children of' Loreto are earnestly reminded to
!l'ra,y /'ervently /'or

THE

SOUL OF

llisftop of Ballarat,
'Who died 26-th June, J.904.

91/a,y he re.rt in peace.

INSTITUTE OF THE B.V.M.

BALLARAT,
Conducted by the Religious of the Institute of the B.V.M.

Under the Patronage of His Lordship the Bishop.

~HIS Establishment, situated on the borders of Lake Wendouree,
~
picturesque scenery, occupies one of the healthiest positions about

and in the midst of its
Ballarat. The Convent
is well supplied with every convenience for baths and lavatories, and fitted up with every
modern improvement to secure health and comfort. The Dormitories and Schools are large, lofty
and well ventilated. The grounds attached to the Convent are spacious and pleasant, beautifully
planted, and admirably adapted to the purposes of recreation .
The complete course of Education, including Extras, comprises, besides a very
careful Religious Training, the various branches of a superior English Education, togeth er with
French, Italian, Latin and German Languages; Needlework (plain and Ornamental); Pianoforte,
Harp, Harmonium, Singing, Painting, Illumination, Drawing and Dancing. An Examination of
the Pupils ta kes place three times each year, and the result is reported to parents and guardians.
French is spoken daily and constantly in the School.
The deportment and manners of the Children are carefully attended to, and no efforts
are spared to form them to habits of order and obedience. The Health of the Children receives
special care. N .B.-References are required before the admission of a Pupil. Also testimonials
of good conduct and Baptismal Certificate.
Letters of enquiry may be addressed to
THE LADY SUPERIOR, LORETO ABBEY, MARY'S MOUNT, BALLARAT, VICTORIA.
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LADIES' COLLEGE AND PREPARATORY SCHOOL.
Conducted by the Religious of the Institute of the B.V M.

Under the Patronage of His Lordship the Bishop.

mHIS Establishment consists of two departments.
~
In the PREPARATORY SCHOOL the general course of instruction includes Religious
Knowledge, Bible and Church History English (Grammar, Composition, Reading, Literature),
Arithmetic, Geography (Physical and Political), History, French, German and Italian Languages,
Drawing, Painting and Illumination, Needlework (Plain and Ornamental), Music (Pianoforte,
Organ, Harp), Singing, and Calisthenics. In the Upper Classes Alegbra, Euclid, Latin, Botany
and Elementary Science are added.
In the SENIOR DEPARTMENT oR COLLEGE special attention is paid to the
subjects for Matriculation in the University of Melbourne.
For terms apply to The LADY SUPERIOR, LORETO CONVENT, DAWSON STREET, BALLARAT.
CATHOLIC TRAINING COLLEGE FOR TEACHERS.
~HE aim of this
~ training young

Establishment is to supply efficient Teachers for Catholic Schools by
girls who intend to adopt teaching as a profession. In order to place
this opportunity within the reach of many, the terms have been made exceptionally
reasonable.
The Training College is quite a distinct and seperate establishment from the
Boarding School at Mary's Mount, and the Loreto Ladies' College, Dawson Street. Girls are
admitted to the Training College as Pupil Teachers at the age of Fourteen, and as Students
at the age of SeYenteen.
At the conclusion of the third year, Pupil Teachers become students, and commence
their immediate preparation for the Matriculation Examination. Students, who pass these examinations before the end of their Course, will be required to continue their training; the term of five
years being deemed necessary to train efficient teachers.
·
For terms apply to the LADY SuPERioR, Loreto Convent, Dawson Street, Ballarat.

INSTITUTE OF THE B.V.M.

LORETO

CON~ENT.

PORTLA:ND.

HOME SCHOOL, CLOSE. TO PORTLAND BAY.
PUREST AIR.
SITUATION HEALTHY.
ATTRACT IVE.
Every Home Comfort, combined with Thorough Education.
HE Loreto Nuns in view of the immense advantages which result from a special education for
young chi ldren, have established a school at Portland, for pupils from five to twelve years
of age, where the hours of study, rest, and recreation are adapted to the t ender age of the
Pupils.
Whilst education in its truest sense is attended, to longer time than could be given
in an ordinary school is allowed for sleep and recreation, and the classes are so arrranged as to
afford variety to the young mind, z.nd so awaken interest and remove all danger of strain.
Steady improvement is almost infalliLly secured anda solid foundati on is thus laid
in a healthy mind and body, and a higher education can in future years be built up if desired .
The aim of the Sisters is to surround the little ones with a home-like atmosphere,
and to make this school, situated in one of the healthiest spots in Australia-a true Kindergarten
a perfect paradise for children. Bathing in the open sea is possible at all seasons, as the Community have a special bathing box on the beach. The Corporation baths (hot and cold sea water)
are close to the Convent.
As the pupils are young and likely to remain at school a considerable time, the terms
are extremely moderate, viz., 10 guineas per quarter in advance. This fee includes English,
French, Music, Drawing, Needlework (Plain and Fancy), Calisthenics, and Drill L aundry and
Sea-Baths.
References, Certificate of Baptism and of good conduct required.
N .B.-Delicate children over twelve years of age requiring sea-air will be received
for a limited period. Terms weekly or monthly in advance according to agreement.
For further particulars apply to the Lady Superior,
Loreto Convent, Portland .
PREPARATORY SCHOOL FOR BOYS.
Recognising the power of womanly influence in moulding the character and influencing later life, Rev.
Mother Provincial has in view the establishment iu the near future of a Preparatory School for Boys under ten
years of age, where every beneficent advantage will be open to such as are too young for the ordinary Boy's School
or College.
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LORETO

CONVENT~

ALBERT PARK.

SOUTH MELBOURNE.
Under the Patronage of His Grace the Archbishop of Melbourne.
-----===~~

CONDUCTED BY THE RELIGIOUS OF THE INSTITUTE OF THE B.V.M;

<>
The School comprises three Department, viz.:THE UNIVERSITY.

In this Department pupils are prepared for the Melbourne University.
THE SENIOR DEPARTMENT.

Pupils in the Senior Department are thoroughly grounded in all subjects necessary for a
young lady's education, including a knowledge of Domestic Economy.
THE JUNIOR DEPARTME NT OR KINDERGARTEN.

Instruction is conveyed in an agreeable and interesting form, and children m this
Department are trained to habits of order and observation.
Special attention is paid to Moral and Religious training.
References required before a pupil enters the school.
For terms and further particulars apply to the Lady Superior,
LORETO CONVENT, ALBET PARK, SOUTH MELBOURNE.
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LORETO CONVE.NTt> HORNSBY.
NEAR SYDNEY.

BOARDING SCHOOL FOR YOUNG LADIES.
Under the patronage of His Eminence the Cardinal-Archbishop.
HE Course of Instruction embraces a thorough Religious Training, and all the branches
required for a superior E nglish Education, with th e Mod ern L anguages, Elemen tary Latin,
Plam and Ornamental Needlework, Pianoforte, Volin, 'Cello, Harmonium, Singing,
Painting, Drawing, and Dancing.
The Deportment and Mann ers of the Pupils are carefull y attended to, and no effo:ts
a re spared to cultivate in th em th e home Virtues and Domestic Habits which contribute so much
to th e happiness of th e Family Circle.
The Healt h and Physical Culture of th e chi ldren receives special care.
For terms apply to
.
THE SUPERIOR, LORETO CONVENT,
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LORETO LADIES' COLLEGE AND PREPARATORY SCHOOL.
MILSON'S POINT, N.S.W.
Conducted by th e Religious of the In stitute of the Blessed Virgin Mary.
And under the patronage of His Eminence the Cardinal Archbishop of Sydney.

The school comprises Three Departments, viz.:THE UN IVERSITY.
In this Department pupils are prepared for the Sydney University
THE SENIOH. DEPARTMENT.
Pupils in the Senior Departm ent are thoroughly gounded in all subjects necessary
for a young lady's education, including a knowledge of Domestic Economy.
THE JUNIOR DEPARTMENT or KINDERGARTEN.

~~====0

Instruction is conveyed in an agreeable and interesting form, and children in this
department are trained to habits of order and observation.
In each department specia l attention is paid to Moral and Religious training.
The Deportment and Manners of the children are carefu lly attended to, and no
efforts are spared to form them to habits of order and obedience.
References required before a pupil enters the school.
For the benefit of pupils who have matriculated, as well as for that of others who
have left school, but are sti ll desirous to carry on their education, classes in the higher studies will
be opened on payment of a separate fee.
For terms and furth er information apply to the LADY SUPERIOR.
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CONVENT OF OUR LADY OF LORETO, PERTH.
CONDUCTED BY THE RELIGIOUS OF THE INSTITUTE OF THE B.V.M.
Under the Patronage of His Lordship the Bishop of Perth.
T the request of His Lordship the Right Rev. Dr. Gibney, a community of Sisters from Loreto Abbey, Mary's
Mount, Ballarat, have opened a School in Perth for the higher education of Girls.
The Convent (formally known as "The Bracken," the late residence of Dr. Waylen) is admirably situated, in
a healthy position, overlooking the Swan River, and affords ample accommodation for Day Pupils.
It is unnecessary to say that Religion holds the first place in the system of Education followed by the Loreto
Nuns. They recognize as the most urgent and sacred part of their duty to cultivate the hearts and form the character of those committed to their care.
Besides this careful Moral and Religious Training, the School Course comprises the usual English Studies
Mathematics, Languages, Domestic Economy, and various accomplishments.
Pupils can be prepared for the Examinations in connection with the Universities of Melbourne and Adelaide,
also for the Musical Examination (theortical and practical) of Trinity College, London, and the Royal Acadamy of
Music.
The School hours are from 9 a.m . to 3 p.m., including a recess at noon .
As no steady progress can be made unless the children attend regularly, parents are requested to see that they
do so, and that home lessons are carefully done.
It is not incumbent on the Sisters to recompense pupils for lessons missed or shortened by their own unpunctuality or non-attendance.
Competitive Examinations are held in every class at Midwinter and Midsummer, reports of which are for warded to Parents and Guardians.
One quarter's notice or half a quarter's pension required before the removal of any pupil from the school.
The pension covers not only the ordinary curriculum of the School, but also French, Needlework and Theory
of Music.
A reduction of ro per cent. is made in the pension of Sisters who are boarders.
For terms and further particulars apply the LADY SUPERIOR.
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HIGH CLASS BOARDING SCHOOL FOR YOUNG LADIES.

PAINTERS OF VENICE

Under the Patronage of His Lordship the Bishop of Perth.
CONDUCTED BY THE RELIGIOUS OF THE INSTITUTE OF THE BLESSED VIRGIN MARY.
Founded in August, 1901, when the Pupils from the former Boarding School in Perth were transferred to Osborne.
HE unrivalled beauty of the situation is too well known to need comment.
Besides its picturesque environment "Osborne" is renowned for the coolness and salubrity of its
climate, tempered as it is by refreshing and health-giving breezes frum Ocean and River .
The grounds are extensive and everywhere embellished with flower-beds, fountains, shadehouses, ferneries,
etc., besides a splended tennis court, croquet lawn, swinging boats, spacious play-grounds and swimming baths. In
fact the surroundings are an education in themselves and cannot fail to exert a lasting and refining influence on the
minds of the Pupils.
In every way "Osborne," formally the chief pleasure resort of West Australia- seems eminently suited for
the purpose to which it will henceforward be devoted -namely, an Establishment in which the girls of the State can
avail themselves of all the advantages-physical and intellectual-of a high-class Education.
It is unnecessary to say that Religion holds the first place in the system of Education followed by the Loreto
nuns. They recognise as the most urgent and sacred part of their duty to cultivate the hearts and form the characters
of those committed to their care
Besides this careful Moral and Religious training, the school course comprises all branches of a superior
Education, Mathematics, English, Foreign Languages and the various accomplishments.
The school consists of The JUNIOR DEPARTMENT or KINDERGARTEN in which the children are
quite apart from
THE SENIOR DEPARTMENT
The pupils of this department after a sufficient time allowed to test their abilities are, at the desire of Parents,
permitted to join
THE UNIVERSITY DEPARTMENT
At Loreto Convent, Adelaide Terrace, Perth, where pupils are prepared for Examinations in connection with
the various Universities.
In all departments pupils are prepared for Musical Examinations (theoretical and practical) of the Royal
Academy and Trinity College, London.
The Scholastic Year begins towards the end of January and terminates about the middle of December.
Politeness is looked upon as a very important part of the general training.
For terms and further particulars apply to the LADY SUPERIOR.
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