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MOTHER M. FRANCIS TOBIN I.B.V.M. 1860 - 1956 
 

 Mother M. Francis Tobin was among the first pupils at 

Mary’s Mount, the seventh student to be enrolled. The school register 

records: 

 

Lizzie Tobin, 

Auburn Villa, Ararat; 

15 years; 

  5 October, 1875 - December 1879. 

 

 She entered Mary’s Mount as a Postulant on 21 June, 1884, and was professed 

on 2nd August, 1888. 

 In the early record of the Institute Members, 1903, Mother Francis is listed on 

the Mary’s Mount staff as “Dispenser, Cooking Classes, Latin and Care of the Gas” (no 

electricity in those days!). She taught for a short period in Albert Park, in the early 

1930s, then was transferred to Kirribilli, where she spent her last years. 

From the relevant dates, we conclude that Mother Francis, as a student, and later as a 

Member of the I.B.V.M., would have known Mother M. Gonzaga Barry intimately. She 

died quietly in her room at Loreto, Kirribilli, on the 12 August, 1956. 
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(a) 

INTRODUCTION 

 

A few words may be necessary as to the origin of the Institute 

of the Blessed Virgin Mary in order to show how the plans of the 

Foundress, Mary Ward (the Pioneer of the Active Orders for 

Women)* were carried out by her spiritual daughter the Mother Mary 

Gonzaga Barry. 

The Foundress, Mary Ward, like all chosen by God for a great 

work, was cast in heroic mould. Born at Mulwith Manor in Yorkshire, England on 23rd 

January, 1585, she inherited from her ancestors, nobility of character and intrepid faith. 

Brought up in an atmosphere of piety, she was early distinguished for holiness. She had 

a great love of God and a very sweet and attractive personality. When she heard God’s 

call to a religious life she had the courage to respond promptly at a cost of more than 

ordinary sacrifice. Persecuting laws had proscribed religion in her own country, so she 

left it, not knowing whether God was leading her. At St. Omer, she entered with the 

Poor Clares, but this was not God’s will for her. 

She returned to England where her labours saved many souls who had lost or were 

wavering in their faith. Here God put into her hands the means of accomplishing the 

work destined for her. Seven noble companions joined her, worthy followers of such a 

leader. With them Mary again crossed the seas, and at St. Omer founded in 1609 the 

first House of her Institute, and a school for the daughters of English Catholics, exiles 

for their faith. Bishop Blaise of St. Omer, the first patron of the new Institute also 

proved himself its staunch friend. As the lives of the Sisters gave great edification, and 

the usefulness of their work was appreciated, subjects and pupils came and other houses 

were soon opened. 

In 1616 Mary Ward addressed a Latin Memorial to the reigning Pontiff, Pope Paul 

V. setting forth the aim of her Institute and asking for approbation from the Holy See. 

She received a favourable answer which led her to hope for a speedy confirmation. In 

1621 she proceeded to Rome. For her Institute she asked three things which were novel 

for religious women at that time; the Rule of St. Ignatius (as far as it may be observed 

by women), non - enclosure (as essential for universal education) and government by a 

Superior-General. The second item was just then the greatest stumbling-block, for the 

Council of Trent had but lately confirmed strict enclosure for all religious women. 
*The Congregation of the Sisters of Charity was founded by St. Vincent de Paul in 1635. 
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To give evidence of the utility of her work, Mary asked and obtained permission 

to open Day Schools in Rome and in Naples. These were frequented by hundreds of 

children. The good done both to children and to their parents was incalculable. The 

Sisters edified the city and won golden opinions from Cardinals, Prelates and people. 

Still the ancient prejudice was too strong; at that time nuns being bound to strict 

enclosure did not, of course, go outside their convent to teach or do any external work. 

It must not be forgotten that in order to stem the onrush of heresy, the Council of Trent 

adopted most strict provisions to ensure that nuns should live up to the requirements of 

their profession. Circumstances of the time taught Mary Ward to desire non-enclosure 

for herself and her nuns. Rome moves slowly and required years to accept such an 

innovation. Hostile criticism was aroused among Catholics, and finally the order was 

given to close the schools, to the great sorrow of the children and their parents. The 

Pope’s comment on the proposed Institute was expressive: “with enclosure it is a rod of 

gold; without enclosure we cannot confirm it.” 

Still there was hope that time might lessen prejudice. Mary Ward left Rome for 

England in 1627, and travelled through Bavaria. At Munich the Elector Maxmilian I 

obtained permission for a house in Munich, which he himself founded and endowed. 

This was the beginning of the Bavarian Branch of the Institute. God’s greatest works are 

tried by the persecution of the good. So it was with the Institute of the Blessed Virgin 

Mary. In 1631 her work of twenty years was shattered by the Bull of Suppression. A 

Decree of the Holy Office (sent without the knowledge of Pope Urban VIII), 

condemned Mary to imprisonment as a heretic. Released by the Pope’s order, and 

entirely exonerated by him, she obtained permission to begin the work of reconstruction 

in Rome, the Pontiff continuing to show her many marks of favour. The house in 

Munich remained, and schools were soon opened there, Mary adhering to all her 

fundamental principles. She did not live to see the fruit of all her trials, borne with 

heroic virtue, but died holily at Hewarth, near York, England, on 30 January, 1645, In 

1680 the community removed to the Bar Convent, Mother Francis Bedingfield, who had 

been trained in Rome by Mary herself, being its first Superior. The Superior General of 

the Institute continued to reside in Rome till after the confirmation of the Rules in 1703. 

Mary Ward’s demands for Central Government and non - enclosure were at the same 

time granted, though, to calm a storm of persecution, Benedict XIV advised the Sisters 

of the Order to refrain from giving her the title of Foundress which title Pope Pius X 
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restored to her in 1909 - “the true Foundress of the Institute which has done so much for 

Christian life”. 

In 1822, the Irish Branch of the Institute was founded by Mother 

Teresa Ball, an Irish lady who, with her companions, was trained in the 

Novitiate at the Bar Convent, York, and made her Vows there. Aided 

by the “great Archbishop” Dr. Murray, she made at Rathfarnham, 

Dublin, the foundation which she called “Loreto House”, hence the 

popular title “Loreto Nuns”. Since 1840 the spread of the Institute has 

been rapid, extending to all continents. Pius IX crowned the work by the Confirmation 

of the Institute in 1877. 

Devotion to the Hidden life of the Holy Family in Nazareth (which will be noted 

as such a marked characteristic of M.M. Gonzaga Barry), she learned from the 

foundress, Mary Ward. We read in her line, in the account of her journey to Rome in 

1621 to beg for the confirmation of the Institute from Pope Paul V. “It is not surprising, 

with Mary’s tender devotion to Our Blessed Lady, and the many singular graces she 

received from her, that she should have made a considerable divergence and added 

some two hundred and fifty miles to their lengthy journey by visiting the Holy House at 

Loreto. She went also to seek counsel and guidance from the Blessed Mother of God, in 

a spot so favoured by her through the many graces bestowed, before engaging in the 

difficult business which had brought her so far. Mary spent a whole day in prayer at the 

Holy House. Masses began at three o’clock in the morning.... She knelt where 

thousands of holy souls, and among them no few saints, have knelt and obtained their 

petitions. She also asked in that sacred place, where Our Blessed Lady had lived and 

worked under the eye of her Child, for direction and help from her to do the work which 

God had given her to do, and she received an answer such as His most chosen servants 

sometimes receive, a knowledge that she was to partake in a measure of the portion of 

his Blessed Mother on earth, and to suffer great things for His sake”. 
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PREFACE 

 

“Fashions change as time speeds, but God, and Childhood and Nature have 

always the same beauty”1. So wrote Mother Gonzaga, and the words open to us a 

glimpse of the realities in which her heart revelled. “She had the mind of a child and the 

intellect of a theologian,” writes one who was privileged with her converse; and few 

who read this biography replete with her letters, will fail to appreciate the justness of the 

remark. Mother Gonzaga is one of the long line of enlightened men and women raised 

up by God to do great things in His Church, not merely for their time, but far into the 

future. Let us look into this a little. 

Our Lord has taught us that the unity of His disciples is intended to be the 

permanent proof to the “world” of His Divine Mission. We see how this must strike an 

honest inquirer. This unity in belief, embracing millions of all ranks and grades in 

culture, intelligence, experience, from all nations, and in spite of every obstacle which 

innate diversity and opposition of interest raises up against it, is a phenomenon which 

has never been witnessed outside the Catholic Church. Now, every phenomenon we 

meet with in our experience challenges explanation. Such is the constitution of our 

minds that we cannot rest at ease in its mere contemplation: we must perforce seek for 

its accounting reason. And if man has utterly failed to match this unity in Catholicity, 

which stares the world in the face for nearly two thousand years, it must follow 

logically that its cause is not to be found within the reach of human endeavour. There it 

stands a perennial challenge to the “world”, its “own sole explanation; and the account 

it gives of itself is that it comes direct from God, through Jesus Christ. For ourselves 

Catholics, we rest not at the threshold with the “world”; we have entered in, and as “all 

the beauty of the King’s daughter is from within,” we enjoy the fruition of that vision of 

faith which is a foretaste of the vision of glory. Faith is not mere assent to proposition; it 

is a vivid apprehension of spiritual values. It deals not with abstractions, as philosophy 

does, but with the living realities. These realities have been revealed within historic time 

by God-made-man. That revelation constitutes a whole world of reality; a world in 

which reason, law, order, goodness and beauty are summed up and transmuted into a 

world of divine significance. In the living apprehension of this supernatural world, we 

are acting under the energising influence of the Holy Ghost. He informs and elevates 

                                                 
1 ‘A Mother’s Letter to Her Children’, ‘Eucalyptus Blossoms’ 1895. 
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our minds and wills by His gifts of wisdom, understanding, counsel, knowledge, 

fortitude, piety and the fear or God, so that our apprehension of the revealed realities, 

and our obedience to the law they enforce, is possible to us because it is He that works 

in us. 

St. Paul addresses the congregation to whom he writes as “saints” as people 

“called to be saints”; and such, in the main, are those who form the Catholic Church, for 

sanctity means loyalty to God in Christ. There are degrees in sanctity. On this earth all 

are passing through the desert of trial, and there will be faintings on the way. But our 

Heavenly Father is ever lovingly awaiting us; the Paraclete whom He has given us 

through His Incarnate Son is ever with us, comforting, refreshing, and never forsaking 

us to the end. This action of God’s Spirit on our spirit constitutes that wonderful 

attribute of the Catholic Church, its sanctity. Through it, countless thousands of every 

age are completely at home in the world of Faith. See how they show it. Does not the 

“world” reluctantly admit that Catholics are not like any others once you touch the 

domain of religion? Indeed, their attitude is a perpetual puzzle, and often becomes an 

annoyance. Why should they stand aloof when others wish that all should join in 

common worship? Why all this separateness in such intimate affairs as marriage, 

education, and the like? And, certainly, Catholics, who are as human as others, do feel it 

a great discomfort to be a people apart. Every earthly consideration would urge them to 

conformity. But no! Interests transcending any that family, or friend, or country can 

marshal are challenged, and to the vivid, real apprehension which Catholics have of 

those eternal interests nothing merely human that goes counter to them can make 

appeal. Hence, it is as cogently certain as life itself that Catholics hold fast to these 

interests by a supernatural hold; the gifts of the Holy Spirit bring them home to them. It 

cannot be questioned with any show of reason that Catholics in the main are so 

privileged. Hence, for them the appeal to the proof of Unity-in-Catholicity is 

superfluous; they have entered in from the clear-eyed “world”, for whom it ought to be 

proof enough to enter in likewise. 

It is one thing to know and be certain of a truth; it is a far rarer gift to be able to 

form an idea, and to convey it, of what one possesses. Philosophers may investigate the 

paths by which truth is approached. Theologians define terms, expound propositions, 

illustrate the relation between the data of observation and the truths of Faith. But if the 

possessor of the Faith, richly endowed with the gifts of the Holy Ghost, has the faculty 

of letting us into the sacred communings which the exercise of these gifts in humility 
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and simplicity and obedience establishes between the soul and God, then indeed we 

have something precious. It is precious to us because it awakens in our hearts just the 

sentiments we had without being able to express them. For let it never be forgotten that 

mere intellectual concepts, being abstractions, are pale and unsubstantial things; these 

are easily formed and expressed; but living commerce with reality, and, in this case, 

with God Himself, needs a special gift of speech to convey it. When the Apostolic 

Message had to be authenticated by supernatural intervention, the Holy Ghost poured 

out upon the assembled faithful His gifts of prophecy, and of tongues, and of 

interpretation. When the message had established its warrant before the eyes of men, 

those frequent miraculous manifestations were no longer vouchsafed, because they were 

no longer necessary. But the same Holy Spirit is ever in His Church, dividing His gifts, 

in a more intimate way, to whom He will. We have a vast collection of such precious 

records in the lives of holy men and women down through the ages. Here is one such. It 

is a gift to our day and country. 

Mother Gonzaga was providentially prepared in Holy Ireland for her message in 

Australia to the children and maidens and matrons whom in thousands she led to the 

appreciation and esteem of higher things than “fashion” for fully forty years. Her great 

work stands as proof of her real mission; but it is her letters and addresses to children 

and grown-ups, set down in these pages, that will keep her memory green, and evoke 

from all who sympathetically read them, a sense of gratitude, and especially to the Good 

God who chose her to brighter and sanctify female education in these homes beneath the 

Southern Cross. R.I.P. 

 

Patrick Delany, 

Archbishop of Hobart. 
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MOTHER M. GONZAGA BARRY 

 

CHAPTER 1 

1834 - 1842 

PARENTAGE AND CHILDHOOD. 

 

 

“Heaven seems to me to be an Infinitely Happy Home,” 

M.M. Gonzaga Barry (Letters to Children). 

 

“And I call thee Mary,” murmured the old nurse as she poured the waters of 

Baptism on the head of the child but a few hours old. So frail indeed seemed its hold on 

life that at any moment the pure soul might take its flight to the Angels. But this child 

had more vitality than was apparent; nor was it destined to travel to Heaven by the easy 

way of those who are born, baptised, and die within an hour. 

Mary Elizabeth Barry was born on July 24th, 1834, in Wexford, a historic town, 

famous in Irish history for its congresses of law-givers, story-tellers, and poets. The 

branch of the Barry family to which she belonged came originally from Cork County, 

where they had lived on their properties round Barry’s court, now abandoned in ruins. 

Here her grandfather, Andrew Barry, was born. According to tradition, he was always 

self-willed and self-sufficient; his youth was particularly wild and unruly. He paid no 

attention to his father’s wishes or commands. He went his own way, and his conduct 

threatened to wreck the happiness of home. We hear of frequent altercations between 

father and son, of painful scenes, becoming more and more frequent, until one day, 

when the young man had behaved more defiantly than usual, a crisis came, and Andrew 

Barry left his father’s house, never again to cross its threshold. In burning anger he 

walked to Cobh, where he found a vessel about to sail for New Orleans. He secured a 

berth, and in a few hours was on his way to America. When he arrived in port he had no 

difficulty in finding employment, for he had considerable ability and a very good 

education. Probably he soon realised the necessity of steady work, and even of 

deference to his employers, for his career in the new country was eminently successful. 

He began as a clerk in a firm which possessed large cotton plantations, and soon 

secured so good a partnership that in early middle age he had amassed a fortune, and 

was in a position to return to Europe. He determined to settle in England, as he was 
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unwilling to hold any intercourse with his family. Before settling down, he decided to 

spend some time looking for a suitable place in which to make his home, and in the 

course of his wanderings found himself in the Isle of Man. As he stood, one day, 

enjoying the sea breeze, he saw a vessel making ready to sail to Belfast. An 

uncontrollable longing came to him to see his native land once more. To desire ardently 

and to act impetuously was as characteristic of Andrew Barry in middle age as it had 

been in his hot-headed youth; so, after an interval of more years in America than those 

he had counted when he went there, he returned to Ireland in the same headlong hurry 

as he had left her. He brought back quite unchanged all the hard feelings which had 

impelled him to emigrate, and landed at a port far removed from his birthplace. But, 

north or south, east or west, Ireland is Ireland. When he had reached Antrim his native 

land had cast her spell upon him, and he knew that his wanderings had come to an end. 

This country, with her old ways, was his. Here, and not elsewhere, must he make his 

home, here enjoy his leisure. 

In those pre-railways days, Antrim and Cork were far apart, and the risk of 

meeting his people was small. Besides, they were wholly unacquainted with his 

movements. Reassured on this point, he purchased a property called Rosemount, near 

Derock, and was well received by his prosperous neighbours, all Protestants. The fact 

that the planter from America was wealthy and a Freemason (he had become a member 

of that body in New Orleans) was accepted as a guarantee of good citizenship, entitling 

him to take his place among them. 

And Andrew Barry! Had he no misgiving about his resting - place in the harsh 

newness of Presbyterian Ulster? Apparently not, for he had not been long in possession 

of his new home when he married Miss Sarah Rowan, daughter of a Presbyterian 

clergyman and heiress to the Carnoolagh property, near Coleraine. For years their 

married life was happy, and in course of time three girls and two little boys were 

growing up at Rosemount. All went well in the household till question arose of the 

religious training of the children. From the beginning Mrs Barry had taken her 

daughters to her own place of worship; nor did their father interfere, for he himself 

practised no religion. When she began to take the boys, however, he opposed her quite 

decisively. The eldest, John (the father of Mother Mary Gonzaga Barry), was only seven 

years old. His surprised wife pointed out, that Catholicism was a religion practised in 

their neighbourhood exclusively by the untaught poor. Andrew Barry regarded this as 

local unessential fact of discreditable history, and he declared that all his children 
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should be brought up in the Catholic Faith. His daughters had views of their own, and 

desired to follow their mother, and he realised that his wife had some claim on their 

allegiance, as he had practically ceased to be a Catholic at the time of his marriage. But, 

though he had abandoned the practice of his religion, he considered the Faith an 

inheritance of his family. None of his people had become Protestant. He had a kind of 

racial pride in this unbroken tradition of centuries, and he declared emphatically that, 

“whatever the girls chose to do, John Barry must be brought up a Catholic.” He told his 

wife that the boy was never again to be taken to her place of worship. Notwithstanding 

this, all the children accompanied their mother when she next went to church. On their 

return Mr. Barry called his eldest son to him, and seizing one of his arms wrenched it 

violently. This caused the child agonising pain, and so frightened him that he never 

forgot the scene. Then, turning to his wife, the angry man said: “The next time you take 

John to your Presbyterian church I will break his leg.” Mrs Barry, knowing that he was 

capable of carrying out his threat, made no further attempt to oppose his wishes. But 

from that hour much of her happiness was gone; nor had she any further interest in her 

eldest son, whom henceforth she treated as an alien in her house. 

His father’s rough treatment and his mother’s alienated affection did not seem a 

happy introduction to John Barry’s life; but though they left a painful impression on his 

mind and heart, for he grew up silent and self-controlled, they, happily, did not 

prejudice him against the wise and kindly priest who had charge of his religious 

education. 

It must be remembered that when Andrew Barry determined to bring up his son in 

the faith of his forefathers that faith was still banned in Ireland, and could be practiced 

only under difficulties. The Penal Laws were in force. Nor were there schools or chapels 

in the North. Priests went disguised from one poor farmhouse to another instructing 

their scattered flock and saying Mass wherever they found shelter and a few of their 

faithful people. All this had to be done as unobtrusively as possible, the nearer 

neighbours to the house carrying news of Mass to the more distant. It is characteristic of 

Andrew Barry that when he wanted a tutor for his son he quite openly invited one of 

these homeless priests to live at Rosemount. Nor did anybody interfere, though the 

lengthened stay of such a visitor in such a role could not have escaped notice. It is to the 

honour of the lady of the house that, if she could not welcome such a guest, she put the 

restraint of good breeding on her feelings, for the priest remained long enough at 

Rosemount, not only to mould the mind of his pupil and train him to be a well-
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instructed Catholic, but to accomplish the far more difficult task of bringing the boy’s 

unyielding father back to the religion he had so long abandoned. Andrew Barry became 

a fervent Catholic, and remained so till his death, many years later. 

John Barry, who had so early lost his mother’s affection, grew up to be his 

father’s favourite child. Mr. Barry taught him to understand business matters, and 

wished to appoint him his heir and executor. But, as Mrs Barry had property at her 

marriage entitling her to a large jointure at the death of her husband, and as there were 

three daughters to be dowered, the young man was unwilling to undertake the 

management of affairs for a family from whom he was completely estranged. Preferring 

to leave them the entire property, he abandoned the large share due to him, and, when 

his father died, left Rosemount. He soon obtained a position in a bank in Wexford, and 

while there became acquainted with the family of Mr. Cowan, whose second daughter, 

Elizabeth, a very beautiful and attractive girl, he married. They began life together with 

mutual love, the same ideals and tastes and many virtues in common. Their marriage 

held the promise of future happiness, which was certainly fulfilled. About this time, 

through the exertions of O’Connell, the National Bank of Ireland was founded. Mr. 

Barry was appointed Manager at Enniscorthy. He was also agent of an estate near the 

town, the tenants of which loved him for his kindness. 

Of Mrs Barry, her son, writing many years after, says: “I wish I 

could describe my dear mother in such words of praise as would 

convey a correct idea of her many virtues and lovable characteristics. 

Her appearance was prepossessing, and her manner equally so. As a 

young girl she was considered very handsome. She was slightly above 

medium height, with a stately carriage, regular features, a complexion 

delicate, but not devoid of colour, dark grey eyes, almost black, and a mass of dark 

brown hair. The most prominent traits in her character were wisdom, combined with 

prudence and amiability. We could not have had a more loving and devoted mother. 

Mrs Barry’s parents were remarkably devout Catholics, whose home had the air 

of a religious house. From them she imbibed a spirit of holiness which she diffused in 

her new home. She had three brothers and four sisters, none of whom married. Her two 

younger brothers died early in the West Indies, distinguished medical men. Her father, 

too, died shortly after his daughter’s marriage. His widow, though a native of County 

Kilkenny, had many relatives in England, and decided to settle there. Three of her 
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daughters accompanied her. The youngest, Christina, 

remained for some time with her sister, Mrs Barry. She was 

the “Aunt Kate” whom the children so greatly loved. 

The Barry children eventually numbered seven - 

Mary, John, Thomas, Christina, Sarah, Charles, and Robert. 

Mary, or Mamie, as she was familiarly called, was the 

eldest and her father’s favourite always, for when she was born it seemed to John Barry 

that his joy was complete. Nor did his joy in her ever grow less. At first her precarious 

health caused anxiety; hence the immediate Baptism which was such a source of joy to 

herself in later years, when she “thanked the Good God daily that He made her His child 

so soon.” She grew daily stronger, and before long was taken to the parish church for 

the full ceremonies of Baptism, and to the Presentation Convent Chapel, to be there 

dedicated to Our Lady. Thirty years later she returned to that very house as first 

Superior of the Loreto Convent, the Presentation Community having moved thence to 

Castle Hill. 

Her father was supremely happy when he could steal his little daughter from the 

nursery and have her all to himself for a while. One of her earliest recollections was of 

being carried by him into the bank after business hours, and placed on a rug on the floor 

or perched on the bank counter. He would then give her a handful of shining coins to 

play with, rejoicing at her merry laugh while he read or wrote. One day, as he was about 

to depart, the little one wished to take the coins with her. He did not refuse, only said 

gently: “Put them in here first, Mamie.” When all were returned and the bag securely 

tied: “Now, if you can carry the bag, you may have them all.” He stood for a few 

moments, smiling as she put forth all her strength in the futile attempt. “We had better 

leave them, Mamie dear,” he said at length, and caught his little daughter into his arms 

with a kiss that easily compensated for the loss of her golden playthings. 

Mr. Barry had acquired remarkable self-control in his own early days; he 

acquired, too, an extraordinary gentleness, which manifested itself especially in his 

treatment of his children. 

As Mamie was saved from death in her first hours, so again in her early years, she 

escaped from death in an almost miraculous manner. Mr. Barry loved the country, and 

frequently took his family for long drives. One afternoon, when they were ready to start, 

and Mrs Barry, little Mamie, her nurse and the driver had already taken their places in 

the car, Mr. Barry, thinking additional wraps necessary, went back to the house for 
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shawls and rugs. Before he returned, the horse had taken fright, got beyond, the driver’s 

control, and bolted down the hill, crashing into the stone wall by the river. The car was 

dashed to pieces and the occupants flung on the road. Mrs Barry was picked up 

insensible, blood streaming from a wound in her head. Her unusually thick hair, coiled 

tightly round her head, had shielded her from the stones on which she had been thrown; 

otherwise she might never have regained consciousness. The nurse did not rally, but 

died a few hours later at a hospital. And what of Mamie? There can be little doubt that 

the nurse lost her life in her effort to save her charge. A poor woman who was passing 

lifted the terrified child from the faithful arms, unhurt. God’s providential care, so often 

to be manifested during her life, had been shown again to this His predestined child. 

In the following year, Mamie had her first sea voyage. Her aunt Christina took her 

to visit her grandmother in England, returning herself to Mrs Barry, who had not yet 

fully recovered from the effects of the accident. This visit marked an epoch in the 

child’s life. Young as she was, the retired life of prayer the devotion and pious practices 

of her grandmother’s home made a deep impression on her. She described, sixty or 

seventy years later, how one of her aunts, a great sufferer, “made the sign of the Cross 

over her bed at night, and then laid herself down to rest like Our Lord on her cross of 

pain.” Sometimes it was necessary to administer a sleeping draught, “which she herself 

always measured lest, in case of accident, her attendants should have reason to blame 

themselves.” 

Mamie remained two years in England, and had many stories of her time there; 

her aunt’s instruction in Christian doctrine; their interesting lessons; her efforts to hide 

sudden fits of loneliness; her desire to instruct the messenger boy as he polished the 

boots while she, perched on a table, told him religious stories. She remembered, too, the 

delight of her home going. Her mother went over for her, and her brother John, the 

greatest friend of her childhood. “I remember still his telling me about our new baby 

sister and all the nursery pets,” she said later in Australia. Her home life was so truly 

happy that throughout her life one of her most earnest desires was to create happy 

homes, and her idea of Heaven itself was of an “Infinitely Happy Home.” This thought 

grew and deepened with the years, so that in her last hours she could say she felt “like a 

child going home for the holidays.” 

That she contributed in no small degree to that home happiness is quite evident. 

Her brother writes: “My earliest recollections of my dear sister was her playing with us 

children in the nursery, where she was like a little mother, teaching us baby plays and 
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pacifying our childish squabbles by gentle words. She always brought peace. I believe 

she never said an angry word to one of us (or, for that matter, to anyone) in her life.” 

The material for the “plays” Mamie obtained from pictures (“I loved pictures when I 

was a tiny child,”2 she often said), or else from stories told by their old nurse in the 

winter evenings as she gathered the little ones around the nursery fire-stories of the 

saints or folk-lore, quaint legends, ballads, all of which the child’s retentive memory 

and resourceful mind enabled her to reproduce as plays for the others. She had the 

genuine child’s power of investing little things with imaginative interest, and this gift 

she never lost. 

Of course, life was not all play. “Aunt Kate,” continues her brother, “taught us our 

first lessons and our prayers. She also taught us French, and we said our prayers in that 

language. She was very holy herself, and left nothing undone to make us good and 

virtuous. She was always a favourite with us children.” Mamie was a real child - gentle, 

but self-willed. Her elders realised that religion had a supreme power over her, and they 

taught her to correct her own faults. “She could never understand injustice,” one writes 

of her. “It happened one day that she was subjected to a punishment which she 

considered unmerited. She was as yet far from the perfection which accepts injustice 

without protest. Gentle little Mamie, usually so sweet and docile, was in rebellion 

against authority. She felt that a world where injustice was rampant, and grown people 

without understanding, was no longer habitable. So she sat herself under a desk in the 

schoolroom and declared that she would never, never leave that spot. “I will remain here 

and starve to death;” Then, perhaps, people would be sorry they had misjudged her. An 

hour passed, another, and yet another, an eternity to a child, and no entreaties could 

shake her resolution. At last her aunt came and spoke tenderly to her of Our Lord’s love 

and sufferings: “He, God, had been falsely accused, and had borne insult for love of us. 

Were we, was Mamie, for whom this was done, unwilling to suffer anything for love of 

Him? At once the little rebel’s heart was softened, her anger vanished. Sorrow for Our 

Divine Lord’s suffering made her forget her own wrongs. She came forth repentant 

from the spot which was to have witnessed her early death.” “I felt very small, very 

sorry, and very hungry,” she said afterwards. 

 

                                                 
2 ‘A Mother’s Letter to Her Children’, ‘Eucalyptus Blossoms’ Dec. 1888. 
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MOTHER M. GONZAGA BARRY 

 

CHAPTER 2 

1842 - 1848 

EARLY SCHOOL DAYS - “TRULY STORIES”. 

 

Soon after her return from England Mamie Barry was sent to school to the Misses 

Murdoch, three elderly ladies who kept a ladies’ school in Enniscorthy. We know little 

of these uneventful school days except that the little girl loved music. A French master 

taught her dancing. Her brother, who also learnt, describes him as a very severe teacher, 

“who played the violin, for his pupils, and when they made a mistake, struck them with 

his bow.” 

We know more of Mamie’s holidays and of her hours out of class - “those hours,” 

as she later remarks, “of paramount importance in a child’s education”. It was out of 

class, we imagine, that her tastes were formed and her qualities cultivated. The Barry 

children had ample freedom for the growth of individuality. They were most gently 

nurtured in an atmosphere of love and Christian simplicity. From their baby years they 

were taught to make acts of self-denial and to consider the pleasure of others - two 

strengthening lessons that preclude singularity of behaviour or character. They were 

always a lively, playful group, though the gayest of them all was at times thoughtful 

beyond her years. 

“We spent the summer holidays at the seaside,” her brother John writes. “It was a 

gala time for us all, especially for Mamie, who loved the sea.” She was supremely 

happy sitting on a rock watching the play of light on the waters. The birds that flitted 

by, the wavelets of untiring motion, all the sights and sounds of the world, impressed 

her in no ordinary way. She would not step on a daisy. She had been told that God had 

made all these beautiful things. And God had been shown to her as a most loving 

Father, so that in the presence of Loveliness she was naturally still as if she felt Beauty 

akin to the Happiness in her own soul. 

This thoughtfulness was but one, though a decided, aspect of her character. More 

often she was the merry child, full of mischief and of fun, laughing and playing with the 

others in the surf or on the strand, or gathering shells to add to the collection in the 

nursery. Even in her old age she would interrupt her most pressing correspondence to 

admire a child’s box of sea-shells, or to smooth out and press a bit of seaweed sent by a 
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little child from Portland, always recalling the pleasure such things had given her in her 

childhood, and praying that “all our children may be very happy. Happiness is such a 

help to their being very good.” 

The Bank House at Enniscorthy had no garden, a serious drawback to a lively 

household of children. To supply for this deficiency and give his little band the most 

delightful kind of playground Mr. Barry, himself a lover of flowers, hired a garden in 

Friary Lane, close by, where the children could romp to their heart’s content. Truly; it 

must have been a garden of delight. After a space of seventy years, a survivor among 

the playmates speaks with enthusiasm of the summer days spent there; of the open-air 

feasts, especially “those with Mamie under the branches of a tree of Eve apples”; of the 

exquisite flavour of the pears that ripened against the Methodist meeting-house which 

formed one of the side walls of the garden. Never in after years had he come across fruit 

so delicious. Let us hope that other children, in other gardens, can still find fruit of the 

same peerless quality, flavoured for them with “the wild freshness of morning.” Older 

people must content themselves with fruit insipid by comparison, happy if, like these 

little playmates, they can treasure all their lives the memory of so innocent and joyous a 

childhood, of so beautiful a playground, and of parents so wise and loving. 

To Mamie the wild flowers of spring and summer were a special delight, God’s 

love tokens. Her own pictures of May-day is like a breath of spring, and has lost none of 

its freshness though written to Australian children more than half a century later:-  

“May-Day! How the words seem to make my old heart young again, as the 

memories of May-Day long ago come to mind!.... May is the first of summer in my 

childhood’s land. There the fields where we wandered, oh! how green they seemed, and 

the summer sky never seemed half so bright as in May. How beautiful the apple 

blossoms looked on the trees in the old orchard, and the bloom on the hawthorn hedges, 

the young leaves so soft and tender on line and elm and oak! The question was, who 

would be up first on the bright May morning, and out into the fields, where each blade 

of grass was glistening with dewdrops brighter than diamonds? We children would 

scamper with merry laughter down to the river shining in the morning sun. Well we 

knew the wealth of golden primroses that clustered on its banks and hid in sheltered 

nooks, nestling close by the blue violets. Baskets were quickly filled with these 

treasures. Then on we would hasten to the hawthorn hedges, where we soon secured 

great garlands of almond-scented “May” and clusters of dear bluebells, with their soft 

thick stalks. In the meantime the smallest members of the merry band were picking the 
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golden-hearted daisies! Oh, those daisies! How I loved them! How often have I knelt 

down and kissed them as they grew, thinking they could understand my love for them 

my field pearls! Yet, what trouble of mind, they often caused me! Though I keenly 

longed for a run in the fields in the bright spring days, yet the daisies grew so thickly on 

the sod that it was almost impossible not to tread on them; and that seemed cruel. At last 

I determined to choose a field where they were fewest, and even then many a skip aside 

was necessary to avoid crushing the darlings. The buttercups, pretty little things 

laughing in the sunshine, seemed never to have the tenderness and feeling of the daisy, 

that closes its pink and white petals at set of sun. 

“And for what are all these flowers destined which we children gather so eagerly? 

For Our Blessed Lady, of course, and for her altar in the nursery. There they are soon 

arranged at either side, from the highest point of the altar on which her dear statue 

stands down to the floor. How they filled to over-flowing the glasses of all sizes, and 

even our toy cups and bowls, making the air fragrant with delicious and delicate scents, 

and covering in their profusion all the defects of their quaint receptacles… Later in the 

season the laburnum and lilac came to breathe out their perfume in honour of the 

Immaculate Queen, our Lord’s dear Mother. Even now a simple bunch of primroses or 

daisies, the perfume of violets or lilac, will suddenly bring back the past, with all the 

pure joys of my childhood. I feel again as I felt when I prayed before the nursery altar, 

bright with tapers (so gladly bought from our united childish hoard of pocket-money) 

and fragrant with the scent of wild flowers.”3 

In 1842 the Barry family removed from the old Bank House in Slaney Street to 

Castle Hill, where the new bank (a commodious building of four stories) had been 

erected. To the children’s joy, their nursery and schoolroom were on the top storey. 

From the window an extensive view opened before them. Close by was the Castle, with 

its beautiful gardens; a little further, the old abbey, steeped in legends of saints. 

Eastward they could see the river winding, like a bright ribbon, through the town, and 

pursuing its leisurely course onwards to the sea. To the north and west stretched the soft 

green fields, with their round tower, their white homesteads and ivy-clad ruins, and 

beyond them wooded hills, with cascades leaping from rock to rock, and green glades of 

luxuriant foliage, where the woodland birds made holiday. 

                                                 
3 ‘A Mother’s Letter to Her Children’, ‘Eucalyptus Blossoms’ 1895. 
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How Mamie loved these hills and their story! After her death among her papers 

were the following printed lines, cut out and pasted, but yellow with age:- 

“Dear Wexford, home of loving hearts,  

My childhood’s nurse, ma croidhe,  

No hills with thine can e’er compare-  

The Wexford hills for me.”  

They were not long in their new home when a shadow fell on the children’s lives. 

After a brief illness, their little sister Christina, died. Mamie would have best 

understood what happened and the remembrance prompted what she wrote many years 

later in a letter to the children on “Memory Pictures”: - “Perhaps we remember the baby 

faces, smiling ‘mid the flowers in which they were almost hidden in the little white 

coffin, now is their Heavenly Home, ‘mid flowers that can never fade. We hope to meet 

them there. Then little, outstretched arms will clasp us once again, and we will play for 

ever in the fields of light.”4 

Mr. Barry loved outdoor sports, but his chief hobby was gardening, on which 

(without ever encroaching on the claims of God’s poor) he spent a large part of his 

income. After moving to Castle Hill, he built a cottage outside the town, and surrounded 

it with a garden. This cottage served as a summer residence for the children, for Mr. 

Barry, whose own childhood had been saddened by undue severity, was the most 

indulgent of fathers. His son describes the surroundings thus: “Many of our lesson hours 

were spent in the pretty summer-house my father had erected in the garden. It was of 

rustic work, roofed with heath, a tiled floor, with table in the centre and rustic seats 

around. We had our meals at the cottage, and enjoyed our young lives immensely, none 

more than Mamie. We called our cottage “Mountain View”, as Black Stairs Mountains 

and Mount Leinster could be seen in the distance. We had everything that could make 

children happy - ponies, dogs, and pets of every kind.” 

The garden sloped towards a mill-race. The water was fairly deep at this point, 

and ran rapidly towards the mill, distant about a quarter of a mile. Nearby was moored a 

small boat, propelled by a pole, and capable of holding two, or at the most three 

persons. The children loved the excitement and danger of voyaging in this ill-balanced 

craft. “One day Mamie was one of the passengers, when the young skipper had the 

misfortune to upset the boat. He managed to get ashore himself, but was horrified to see 

                                                 
4 ‘A Mother’s Letter to Her Children’, ‘Eucalyptus Blossoms’ Dec. 1888. 
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his sister being carried off by the stream. A boy friend of mine,” says her brother, older 

and stronger than I, braved the swift current and speedily rescued her.” Mamie betrayed 

no fear and, after thanking God for her escape, laughed at the misadventure, which 

might easily have had a tragic ending. Her courage was shown on another occasion 

when she saved one of her little brothers from being killed by a savage dog, keeping the 

animal at bay until help arrived. 

When the family left Slaney Street, Mamie was taken from Miss Murdoch’s 

school. However, she might still be seen going there twice a week for music, followed 

by a faithful man-servant bearing her portfolio. Mr. Barry, himself a man of books and 

general culture, provided his children with special masters for their various studies, thus 

securing for them a wider and more thorough education than might have been 

considered possible in a provincial town at that date. For general subjects their tutor was 

Mr. Dwyer, brother to one of the editors of the Nation. Their drawing-master, 

mysterious Don Miguel, was supposed to be a political refugee from Spain; his lofty 

bearing and manners pointed to high birth. Later on, when her brothers went to school, a 

governess was engaged for Mamie. 

One morning, soon after the installation of the governess Mamie gave another 

instance, not only of her determined will, but of her insight. She told the anecdote 

herself: “I made up my mind I would not learn grammar. I remember how I stood with 

my back to the table in the schoolroom (I was scarcely higher than the table, I was so 

small) and said, “I won’t learn grammar.” “Oh, but you must dear.” “No, I won’t learn 

grammar,” I repeated decidedly. The governess then tried every means, persuasion, 

threats, but all to no purpose. I did not learn grammar - at least not then,” she said, 

smiling. (The subject was always distasteful to her; nor would she have the children 

taught formal grammar till they were of an age to understand its meaning. In one of her 

letters she writes “More than half a century ago, I learned in my English grammar an 

example of the function of the Infinitive Mood that made an impression on me, and was 

about the best thing I got from the same grammar; “To be good is to be happy! May you 

experience the truth of the maxim, dear child!” 

Mamie’s capacity for amusement was not lessened by her advance in serious 

studies. Her wise parents considered training for the leisure hours of life not the least 

important part of education. Their influence and approval gave her encouragement in all 

the essays of her hours of freedom. As eldest of the family, she naturally took the lead 

in their little world of activities, and was in turn counsellor, legislator, arbitrator. When 
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the evening lessons were over the schoolroom was transformed into a theatre. The 

nursery “plays” grew more elaborate, and attracted the domestics of the house, who 

formed a delighted audience. These servants could never do enough for “Miss Mamie” 

whose thoughtfulness was ever ready to spare them trouble. William Dooley, the bank 

porter, had so great a regard for his little mistress that he kept, as a cherished relic, a 

tiny shoe one of the first she had worn as a baby. Her brother writes: “His early life had 

been spent in the army as orderly to an officer, and he often told us stories of his 

experiences. His training made him efficient in many branches of service; he was 

coachman and valet to my father. We were all fond of him, and he liked to keep an eye 

on us. He was with us all the years we were at Enniscorthy. He lived to a good old age, 

and had a holy happy death; but he could never be reconciled to the ‘austerities’ of the 

religious life his ‘darling Miss Mamie’ afterwards embraced. 

Some of Mrs Barry’s sisters were often among the audience. “Aunt Kate” would 

help with French items, while “Aunt Anne” would use her guitar to accompany the 

singing. Mamie had a sweet voice, and Mr. Barry played on his violin. His sister, Mary 

Jane Barry, the youngest of the three sisters, was next to him in age. This fact, joined to 

a natural kindness of heart, had made her feel some pity and sympathy for the little 

brother when he was ostracised for his religion. This secret sympathy evoked a lasting 

affection, and she was always a welcome visitor at Castle Hill. While the Barry’s were 

still living there, she married a Dr. Waugh, and the property of “Carncoolagh,” which 

had been her mother’s dower, was settled on her. 

Her brother John shared not only Mamie’s love of music, 

but her love of reading. Mr. Barry had a valuable library, and kept 

the children in touch with the best literature. “Mamie and I,” her 

brother writes, “were deeply interested in Dickens, whose stories 

were then published in monthly parts. The “Christmas Carol” was 

one of the favourites. Part of the story was beyond our depth, but 

we enjoyed the amusing scenes, and the illustrations brought the 

individuals clearly before us”. Mamie memorised these scenes so 

well that, to her latest years, she could vividly depict them. “Aunt Kate,” continues her 

brother, “taught us also to read out of Butler’s Lives of the Saints, a big book with a 

blue cover.” To Mamie the saints were no “dead sanctities.” They quickly became 

“heavenly friends” with whose acquaintance she would grow more familiar. As a child 

she began to reckon the year by the feasts of the Blessed Virgin and by the saints’ days. 
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One life in particular attracted her, and she was not content with the summary given in 

the “big blue book”. “In my father’s library,” she says “I espied a big life of St. Teresa. 

It was on the top shelf of the bookcase. To overcome this difficulty, I collected a 

number of large books and piled them up on one chair, while, mounting another, I 

climbed up until I could reach the desired volume. When I had descended from my 

insecure perch, I went off in triumph to enjoy my treasure.” From that day St. Teresa 

became her friend, her spiritual guide even in childhood, and we shall see throughout 

the years the influence of her “pet saint,” as she called her. At the close of her life she 

could say, “Rarely a day has passed without my having had a talk, a special little word, 

with this friend of my childhood and youth.” 

Mamie found a way of making the saints’ lives and other sacred history more 

acceptable to her younger brothers and sisters - by telling them in story form. “We all 

loved her ‘truly’ stories, as we called them, especially those from the Old Testament.” 

She evidently awakened their powers of reflection, as is shown by the following story 

which she herself often told:- 

“One day I was dressing one of my little brothers (Charles and Robert were the 

youngest of the family) to go out for a walk. He was very small, for I remember I had 

him standing on the table while I put on his warm coat. We must have been talking 

about the next life, for he said to me-and I remember it struck me very much-Mamie, do 

you know that hell is like? It is like coming down to dessert (his greatest treat), and 

there was a lovely apple pudding and cream, and everybody had plenty, and when it 

came to your turn- there was none left. It seemed to be the child’s realisation of the pain 

of loss.” 

Mrs Barry, as we have already remarked, realised the enduring strength of first 

impressions, and believed that the seeds of character are sown most fruitfully in the 

virgin soil of awakening reason. Even her youngest children accompanied her every day 

in her afternoon visit to the Blessed Sacrament. She had a remarkable devotion to the 

Stations of the Cross, and taught her children to compassionate the Divine Victim of 

Calvary by little hidden acts of self-imposed mortification. They took part also in her 

constant charity to the poor. An anecdote, told by herself, shows how Mamie profited 

by these lessons. “How grateful the poor are for so little!” she writes. “I remember an 

example of this which made a lasting impression on my mind, though I was but a child 

at the time. Some little friends and myself were at play one evening in a field near our 

home, when a poor woman passed by carrying a small bag of meal. It was a sad sight, 
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but not uncommon, for it was the time of the famine. Thousands of families were 

reduced to starvation. To relieve their misery somewhat, though it was but sorry fare, 

quantities of Indian meal were distributed. It was boiled in water, and, when cold, given 

to the people, who were grateful for unsavoury food that barely kept life in them. When 

she reached our field the poor woman stood for a few moments looking at us happy 

children. Her wan face excited feelings of pity in our hearts, and we determined to give 

her the few pence we had amongst us - sixpence, I think it was. We did so, and she went 

away murmuring her blessings on our kindness. Before she reached the end of the field 

she was met by a neighbour. I could overhear their conversation. After mutual greetings, 

“Ah this is a blessed day,” cried the poor woman. “How good God is! Blessed be His 

Holy Name! Just look what He sent me by those dear children over yonder,” opening 

her hand to show her six pennies. “Oh, but He’s too good to me! I’ll be able now to buy 

milk to give to the children along with the meal. Thank God! How good He is! I’m 

happy woman this night!” She passed on, and after a while, we too went home to our 

comfortable tea, which we took as a matter of course. Oh! if we only had the simple, 

loving gratitude of that poor woman, grateful for a little milk to give her starving 

children, without any prospect for the morrow.” 

On another occasion she recalled scenes of desolation she had witnessed during 

those terrible years, when people dropped dead by the roadside. “One day,” she said,” I 

saw a man leaning against a stone wall, and wondered what he was doing, not realising 

that the weakness of death was upon him. Just then a cart loaded with turnips passed 

along. The men staggered over to the cart, stretched out his hand to take one of the raw 

turnips - and dropped dead. Oh! I shall never forget that sight.” 

“But good came of it all,” she would add. Good indeed did come from it, even to 

her who witnessed it with such sorrow. 

To the Barry family this year, 1848, and the following brought changes. Her 

parents decided that Mamie should spend some years in a convent boarding school to 

complete her education. The parting was keenly felt by all, especially by her eldest 

brother, the inseparable companion of her childhood. No wonder he says there was a 

“complete blank” from the time she left them, broken only by her return for the 

midsummer holidays. 
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MOTHER M. GONZAGA BARRY 

 

CHAPTER 3 

1848 - 1850 

SCHOOL DAYS AT GOREY CONVENT. 

 

Shortly after Easter, 1848, Mrs Barry took Mamie then fourteen years of age, to 

Loreto Abbey, Gorey, a beautiful little convent of later Saxon architecture, designed by 

Pugin, and so dear to Mother M. Gonzaga all through her life that some account may 

well be given of it. 

Its first Superior was the saintly Mother Mary Benedicta 

Somers, who was still in office when Mamie Barry went to school. 

Mother Benedicta was a native of Wexford, daughter of one of the 

best loved Catholic gentlemen of the country. When still a child in 

her father’s house, she was distinguished for charity to the poor and 

for a love of prayer. Of her Father Coleridge, S.J. wrote: 

“She was one of the choicest flowers of the early Institute in 

Ireland. Her love for seclusion and for the hidden life was extreme, even to a degree that 

is sometimes incompatible with the duties of an Active Order. But she never shrank 

from these. Her characteristic was a remarkable tranquillity and equableness of temper. 

She was so unmoved by things that might naturally have disturbed her that she was 

thought insensible to them. A Superior once asked her this, and she confessed that she 

did feel them, but always united them at once to the humiliations of “Our Lord”. 

Humility, indeed, was the foundation of her spiritual life, as the perfection of her 

ordinary actions was its most striking characteristic. She was most exact about the 

perfect observance of Rule. Her frequent saying was, “It is by our Rules we shall be 

judged; let us, then, be very exact in observing them”. Her charity to the poor and 

suffering was boundless. While the convent was still very poor, Mother Benedicta 

“authorised the parish priest and curate to send to her everyone who was in distress,” 

and gave orders to the portress that no one was to be sent away. She kept secret the 

amount given, that “this almsgiving might atone for the spiritual poverty of herself and 

community.” 

In her desire to win souls to God, Mother Benedicta Somers used every means in 

her power to deepen the spiritual life of the people, and especially of the children. She 
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instituted sodalities, distributed books, medals, etc. Above all she prayed. And what 

fruit her zeal bore! The old, bitter prejudices between Catholics and Protestants, the 

constant state of suppressed feud, almost died under her influence, and many non-

Catholics were received into the Church. She had indeed a remarkable influence on non-

Catholics, for whom she constantly offered prayers and penances. Even Dr. Pusey, of 

Oxford, “wished his daughter to have society with her,” so much did he esteem her. Of 

the many conversions due to her prayers, perhaps the most remarkable were those of the 

Ram family and their Protestant chaplain, the Reverend Mr. Kirk. Mr. Ram was High 

Church, Mr. Kirk, Low. The former, a gifted organist and artist, had his chapel, and 

even his pleasure grounds, full of beautiful Italian statuary, and insisted on very High 

Church services. This discrepancy of belief and practice made Mr. Kirk doubt his own 

sincerity, so that he became a very tentative student of Catholic doctrine. This Mother 

Benedicta knew. She sent for Mr. Kirk, who tells us that he went to the convent gate six 

successive evenings after dark before he could bring himself to go inside. Finally, he 

did call, and Mother Benedicta received him with much courtesy and gentleness. She 

explained that she had sent for him to ask him if he would join the community in a 

Novena for the coming Feast of the Immaculate Conception and wear a miraculous 

medal of Our Blessed Lady. He all but refused. To us even the act seems one of those 

strange things sometimes done by saints. The following letter shows its results:- 

“Dear Reverend Mother, 

I owe you a debt of gratitude too great to think of my discharging it… You will 

remember what a hesitating assent I gave to your proposal to join in the Novena to Our 

Blessed Lady, and how I all but refused to wear her medal. I did, however, wear it, and 

she herself has entered into my heart; may she continue there until I behold her glorious 

face in Heaven. Within the octave of the festival I was received into the Church... I do 

believe that you were chiefly the instrumental cause of my present happiness and my 

future expectations… I leave next week for Rome.” 

Two years later he was ordained a priest and returned to Ireland. 

Meanwhile the Ram family had gone to live at their Paris home, and requested 

Mr. Kirk not to visit them on his journey to Rome. We are surprised when, a few 

months later, Mother Benedicta writes to Mr. Kirk and asks him to pray for courage for 

Mr. and Mrs Ram. She adds that she herself is very ill and cannot live long. In less than 

a month she lay dying, and as she was about to breathe her last, in a loud, clear voice 

she begged Our Divine Lord to accept her life for “this family for whom I have prayed 
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so long.” At that precise time, as it was afterwards ascertained Mrs Ram lay in bed in 

her home in Paris. It seemed to her that Mother Benedicta came into the room - “nor 

was I afraid, only surprised” - and bade her rise and follow her. She showed Mrs Ram a 

large room with an altar, over which hung a beautiful crucifix. As the latter 

contemplated its beauty, Mother Benedicta said: “It is no use to look at the cross and 

admire its beauties; if you cannot take it up and embrace it, you will get no nearer to 

Christ. Pray for strength to do what you know to be right.” These last words she 

repeated two or three times. She also showed Mrs Ram the priest who would help her, 

so that the latter said: “I shall not seek a priest, for when I see the right one I shall know 

him; and whether it be in a church or in the street, I shall address him at once.” In a 

short time Mrs Ram recognized the priest of her mystic dream - Pere de Ravignan, S.J. 

He received her and her husband into the Church, and presently the whole family 

became Catholic, and lived and died fervent in the Faith. 

We need not wonder that the people of Gorey loved M.M. Benedicta, and would 

have invoked her publicly had not the nuns taken measures to prevent it. 

We have anticipated a little in our story to show the spirit of the Religious House 

into which Mamie Barry was sent to complete her education - a joyous home of 

recollection and peace - and it is surely high praise of her that, years after one of the 

community could say: “The spirit of our school, always a good one, reached high-water 

mark while Mary Barry was among our pupils.” She had already made much progress in 

prayer. She had inherited her mother’s devotion to Our Blessed Lady, as well as her 

extraordinary sweetness and charm of manner. She had her father’s self-control and 

courage - a courage which deepened within the next few years, finding a supernatural 

principle in a daring trust in God. School children are very quick to resent any 

singularity in a companion. They are not attracted always by goodness, which they are 

apt to consider priggish. They dislike strongly, and their judgements are often without 

mercy. But they loved Mamie Barry, and their love for her was spontaneous and lasting. 

“She was an example to us of the beauty of holiness” one writes later. At recreation, at 

table, she would tell stories of giants and knights and saints. 

In our arguments with the senior school we spoke with pride of our ownership of 

“holy Mary Barry”. “I loved her always since I was ten,” another writes, who, as a little 

girl, had been brought to the convent to play for the Nuns. Mary Barry told her what she 

liked in her music. She took the little one round the house and in one of the dormitories 

said, “You shall have one of these beautiful white beds if you come to school.” “I made 
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up my mind to go to that school, and did so in a few years when I found her again, and 

thought her more beautiful than before.” 

To tell people what she liked in their work, or, rather, what was admirable in it 

(for nobody ever made less use of the pronoun “I”), and to do so with great charm and 

sincerity, became one of the most gracious characteristics of Mother M. Gonzaga in 

later years. It was the outcome of her simplicity and directness of soul that deferred to 

the soul of the most unattractive child, and of her sympathetic imagination, that swiftly 

brought her mind in touch with another’s - a spiritual tact, born of self-forgetfulness. 

“Forget there is such a word as “I”, 

So happily live and holily die”. 

She could say to the little Australian children - a counsel which she practised early 

in life in her home and in school. “She understood the little ones in Gorey,” another 

writes, “as if they were her own little sisters.” 

Her greatest friend at school was Frances O’Rourke, daughter of Dr. O’Rourke, 

the family physician of the Barry’s. Neither time, distance, nor diversity of interests 

diminished this friendship. Frances O’Rourke married and remained in Ireland. Mary 

Barry became a nun and spent half her life in the Antipodes. Yet their letters were 

constant, and their affection as warm in old age as in childhood. Frances O’Rourke 

predeceased her friend by less than a year. Another friend of Mary’s school days was. 

Fr. J. Cullen, S.J. Sixty years later he wrote: “How intensely true and faithful she was to 

her old friends, no one who had the privilege of her unwavering friendship could fail to 

recognize”. 

It was while at school in Gorey that Mary Barry formed the resolution of devoting 

her life to God. Here, too, she learned to love St. Aloysius, the special patron of the 

school. We do not know that she spoke of her decision, but we can feel the strength of 

her desire, for she loved God with a great personal love, which Mother Benedicta would 

not have failed to see. We know she understood Mary Barry’s character, and fore-saw in 

the ardent holy girl a great Religious, with an exceptional power to influence souls for 

good. Mary made quick progress in her studies, and in 1850 it was thought better for her 

to complete her education in Loreto Abbey Rathfarnham, the Mother House of the 

Institute in Ireland. 
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MOTHER M. GONZAGA BARRY 

 

CHAPTER 4 

1850 - 1853 

CLOSING SCHOOL DAYS. 

RATHFARNHAM. 

 

When Mary Barry went to school to Loreto Abbey, Rathfarnham, that convent 

had been 28 years in existence, having been founded in 1822 from Micklegate Bar 

Convent, York, by Mother Mary Teresa Ball, a native of Dublin, and her companions, 

Mother Mary Ignatia Arthur, daughter of Francis Arthur, of Co. Limerick, who had 

suffered a severe persecution, even imprisonment, for the faith, and Mother Mary Anne 

Baptist Therry, a niece of Edmund Burke. During the first 25 years of existence many 

convents were founded from Rathfarnham - in Ireland, Canada, India, Mauritius and 

Spain - all bound to it in letter and in spirit, all “similitudes of Rathfarnham”. “It is 

delightful,” writes Father Henry Coleridge S.J., to trace in the customs end devotions of 

the Institute in Ireland the traditional thought and spirit of the earlier houses of the same 

Order.” 

Mother Ball, indeed, used every means in her power to preserve this spirit in the 

religious life of the Community and in the schools. She prayed every day that no house 

of the Institute would continue to exist in which this spirit would not be preserved in 

tact. 

We may not linger on its history, but a very brief sketch of the saintly religious 

who successively held the office of Mistress of Schools up to 1850 will help us to 

realise something of its school spirit when Mary Barry became a member of its First 

Division. Mother Teresa Ball herself directed the school at its opening, but, acting on 

the advice of Father Peter Kenny, S.J., she appointed a Mistress - General, in 

accordance with the custom of the Institute, which frees a Superior from all lesser 

offices that she may better supervise the whole. She taught Christian doctrine daily 

almost to the end of her life, conducted examinations presided at soirees, examined the 

children’s exercise books, music, embroidery, and heard each one read aloud once a 

month. She always directed the nuns in their treatment of the children. Though the first 

Mistress of Schools was Mother Mary Xaveria McCarthy, Mother Mary Anne Baptist 

Therry had most to do with the children, till Mother Xaveria’s appointment. This saintly 
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religious had been educated at the Ursuline Convent, Blackrock, when she had been a 

child of three, she had understood things so clearly that she then dedicated herself to 

God. From that time she was His alone. She entered the Novitiate of the Institute at 

York, and went to Ireland with Mother M. Teresa. She had extraordinarily strong 

feelings, evidently. Her sanctity was not perhaps, always imitable, for she slew within 

herself every natural inclination. She had loved her family unduly, she considered. She 

never mentioned their names once she became a nun, nor did she hold any but the barest 

necessary intercourse with them. She did not enquire about their concerns “lest”, as she 

told her father, “she might have a divided heart.” As a novice, she was sensitive that a 

word would upset her. She overcame this weakness till no event could disturb her. She 

literally was happy only when suffering. “I never saw a fault in her,” Mother Ball 

remarked. “She was a burning and shining light of sanctity” during the six years of her 

religious life. Though Mother Ball taught Christian Doctrine, it was Mother Baptist who 

prepared the children’s meditation, and led them to correct their faults and to observe 

the school rules that they might please God. A year before her death she was taken from 

the school and made Mistress of Novices. Her sayings are still remembered:- 

To a Novice who was discouraged: “Bear patiently with yourself dear child. If 

you fall nine times a day, rise up on the tenth with humility and good humour.” To 

another: “Thrice happy will you be at the end if you can say that all your life has been 

one long, even unsuccessful, struggle against Nature. Great desires for perfection often 

arise from a refined self-love, rather than from a love of God.” “It is a great matter, even 

once to have overcome ourselves.” “Meditation is our daily means of overcoming every 

real or imaginary difficulty.” 

Every day she meditated on death, and as she lay dying, her joyous calm 

recollection was not only edifying, but wonderful. “I expected to be resigned to die, but 

I never thought to desire it as I do now. I rejoice to think that tonight I may see God.” 

Mother Xaveria McCarthy (daughter of Justin McCarthy, of Cork) was next 

appointed Mistress of Schools. She had entered Rathfarnham in 1825, “ripe for the 

religious life, accustomed to prayer and mortification.” She had been a devoted friend of 

Mother Therry, and felt when the latter died “as if her life had died out also.” But she 

went to recreation that day as usual, and sang the Requiem Mass without a falter. Long 

afterwards she told one of the nuns that she then put “her whole heart into the prayer 

that God would detach her from all created things, and that she never again felt any 

marked attachment to creatures.” We are told that “she had an extra-ordinary sense of 
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the awful sanctity of God, and, in consequence was remarkable for great recollection” - 

a joyous recollection however, for she was often heard to say “she did not know how a 

Religious could be sad.” Her influence on the children was very great, she was so calm 

and exact. “The clock,” they called her. She had a way of leading them by gentle words: 

“You will be glad, dear, to have done this for God.” 

Mother Xaveria had a great fear of death. She confided this to Mother Therry 

when the latter was dying, and received the answer “Eight years from this, that awful 

hour will find you glad; your soul will be in perfect peace.” And in eight years she lay 

dying in joy. Asked what was the source of her joy, she answered: “Obedience includes 

everything that could make this moment sweet.” 

Her office in the schools was taken by Mother Catherine Corballis. She is 

remembered still for her zeal and spirit of labour. “She had a great love of Our Blessed 

Lady and of the Institute and the dull and thankless among the children.” She had been 

educated at York, was highly talented, and had “most charming and sweet manners.” 

“She came to Rathfarnham like a sunbeam, the sweetest, sunniest spirit that ever 

cheered the wintry days of a new foundation. Hard work was her delight; crosses and 

disappointments were God’s gifts. No saint that we read of seemed to have surpassed 

her in warm devotion to Our Lady.” In the school she desired that all the mistresses 

should act exactly alike. “She liked vigilance, but would not endure severity or 

suspicion.” The children loved her recreations, and for many generations stories were 

told in Rathfarnham, indeed in every Loreto, of Mother Catherine’s efforts for the 

children’s improvement, not only in character and in religion and literary education, but 

in every politeness and grace. “Pray, pray well,” she would say, “and everything will 

succeed.” 

After thirteen years of religious life, she lay dying. “What have I done to merit 

such happiness? Nearer to seeing my God.” “Her death-bed was as radiant as if she 

were done with pain.” “Do all you can when you are well,” she said; “one can do so 

little in sickness.” However, God does not require much when we are dying, except the 

last great sacrifice.” 

She died at the age of 37, and Mother Ball once again could renew her resolution; 

“In union with Our Lord’s mental agony, when forsaken by all, I will bear the loss of 

friends.” Mother Catherine, too, like Mother Baptist and Mother Xaveria, was 

commissioned to obtain from the Sacred Heart “great peace and charity in every 

Community of Loreto.” 
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The next Mistress of Schools, the most beloved of all, was Mother Elizabeth 

Gonzaga Corballis, sister of Mother Catherine. Educated at York, this brilliant girl 

seemed made for all the joys of life. 

Long ago it has written that the Bar Convent had formed many holy and gifted 

girls to take an honoured place in the Catholic society of England and in the 

immeasurably higher sphere of religious life, but it could count as one of its highest 

boasts the training of Elizabeth Corballis. When she left York she chose for her 

confessor Dr. Murray, Archbishop of Dublin. He understood “the gay and joyous child 

of predilection,” who found it so difficult “to resolve on the death to self which she 

knew the religious life would require. She did resolve, however. The Archbishop 

himself brought her to Rathfarnham. “At last,” Mother Teresa Ball said, as she 

welcomed her. She had known her in York as one of the best - loved children in the 

school. “At last,” repeated the Archbishop adding, “Reverend Mother, take care of the 

child, for she has cost me dear.” 

The postulant was exuberant, rather too full of spirits, but Mother Teresa was 

gentle and wise. As soon as she was clothed with the habit, the change came, and for 

fourteen years her life is like one golden ray of love. She was Mistress of Novices 

before being Mistress of Schools. “The secret of holiness,” she would say, “is to know 

how to retire into one’s own heart and there dwell with God alone.” She constantly 

recommended silence as the great means to obtain the interior spirit - “silence in every 

movement and act,” that he may have “silence of thought to hear the whispers of the 

Holy Ghost.” Or, again: “At the hour of death a Religious will not regret to have heard 

little, seen little, spoken little.” 

After a year as Novice Mistress, she was made Mistress-General of Schools, and 

she who loved contemplation was with the children almost all day. And how they loved 

her and watched her, as they said later, “to see how a saint went on”! Once, at 

recreation, speaking about St. Aloysius, a child said to her: “Mother, you try to imitate 

him.” “No, my child, I have the presumption to go higher.” “Who then, Mother? Our 

Blessed Lady?” “No, my child; higher still. Our Lord Jesus Christ Himself is the model 

I try to imitate.” 

Not for one moment did her fervour cool. When the children wanted to see her 

most beautiful smile, they would speak of the Blessed Sacrament and of Death. “Oh, 

children,” she would say, “how little do you think of that beautiful sentence of your 

night prayers, ‘I desire to be dissolved and to be with Christ.’” 
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Having worked unusually hard for a Jubilee Festivity, Reverend Mother said to 

her: “You have worked a great deal for me, Mother Gonzaga; what can I do for you?” 

“One favour,” she replied. “May I make a renewal of spirit?” By which she meant the 

Thirty Day’s Spiritual Exercises. Permission was given her, and, on the last day of the 

Retreat, her summons came. As she was receiving Extreme Unction, she seemed 

completely exhausted; but when the priest turned to her with the Blessed Sacrament, 

summoning all her strength, she rose unaided on her knees, and with transports of joy 

received Our Lord, while the Community knelt around in awe. Shortly afterwards the 

Infirmarian, being obliged to go elsewhere, remarked that she did not like to leave her 

alone. “Oh, I am not alone,” she replied, “I have Jesus with me, and He is all to me.” 

She lingered still a few days, and, hearing it said that she was to receive Holy 

Communion again on Friday, exclaimed: “Oh, I hope to be admitted into Our Lord’s 

Heart on that day.” And so it was. The confessor said he would be there at 5 a.m. All 

night she suffered intense thirst, but would not take a drink. Towards 5 she asked for her 

Communion veil, and died peacefully before the priest came. 

Into Our Lord’s Heart! How these words were remembered in the Abbey school! 

Mother M. Conception Lopez was next mistress of schools. Conception Lopez 

was a Spaniard, who was sent to school to York, where her mother, Dona Helena 

Roberts, had been Mother Teresa’s school friend. From Conception’s first day in the 

English school all remarked the piety of the “angelic child absorbed in God.” She had 

many struggles with her feelings, for she loved passionately - especially she loved her 

home and friends. It was well for her that wise Religious led her by God’s love till her 

large heart and mind were given wholly to Him. How gently He guided her, and how 

sweetly! She made the morning meditation at school very fervently, we are told, and so 

overcame herself during the day that she grew steadily in union with God till she 

seemed never to lose sight of His Divine Presence. When she left York she went to 

complete her French studies in the Convent of the Sacred Heart, Rue de Varennes, 

where she was made a Child of Mary and was privileged to have as spiritual director 

Pere Varin S.J. 

Returning to Spain, her hard struggle began. She was attracted little by the glory 

of this world, though her father held a high position in Court; but she loved her family 

and her own country. Finally, she broke away, almost stole away, on 5th of September, 

1839 and became a postulant in Rathfarnham. Daily for forty years she served God with 

loving fidelity to the smallest rule. Her fervour was so genuine, “never pharisaical, 
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though spontaneous, and in a manner irrepressible, and we were so accustomed to the 

manifestation of it that it would have seemed unnatural if Mother Conception did not let 

her ardour find vent. The favourite Spanish aspiration “Ave Purissima” was peculiarly 

here. She trained the children in the practice of aspiratory prayer and spiritual 

communion and she who was so ardent taught resignation so gently. “Wait!” was a 

great word of hers. She was very practical: - “Don’t take too much on yourself. Those 

who are overloaded are apt to let the load slip off. We are not very strong.” Her own 

prayer was beautiful. She would press the crucifix to her lips, saying: 

“Tu me tiens lieu du tout, de tresor de patrie 

Tout ce que J’ai laisse, tu le deviens pour moi, 

Mon amour, mon seul bien, ma liberte, ma vie, 

Ma familie - c’est Toi.” 

Her zeal and her love for the Institute are still remembered and her influence on 

the children was as remarkable as, later, it was with the Novices. 

This brings us to the year that Mamie Barry went to Rathfarnham and was 

enrolled a member of the First School, though not of its highest class. She remarked 

later that she was surprised to find herself at home at once, and was struck by the “spirit 

of love and prayer” that had made Gorey so ideal. Before the end of the year she was a 

Prefect of the School - a very unusual occurrence, for children are conservative, and few 

are Prefects in the First School who have not been through the Second and Third 

Schools of the same house. She had a marked influence over “rebels”, and at recreation 

she was the joy of any young nun whose duty it was to preside. It seemed natural to her 

to welcome every Sister with cordiality, and to lead the conversation easily to her. 

Mary Barry was a great observer. Though she loved reading, she always learnt 

more from life than from books. The new school naturally influenced her. She had 

companions from other countries from Spain, India, America, Germany, whose 

presence nourished the world-wide spirit of sisterliness that made her pray always for 

“the dear children of Loreto wherever they may be - north, south, east or west. Her 

position, too, as a Prefect in a Senior Division made her realise the meaning of School 

Rules, and that, if sometimes exacting, they are always reasonable and ennobling in 

their influence. 

She loved the Abbey and its beautiful church, which had been consecrated to the 

Sacred Heart a few years before. When in later years she prayed for means to build such 

another church, she would remind the children how Our Blessed Lord so quickly 
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answered the prayers of other Loreto children in similar circumstances. Mother Teresa 

Ball had spent her money in new foundations, and was praying for means to build a 

church. One evening a young girl called and stayed a while. She was an Irish girl, niece 

to Mother Ignatia Arthur, but had lived broad - had been, in fact, the first pupil of the 

Sacred Heart Convent of Trinita dei Monte, Rome. She joined the procession which was 

being held for Reverend Mother’s intention, and was so struck by the devotional prayers 

and singing of the children that she came again, this time to ask for admission to the 

Novitiate. She brought with her more than sufficient means to build the church. Nor did 

she know till later what the children were praying for. 

Mary Barry was happy and joyous in Rathfarnham, but these years were full of 

suffering. She became very delicate, and suffered severe spiritual trials. She often spoke 

of this time for the encouragement of others, but the details of her sufferings were kept 

hidden to the end. “I clung to God as to my Father,” she would say. “I knew nothing 

could happen me without His Will, and this trust in His Love brought me through.” Her 

trials of soul and body made the convent dear to her, and when her delicate health made 

her parents determine that she must leave school, she begged, though in vain, to be 

allowed to stay. Instead, she was permitted to spend the long vacation in Gorey. 

Meanwhile, Mr. Barry had been transferred, at his own request, from Enniscorthy 

to Kanturk. Mary returned, not to her childhood’s home, but to the home of her father’s 

race, where she learned many stories about her family. Here she became very strong, 

though for a time she suffered from headaches, which were severe. She visited the 

shrine of Gougane Barra, bathed her head in the healing waters of St. Fanchea’s Well, 

and was completely cured. 

About this time she found an opportunity of telling her father of her religious 

vocation. I went into his office after banking hours. Stealing round to the back of his 

chair while he sat reading, I put my two hands over his eyes and asked him if he would 

give me what I wanted most - more than anything in the world. “I would give my queen 

anything in my power,” he answered. I said, “I want you to give me to God”. Then he 

pulled me round to him and we had a long talk together. 

Mr. and Mrs Barry thought her idea of abandoning home a mere girlish fancy. 

They therefore decided that she should wait a year (she was only 18), and if she still 

wished it they would not oppose her design. They considered it in the bond that she 

should take part in the social gatherings of the county - balls, race meetings, etc. 
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It was a very unwilling reveller whom Mr. and Mrs Barry conducted to scenes of 

gaiety. Her brother John gives us an instance of this. “On one occasion when a ball was 

given by some friends at their country house Mary begged her mother to allow her to 

remain at home. My father insisted on her going with them. On her arrival at the place 

she disappeared, and was not seen in the gay crowd of dancers. My mother, going to 

look for her, found her in the nursery with the little ones, and nothing could induce her 

to leave them.” She said herself in after years: “I never felt my vocation so strong as 

when in a ballroom.” 

She who, later on, had such wonderful consideration for the feelings of others, 

even when they occupied time that had a hundred calls on it, was, at this period of 

waiting rather intolerant of visitors, and when they arrived at her home she would, if 

possible, make her escape and go for a walk, taking one of her little brothers, Charles or 

Robert, with her as companion. 

Deference to her parent’s wishes, however, made Mary submit to the essential 

details of introduction to society. Little as she liked her forced sally into “le monde ou 

l’on s’amuse,” the experience was of the utmost value to her in her dealings with her 

pupils in after life, especially those who had no mother to direct them. Her sympathy, 

on which all who had claims on her might rely, did not exclude the young debutante 

eager, even over eager, to take her share in amusements beyond the convent gates. She 

realised, from her own experience, youth’s craving for pleasure, and did not begin with 

the idea that these amusements were necessarily wrong. She thought, however, that 

amusements should follow serious occupation, and that they might become dangerous 

and wrong if made the principal or sole aim of life. 

Though she went a good deal into society during this year, she continued to lead 

her “convent life” as far as possible. Every morning she attended Mass; she often fasted 

more rigorously than she did later; and each afternoon she paid an hour’s visit to the 

Blessed Sacrament. At school the bell tolled 15 strokes each day at 3 p.m. in 

commemoration of the Passion and Death of Our Lord, and all through life this hour 

was for Mother Barry one of prayerful recollection. In her time of meditation in the 

parish church at Kanturk she learnt from her friend, St. Teresa, to speak with Our Lord 

as “a friend with a friend - speaking to Him, telling Him her troubles, and asking Him 

favours.” “If I have any favourite devotion or attraction,” she wrote, “it is to Our Lord 

in the Tabernacle. I think that takes in all His Life, His Example, His Passion, His 

Heart, His Love.” 



 

(28) 

“During her last Christmas holidays she determined to have a Crib,” her brother 

writes. “I was the carpenter who erected the “building”, and Mary made the figures and 

decorations. Considering our limited resources, we succeeded very well.” Flowers were 

impossible to find at that time, but candles were numerous, and when the Crib was lit 

up, it appeared lovely and devotional in the eyes of the children. Instead of blossoms, 

Mary laid at the feet of the Babe of Bethlehem many beautiful red apples. No one knew 

whence they had come but the secret transpired later. All through Advent she had 

contrived without being noticed, to secrete the fruit given her at dessert, and to keep it 

to offer on the birthday of the Infant Saviour, with a heart as simple, loving and 

innocent as the little ones who knelt beside her. 

One more anecdote of Mary’s girlhood has been told by herself: “Here is my story 

of Nano (Annie is often translated into Nano in the South of Ireland). Well, many years 

ago, far back in the fifties, and just before I went to Loreto to begin my Noviceship, I 

lived in the South of Ireland. It was winter or early Spring - frost on the ground, snow 

on the mountains, a sharp cutting wind blowing. I thought it was quite heroic to venture 

out to early Mass, warmly wrapped as I was, with my hands in a muff, and furs doing 

their best to keep out the cold east winds. I reached the little chapel, and took my usual 

place near Our Lady’s Altar. Just before Mass began I noticed in the rather dark corner 

near me, a something that looked like a bundle of rags, swaying itself to and fro as the 

Southerns sometimes do whilst praying. I saw two little hands hold out Rosary Beads, 

and, having good hearing then I heard now and again a low sob. Presently the priest 

came out of the sacristy, Mass began, and I tried to forget the little bundle. As soon as 

Mass was over, I went to the corner, where now I saw a child kneeling, her little white 

face uplifted, gazing at the Crucifix, her lips quivering with the earnestness of her 

prayer, tears coursing down her cheeks. Touching her on the shoulder, I made a sign 

that I wished her to come out of the chapel; she looked surprised, but followed me. 

When we got outside, this is what I saw: A little creature whose only covering was one 

short skirt and an old grey shawl rolled round her, her small brown feet bare on the 

frosty ground; no hat or bonnet, but the shawl drawn over the curly head, the white face 

pinched and drawn. Alas! I knew the “hungry look” so well. The beautiful brown eyes, 

too large for the little face, looked wonderingly at me, with a world of sorrow in them, 

as I asked her name and age and why she was crying so bitterly. Her name was Nano; 

she was eight years old; had lived all her life “up in the mountains yonder” - her baby 

life seemed so long. The potato crop had failed, and they were all hungry and had 
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nothing to eat. Father said they would all die up there. Mother and they should go to the 

town to see if they could get something; he might get work, but, instead, he got a fever 

and died, and mother died, and all, all of them died, only Onny (her sister Honoria); she 

was sick now, over there in Greenoghue, and they said she would die too; and this 

morning Nano had come over to the chapel to ask God to spare Onny or to take herself, 

too, for if Onny died there was no one, no one in the whole world left. And at this she 

cried aloud, and lifted up her little, thin hands over her head. A few pence to buy 

something for the sick girl seemed a rich treasure to Nano; and, as she could not express 

her gratitude in English she poured forth a volley of Irish blessings that were far more 

valuable than the few pence that procured them. We must remember that this child of 

eight could speak two languages fluently, Irish and English, like many of our people but 

whenever the heart was strongly moved, I remarked they always spoke Irish. It is far 

more expressive than English. I told Nano to meet me in the same place next morning; I 

knew there was no use asking leave to visit her in the Greenoghue, where the dread 

“famine fever” was raging and hundreds dying of it. Only the priests went into that 

danger. Nano’s story is without an ending, as far as I know, but I hope one day to meet 

her in Heaven, where she will tell me how God took her out of the cold and the hunger 

and the pain which overwhelmed her, but which, like the mantle of snow on the little 

Alpine flower, kept her pure and safe, with trust in Him. All that I know further of Nano 

is that many a morning, before even early risers were astir, she was found standing at 

our hall door waiting to come in to say her prayers and her catechism to me. She told 

me other lessons of suffering she had learnt during her short stay of a few days in the 

“poor house” and always ended by declaring that she would rather go away and die in 

the green fields under the sky than stay there again, and I thought Nano’s resolution a 

good one. Many a pleasant hour we had in the early hours, teaching and learning, until 

the summer came, and I had to leave the little one to the care of her Heavenly Father 

and Blessed Mother and to the poor, who did not refuse to share their scanty food and 

clothing with “the orphan”. No wonder God loves the poor best; and yet, without 

coveting my neighbour’s goods, I have sometimes wished so intensely for a few 

minutes to be rich. I wished it when I said goodbye to Nano, who wrung her little brown 

hands and knelt down on the pavement, sobbing and crying, as she did the first day I 

saw her beside Our Lady’s Altar. At that time there was no convent in the town, no nuns 

to whom the child could be sent for education; but the poor woman who befriended her, 

though as poor herself, comforted me by saying: ‘Astoirin, we’ll keep her and care her 
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and love her for your sake.’ And so I hope to meet Nano someday inside the Gates of 

Pearl by the River of Life, and I am sure she will be glad to see me.”5 

This story is the closing scene of Mary Barry’s home life, bringing us to the eve 

of her departure. She was the joy of her home, “the idol of her little brothers and sister 

and of the poor”. We see her a holy child and girl, with a remarkable desire to be alone 

with God. She could be self-willed, but was, nevertheless, a charming, sympathetic girl, 

with great spiritual deference for others and a positive love for God - a love nourished 

from babyhood by prayer and sacrifice. 

The reality of her vocation her parents soon recognized (her father with great 

reverence), and they braced themselves to sacrifice their well-loved child, not with joy, 

but with a silent resignation realising that God’s claim was greater than theirs. 

Mary Barry had gained health and strength in Cork County. She had gained much 

more. Though to her a soul had but one nationality, the Kingdom of Heaven, she 

possessed an extraordinarily strong feeling - a sub-conscious one almost - that revealed 

itself naturally in her thought and conversation. She loved this cradle of her race. Here, 

even more than in Leinster, she saw a daily life coloured by fifteen centuries of 

Catholicism, and beyond that by Gaelic thought. When, later she spoke on education of 

girls, on holiness, on treatment of others, one felt in presence of an old culture, full of 

ease and graciousness, and of a wisdom which, from generation to generation had been 

guided by the Spirit of Christ. It was no blind instinct, surely, that made Andrew Barry 

cling to an inheritance of so infinite a spiritual content. His ancestors had good 

memories, one imagines. Mary Barry certainly forgot nothing. 

During her sojourn in Munster she saw naked elemental forces in a death struggle 

for man’s soul and mind - Hunger, Death against Faith and Helplessness. And she knew 

that, the battle over, not Faith and Love only, but gracious Romance, would still cling to 

the Munster hills. Nor would Famine break the patience of deep valleyed Desmond. 

Love, Faith, Tenacity! In what abundance she possessed them all! 

 

                                                 
5 ‘A Mother’s Letter to Her Children’, ‘Eucalyptus Blossoms’ June 1889. 
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MOTHER M. GONZAGA BARRY 

 

CHAPTER 5 

EARLY RELIGIOUS LIFE. 

 

God’s call to the religious life is given differently to different souls. To some the 

“Follow Me” comes swift, clear, compelling, as to Matthew at his counting - house, 

when he “rose up and followed”, the Divine Master. To others the voice is that of the 

Spirit “Who breatheth where He listeth”, and gently urges the soul towards the “inner 

harbor”, without, as yet, any special port in sight. Mary Barry felt quite certain of her 

vocation to the religious life; but whether Our Lord called her was not so certain. Her 

greatest attraction was to the Carmelite Order, from devotion to St. Teresa, and her 

desire to be alone with God. She mistrusted her own opinion, however, and sought light 

in prayer and in wise guidance. Her Director decided that she was not called to Carmel. 

Yet something of this first attraction clung to her always. She affirmed when on her 

deathbed that she was then permitted to taste the sweetness of the purely contemplative 

life that had been denied her. 

When assured that God willed her to join a Teaching Order, Mary’s thoughts 

turned to the Institute of the Blessed Virgin Mary. The name appealed to her, and the 

rule, for she already loved St. Aloysius. She wrote to the Superiors petitioning to he 

received as a Domestic Sister. To her great disappointment, her request was refused. 

Years after, in an exhortation to the Sisters (in Australia), she thus alluded to her desire: 

“My heart goes out to you when I speak to you, for your life was my first love. I longed 

for your duties in the Institute, your great privilege, to live Our Divine Lord’s own 

humble and hidden life on earth. But I was not worthy of such a grace, and was put 

under obedience to banish the thought…. But I love and value your life. We never lose 

first loves; they cling around the heart when others fade with the years.” 

She had sacrificed her inclinations, and God’s light shone clearly now. Thus it 

came to pass that she returned to Gorey in August, 1853. (A Novitiate was allowed in 

this convent for a few years, when diocesan difficulties being overcome, all novices 

were henceforth trained in Rathfarnham.) The old familiar surroundings, the nuns whom 

she loved and who loved her in return, did much to soften the pain of parting from her 

home. She was the only postulant glad to be “the servant of the servants of God.” Her 
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entrance day was the 24th August, the Feast of St. Bartholomew, Apostle. She received 

the name of Sister Mary Gonzaga. 

The annual retreat of the community began a few days later, and the little 

postulant entered upon it with great fervour. During these holy days she prepared for 

and made her first general confession. Her confessor, who had known her from 

childhood, later affirmed that, in his opinion, she had never lost her Baptismal 

Innocence.” 

She always looked back on this retreat as one which gave her a lasting insight into 

the sufferings, especially the little daily sufferings of religious life. Writing of this time, 

she says: I remember when I was a postulant, so long ago now, hearing an exhortation 

given to the Community, in which the priest spoke beautifully about suffering and its 

reward. Speaking of Holy Week, he bade us remember that the Lent of a holy life, with 

its restraints and self-denials, and even the Crucifixion of Good Friday, must come 

before we can enjoy our Easter Day, or understand the meaning of what Holy Church 

tells us when she says, “This is the Day the Lord hath made; let us be glad and rejoice 

therein”; and, also, “According to the sorrows in my heart my soul has become joyful”. 

This special grace of the Retreat preceded a time of great trial for, though Sister M. 

Gonzaga “was distinguished for buoyant cheerfulness, she found the Novitiate hard. She 

who had been so courageous became now full of fears and oppressed by loneliness.” 

She often laughed later at incidents that then caused her real anguish. Sometimes she 

was sent to the kitchen to help the cook, a secular, who treated the little Sister with 

incredible roughness. Nor did the latter speak of it then. “It was part of God’s plan, and 

I knew nothing could happen without His leave.” 

She had for Novice Mistress Mother Aloysius Sweetman, a religious of notable 

sanctity, who later was sent to India as Superior of the houses there. She recognised in 

Sister M. Gonzaga a great generosity, and spared no pains in forming her as a true 

religious of the Institute. We are told that she exercised her with much severity in 

mortification and humility.” 

Sister M. Gonzaga was professed on the 27th May, 1856. She always rejoiced that 

this happiness was given her in May, and on the feast of St. Mary Magdalen De Pazzi, 

who so loved St. Aloysius. Speaking of that day she says: “I remember still its deep 

peace. I realised that I belonged to Our Lord, that I was His very Own, and my joy was 

unspeakable - a quiet and deep joy in God.” Her additional obligations were henceforth 
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a continual incentive to fervour, and she advanced daily in devotedness and fidelity to 

religious observance. 

This year was marked also by the Cross. Her father, whose life was full of charity 

to the poor, especially in the fearful years of famine, grew more and more delicate, and 

despite all the loving care, the year 1856 was his last. “It pleased God to take him away 

at a time when his loss was a grievous one to his family”, writes his eldest son. “His 

early death (he was only 56) caused my mother the deepest grief. Indeed, it seemed to 

prey upon her spirit for the rest of her life. That life was marked by many bitter sorrows. 

The first trial had been the parting with my sister Mary, whom she loved so dearly. 

Then came my dear father’s death after a lingering illness. Following upon that, my 

brother Thomas was killed by a fall from his horse. Shortly afterwards came the news of 

the death of my brother, Charles, at Buenos Aires. Finally, the death of my youngest 

brother, Robert, the Benjamin of the flock, so greatly loved by my dear mother, filled 

the cup of her grief to overflowing. Yet she bore her many trials with the resignation 

and piety of a true Christian until her death, which was preceded by several years of 

personal suffering.” During those later years Mrs Barry was consoled by the loving 

devotion of her youngest daughter, Sarah, but at the time of her father’s death she was 

still a child. 

All these family troubles occurred while S.M. Gonzaga was at Gorey. It was no 

wonder that she remembered it and loved it as “the place of joys and many sorrows.” 

“You loved Gorey, Mother. Why did you love it so much?” one of her nuns asked her, 

years after, in far off Australia. She did not answer for a moment; then, turning, said: “It 

was my first convent home, the place where I spent so many happy years. Dear - holy - 

Gorey!” Her affectionate nature felt gratefully the sympathy around her, just as it made 

her feel her mother’s grief with double keenness. 

One of Sister Mary Gonzaga’s first duties was that of Mistress of the Day 

Children; she had great influence over the children, interesting herself in all their 

interests - their work and play. She was very strict, and required diligent attention to 

study. She cultivated their manners, their speech, by her little dramas and plays, which 

were always founded on the lives of the saints or on the old heroic stories. These 

entertainments later a recognised feature of education, were quite novel in Gorey. S.M. 

Gonzaga must have found helpful her earlier experience as playwright, prompter, and 

leading lady in the Bank House theatricals. Nor was the joy of these representations as 

transitory as human happiness sometimes is. When the children who had taken part in 
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them came, as mothers or even grandmothers, to see her on her visits, from Australia, 

they often recalled the old times when their devoted Mistress of Schools had done so 

much to improve their minds and to prepare them for the work and for the leisure of 

after life. They never forgot their beautiful, historic plays, nor the lessons not only of 

courtesy and culture, but of faith, which they inculcated. A fellow-novice writes of this 

time: “I was often S.M. Gonzaga’s helpmate in getting up her little plays. Whatever she 

did of this kind held a spiritual tendency. They were often scenes from the life of her 

own patron, St. Aloysius, and other saints. Her main idea was to touch the children’s 

hearts and to uplift them, thus contributing to their education as well as to their 

amusement.” She often said: “There is no better time for discovering and developing 

character than when preparing for a play.” and her experience had begun early. While 

yet a child her own devotion to St. Aloysius had been fostered by the celebrations which 

made the 21st June a red-letter day in Gorey and Rathfarnham, for as the patron of 

youth, the saint is specially honoured in every house of the Institute. Writing in 1911, 

on the eve of the feast, she alludes to the joyous festivities that had distinguished that 

bright day in midsummer, and adds regretfully: “I am afraid the old celebration of this 

feast is dying out in some places…. What a day it was in Rathfarnham when I was at 

school, ‘from early morn till dewy eve,’ from breakfast out on the lawn, with the new-

mown hay at our feet, till the party in the evening, and all the nuns with us! Not one 

there now who shared the feast in 1851 and nearly all “gone home”. R.I.P. 

One incident related by herself shows how motherly this young nun was in 

dealing with the children. She was preparing a class of quite little ones for their first 

confession. One child in particular followed the instructions with great interest, and was 

quite anxious to make her confession; but as the preparation went on, and stress was 

laid on the fact that no big sin must be concealed, she became very miserable. Sister 

Mary Gonzaga guessed the cause, and the rest is best told in her own words. 

“I took the little one aside one day, and talked to her for a few moments, and, then 

did what it might not always be wise to do; but I knew the little soul. “Put your arms 

around my neck, dearie,” I said, “and whisper to me what you are afraid to tell the 

priest.” She did so at once and sobbed out, “I stole some sugar.” I had to comfort her 

and tell her the priest would not be very much surprised to hear that, for I thought many 

little girls sometimes did the same, but after their first confession they tried not to do it 

anymore. Then she was comforted, and made her first confession very happily.” 
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To S.M. Gonzaga each child was an individual soul, with hereditary instincts, and 

yearnings born of environment, and all the inexplicable turnings that make up character. 

Each soul must be studied with all a mother’s loving intuition, so as to be led or 

attracted till heart and reason found their satisfaction in God. This was why she set 

herself “to win their hearts in order to win their souls.” This, too, is the key of the charm 

that drew hearts to hers. 

S.M. Gonzaga’s powers continued to develop, and their fruits were visible to all. 

Though so humble and retiring, she exercised a marked influence over others. Her 

spiritual gifts were easily discernible. She was a most exact model of religious life, so it 

surprised no one but herself when she was appointed to the important post of Mistress 

of Novices.  

We have few records of this period, but she herself was often wont to say: “I 

never had the talent of remarking the faults of others. When I was in charge of the 

novices Rev. Mother would sometimes say to me, “Did you not see what that novice 

was doing?” and I would have to confess that I had not noticed it. Of course, in some 

duties close observation is needed, but it is a happier thing, and I think just as useful to 

observe the good rather than the bad.” There is a story told of a visitor to a lovely 

garden speaking to the gardener at his work in great admiration of the beauty of the 

flowers. “I wish I could see them,” the man answered sorrowfully; I only notice the 

weeds.” Mother Mary Gonzaga did not notice the weeds unduly. If they forced 

themselves on her view, she did her best to eradicate them. But she would see some 

little flower of grace trying to force its way up among them, this she would endeavour at 

once to help and sustain. 

Yet no one would act more strongly or more vigorously. She fostered rather than 

pruned. “Make your Particular Examen on the acquiring of a virtue,” she would say, 

“rather than the eradicating of a fault. The fault, too, will disappear.” Faults she would 

use as stepping - stones to encourage the disheartened. 

“I am afraid I never do my best,” a novice said to her one day. “I am glad to hear 

you acknowledge that,” she answered cheerfully. “I think very few of us do, for it would 

mean perfect co-operation with grace.” To another: “It is a great gift to see our 

deficiencies if it makes us cling more closely to Our Lord. But if we keep our eyes on 

ourselves and distrust Him, that will wound Him most of all.” 
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To one who was inclined to give in to the “blues” she gave as practice: “Have a 

bright bow and a smile for everyone you meet in the house. Join the Bright Brigade. It 

will be an act of charity to others and very good for you.” 

To postulants she was always most kind and tender, remembering her own 

experience of fear and loneliness. “They have already made a great sacrifice,” she 

would say, “and feel everything so new and strange. But once they have received the 

habit they should be well tried.” They were preparing to become Spouses of Jesus 

Christ crucified. “Novices ought to be ready for anything. Common sense or, to speak 

more truly, heavenly wisdom, regulated her counsels.” 

“You must be supernatural not unnatural. God has given to each of us the natures 

best suited to us; as a wise father gives his son a piece of ground on which to build a 

tower to shield him from his enemies. The father furnishes the materials, but his son 

must build upon the good foundation. He does not destroy the foundation, but builds on 

it, until his dwelling-place is raised far above the low things of earth, and from his 

elevation he can look up lovingly to God. Then, looking down, he sees far below the 

creeping things that would sting and hurt him if he were down amongst them on the 

level ground. You can continue the allegory for yourselves. To be supernatural we must 

be spiritual. All true religious life is spiritual, as all worldly life is material: one is the 

soul, the other of the senses. The highest spiritual life is the one that most resembles 

Our Lord’s life, particularly in those virtues He has asked us to learn of Him - humility 

(above all, humility), meekness, obedience, sweetness, love of poverty in persons and 

things, zeal for children and sinners, a great abiding love for the hidden life and 

everything that leads to it. These, with affectionate charity to all, will make you dear to 

the Heart of Our Lord, worthy daughters of Mary’s own Institute, and happy in the 

choice you have made. Happy choice! ‘better part’, that no one can deprive you of 

except yourselves.” 

Then she would explain her “bookmark from St. Teresa”: “All things pass away, 

persons too; God alone remains. Let us, then, strive to please Him above all and work 

for Him. Eternity will be long enough for rest.” Her allegory was suggested by the 

lifelong attitude of her own soul, that of a child in the arms of a loving Father. She had 

great devotion to the Fatherhood of God. Whenever she pronounced the words “our dear 

heavenly Father” her radiant face showed her childlike love. “Let us seek,” she said, “to 

make our whole lives one continuous act of love and worship by a sincere and fervent 

morning offering, and by frequently raising our hearts to God by thoughts of Him, of 
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our Blessed Mother, our Angel Guardians and the Saints - a short aspiration, or even a 

thought of our heavenly home, where all is peace and joy, beauty and brightness waiting 

for us.” 

For a few years M.M. Gonzaga had charge of the little Novitiate till 1867, when 

she was appointed Superior of the Community in Gorey. 

“All things pass away, persons too; God alone remains. Let us then, strive to place 

Him above all and work for Him. Eternity will be long enough for rest.” 
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MOTHER M. GONZAGA BARRY 

 

CHAPTER 6 

LIFE IN GOREY - APPOINTMENT TO AUSTRALIA. 

 

“My first meeting with Mother M. Gonzaga was in 1867, when she came up to 

Loreto Convent, Stephen’s Green, with a delicate nun from Gorey. Word had gone 

around that “the saintly Mother Gonzaga” was in the house, and I remember how 

anxious we all were to see her. So writes one who was a child in Stephen’s Green in 

1867. “The saintly Mother Barry” was the title under which Mother Gonzaga was 

known also among the poor of Gorey, and among the children, whom she so greatly 

loved. 

Though she held, that the first duty of a Religious Superior was to her Community 

and her own house, she was interested in each child in the school and in the parents. She 

presided at sodalities, organised entertainments for Church festivals, sewing, meetings 

for the poor, feasts for the little children of the primary school. “We must strive,” she 

said “to give the poor children some of the joys of childhood.” Mother Gonzaga’s 

influence was truly wonderful. During her time in Gorey, the sodalists attended daily 

Mass, and bound themselves by promise to make at least ten minutes morning 

meditation. “She laid great stress also on the importance of daily meditation in the 

school - a short meditation which would help the children to supernaturalise their lives 

and overcome faults. She loved children. 

Two stray leaves, dating from this time, were found among her papers after death. 

One is a recitation. “A Wreath of Flowers,” composed by herself. The flowers chosen, 

even their very number seven; the uplifting thoughts and other sentiments expressed, all 

mark it as her own work. The mystic number “seven” was her favourite - the number of 

her home circle. 

The second sheet forms part of a letter to the children in Gorey, written when she 

was recovering from an illness. The extract will show how she taught them to ascend 

from “things visible to things invisible.” 

“Do you remember the cherry blossoms of last month? How beautiful they were! I 

know you admired them, for you sent me a beautiful bouquet one day. Now, as soon as 

I was able to get out, one of the first places the Sisters brought me was to the orchard, to 

look at the cherry trees, and see the tremendous destruction caused by the storm of rain 
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and hail. There were the little green berries, lying on the ground, very few on the trees. I 

thought of you, and felt so sorry at your disappointment. “Alas!” said I, “the poor 

children. So many plates of ripe cherries lost to them, and they would have been so 

acceptable on the hot days, after their great exertion at the examinations. I am sure they 

intend to do so well. I resolved to tell you, that you might know the worst at once, and 

that I might give you a little consolation in the news that, the strawberries, currants and 

goose-berries look well, and I hope they may be ripe for you before the holidays. One 

thought more I had about the cherry blossoms. How like to them are our dear children 

here at Loreto - so innocent, so pure, such promise for the future! Then a little prayer 

went up to the Immaculate Mother and the Holy Angels that they might preserve in the 

midst of the dangers and storms of the world those little white blossoms of Loreto, that 

they might cling steadfastly to the evergreen tree of our holy faith, until changed into 

the ripe fruit of all fair virtues pleasing to the Sacred Heart. Let the cherry blossoms 

always remind you of this, dearest children.” 

When Mother Gonzaga later became Superior of Enniscorthy, she showed the 

same devotedness and charity to the children, and took the same interest in their homes. 

It is an old Enniscorthy girl who writes the following:- 

“We had often heard of the Loreto Nuns from our eldest sister and cousins, who 

were educated at Bray, and we wondered if we should be as fond of them as our elders 

were. The first time we met Mother Gonzaga and the community, we swore in our 

hearts allegiance to Loreto. There was something so simple and attractive about them 

all, especially Rev. Mother, that we felt ready to do anything for them. I often felt that 

Mother Gonzaga saw me through and through. She would almost tell me what I was 

thinking about, I was a very passionate child, and her patience with me was wonderful. I 

remember her standing over me with her hands on my shoulders for nearly half an hour, 

until my passion cooled down.” 

This correspondent goes on to tell how, during the first year of the existence of the 

Enniscorthy Loreto, the whole school was busy some time before June 21st preparing to 

get a handsome present for Rev. Mother on her feast. Their Mistress of Schools who 

divined that they were so busy about, disappointed these generous children by insisting 

that, if they really wished to give pleasure to Mother Gonzaga, they must give her no 

personal gift. 

“I remember the great day still. In the midst of the fun word came to me that my 

younger sister had torn her frock and that Reverend Mother was mending it.” 
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The chronicler went to look, and there, in the middle of the Junior School, the 

Superior was stitching away at the torn frock. Thereupon the chronicler’s hasty temper 

burst out; she snatched the needle from Mother Gonzaga’s hand, and stamped at her 

little sister, exclaiming: “How dare you let Rev. Mother mend your frock on her feast 

day”. Rev. Mother said nothing for a few minutes, until the angry child had a little 

recovered herself; then, looking steadily at the delinquent, said: “I think the best thing 

you can do is to go home. I intended you to sit at the head of the table and cut the cake, 

but now one of your sisters can do it.” “I did not feel the punishment as much as the 

look of disappointment on Reverend Mother’s face. When I was in the cloakroom 

getting ready to go home, she came to me and said: “My poor child, what can I do with 

that temper of yours? How often you have promised to control it, and how often you let 

it get the better of you. I begged for forgiveness, and promised to try to do better, and 

set out sorrowfully for home.” Mother Gonzaga, recognising her goodwill, called her 

back, and, with the sweet smile and spiritual look which none could resist, said: “You 

may stay, dear; I am sure I can trust you for the future.” This was such an unexpected 

grace that the child cried for joy, and all the afternoon kept as close as she could to Rev. 

Mother, feeling secure that her presence would restrain any further burst of temper. 

On another occasion, the same child had the misfortune to break the glass panel in 

front of the schoolroom altar. This was an accident, not a fault; but the crash of broken 

glass frightened the guiltless perpetrator of the smash, who stood by the ruins as if 

petrified. Mother Gonzaga, attracted to the spot by the noise, consoled the child, saying: 

“Do you know, dear, you have done me a great service? I never liked that glass door 

front, and often said to the Sisters, “I wish it would get broken by some accident.” 

Another early Enniscorthy pupil writing to a Nun who had been a member of the little 

community, asked her: “Do you remember the first Rosary Sunday, when I left my 

place in the chapel and went up and knelt by my dear Mother Mary Gonzaga and gave 

out the Rosary with her? I thought it so dreadful to have her say it all by herself. You 

looked horrified at my conduct, but Mother Gonzaga said: “leave the child alone,” and 

would not let you send me away. How well I remember the kind look and smile.” The 

idea of a mite from the Junior School boldly walking up to Rev. Mother’s prie-dieu and 

helping her to say the Rosary must have filled the elder pupils with amazement. 

As might be expected, many were the religious vocations fostered by Mother 

Gonzaga’s inspiration in Gorey and in Enniscorthy. The second Provincial Superior of 
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the Institute in Australia was a Gorey pupil. “Barbara Mulhall, toujours, toujours la 

joyeuse,” her French Mistress said of her. 

Mother Gonzaga would indeed have been happy “in the shade of the dear 

Institute” in Ireland, but God was calling her far afield where the harvest was abundant. 

Dr. Goold, the first Archbishop of Melbourne, had asked the Superior of Loreto 

Abbey, Rathfarnham to send a Community of nuns to his Archdiocese. To do so at the 

time was not possible. Now, in 1874, the Holy See formed the diocese of Ballarat, and 

appointed Dr. O’Connor - then the parish priest of Rathfarnham - as first Bishop. He, 

too, wished for a Community from Rathfarnham, and finally the superior consented. But 

it was considered so difficult an undertaking, and so far, that only volunteers were asked 

to go. Mother M. Gonzaga was asked if she would go also. And she was appointed 

Superior. “She went to Rathfarnham” an eye witness tells us, “in obedience to the wish 

of Superiors. She seemed overwhelmed with sorrow, not because of the sacrifice, but by 

the responsibility.” 

Writing more than twenty-five years later, she said: “I suppose no one will ever 

know what it cost me to leave Ireland and my Irish friends. It nearly broke my heart. 

Though I was told by Superiors I would not be sent against my will, I felt I had to do it, 

or be unfaithful to grace; and when Reverend Mother told me that if I had not consented 

to go, she would not have allowed any of the Sisters to go to Ballarat, I felt grateful to 

God, Who gave me the strength; and surely He has made up a hundredfold since for any 

little sacrifice I may have made for Him.” 

Physical fear added to her sufferings. This she hid from all, and it was many years 

before she made the admission. Answering the letter of a priest whose heroic spirit of 

sacrifice made him wish for a violent death, she says: “I will pray my best for you, 

Father, in life and death. But I could not pray that you might have a violent death. I pray 

that you may have the merit of the desire. For many years I was haunted by the idea of 

dying a violent death, and, instead of desiring it, I dreaded it. When it was settled for me 

to come to Australia, I thought that was it - I should be drowned or at least not live 

through the voyage; but that seemed less terrible than to be killed on land.” 

The kind Dr. Furlong, urged Mother Gonzaga to take at least one of her late 

community with her on the distant mission. All would have gladly accompanied her, but 

for wise reasons she declined this consolation. At Gorey any who wished were allowed 

to offer for Australia, and there were many volunteers, but she would accept none but 

those whom the Bishop of Ballarat had chosen, to all whom she was a complete 
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stranger. She would not have had it otherwise. She wished to feel the weight of the 

Cross that she might bear it the more generously. 

At Gorey, her old home, the sorrow of her departure was very great - hardly less 

than her own. It was nearly a lifetime since she first came there, a happy child. 

Everything in it was dear to her - the church and cloisters, whose architectural beauty 

appealed to her artistic sense. Even the trees and flowers in the garden park spoke to 

her, and recalled many memories. She had seen them all grow up to maturity - the 

rhododendrons, for which Gorey was famous- she often described the rhododendron 

walk. On the morning of her departure she made a tour of the garden cemetery, where 

so many of her friends had been laid to rest, and, kneeling by the graves, kissed the sod, 

saying goodbye in turn to each of those she had known and loved. It must have sounded 

in heaven like a litany of saints, as she prayerfully repeated the names of those who lay 

in their graves. Then followed a visit to the convent chapel, the last good-byes were 

said, and she left Gorey, as she then thought forever. 

When the missioners had arrived at the Abbey, immediate preparations for the 

departure began. Everything that loving foresight could do for the well-being of the 

Sisters was done with ungrudging generosity. Mother General’s direction to Mother 

Mary Angela Murphy, Procuratrix of Rathfarnham, were: “Let them have everything we 

can give them; if it were a near mission, what was wanting could be supplied later, but 

we must remember they are going to distant Australia.” Mother Angela carried out her 

work in the spirit and letter of her instructions, and spared neither trouble nor expense in 

procuring everything necessary for the Sisters, not only for the Voyage and their 

personal use, but many helps towards setting up their new home in the southern land. 

A ceremony of Reception and Profession took place after Easter, as was usual, at 

Rathfarnham. It was preceded by an eight day’s Retreat in which the Sisters who were 

going to Australia joined. The Retreat was conducted by the Rev. Fr. Sturzo, S.J., then 

Master of Novices at Milltown Park, afterwards Provincial in Ireland, and later Superior 

of the Jesuits in Australia. He took a great interest in the new mission, prepared the 

Sisters for what lay before them and procured a diploma for the Sodality of the Children 

of Mary to be established in Ballarat. 

It was arranged that the missioners should be in London on the 21st May. On the 

morning of the 20th, Mass was said at 4 a.m. by the kind Chaplain, Father Hanly. 

Goodbyes were said the night before, but a few of the Community had permission 

to come to see them off in the morning. As the Angelus rang out, the cabs drove down 
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the avenue. The silent parting was like a funeral. With M.M. Gonzaga were Sisters 

Aloysius Macken, Gertrude Quinn, Xavier Yourelle, Boniface Völker, Berchmans 

Stafford, Dorothea Frizelle, and Bruno McCabe. Two future postulants were also of the 

party- Helen Hughes, afterwards Sister Margaret Mary, and Margaret O’Brien, 

afterwards Sister Joseph. 

“Mother Mary Gonzaga looked bright and peaceful,” said one who was with her, 

“as she sat with us in the train, nearly all strangers to her.” Her trust in God made her 

rest securely in His Providence. “How do you feel?” someone had asked her during the 

days that preceded their departure. She stretched her hands with a childlike gesture and 

said: “I feel so: my hands are in God’s Hands. He can lead me where He wills.” 

Many friends accompanied the missioners to Holyhead, among them Father 

Edward Kelly S.J. 

M.M. Gonzaga herself describes her departure:-  

Thursday 20th May, 1875. - Wakened from our last rest in dear Loreto, 

Rathfarnham, at 3.30, as Mass was to be said at 4 o’clock for the missioners by our 

friend, Father Hanly, who wished to give us Holy Communion before Mass, that our 

departure might he hastened. The last mass in the Abbey was the saddest scene of our 

whole passage. The nine poor emigrants felt lonely in the large church (the community 

had been desired not to rise at so early an hour, so an affectionate adieu had to be made 

the evening before). Mother Mary Angela Murphy and M.M. Conception Lopez had 

permission to be with us; although some tears were shed at the moment of parting with 

such dear friends, the courage and joy of the missioners surprised everyone. Many a 

tearful eye looked after us as we drove down the avenue. The children were at the 

dormitory windows waving handkerchiefs. We were saying the Litany of Our Blessed 

Lady as we lost sight of the Abbey probably forever. The skies and trees were weeping 

plentiful rain drops. At Westland Row Station we were met by several friends and 

relations of the Sisters. Fathers Dalton and Kelly and my brother John travelled in the 

train with us to Kingston, and saw us on board the steamer. The bell soon rang for 

departure. A hasty farewell at the cabin door, a blessing from the priests, and then we 

went for the last glimpse of Erin. Arrived at Holyhead at 11 o’clock a.m. As we 

travelled through England per express, there were few stops. We sped through pretty 

villages and manufacturing towns, with a network of railway lines, crossing and 

recrossing, perplexing to look at, and suggestive of a crash at any moment. At last, after 

6 o’clock p.m., we arrived at the Euston Square Station, London, very weary. Took 
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possession or three cabs, and then off to Ford’s Hotel, Manchester Square, where we 

dismounted. Thank God, we all slept fairly well after our fatiguing day.  

Friday, 21 May. - Father C---’s arrival announced. He and Mr. N---, a friend of 

his, who is also sailing on the “Somersetshire” travelled by the night train from 

Kingston. He set off at once to see if we could get on board the “Somersetshire” that 

day. 

Saturday, 22 May. - Rose early, and started for the “Somersetshire” at Gravesend. 

Arrived at the railway station; found Mr. N---- very useful; took three travelling bags in 

each hand, and any amount of other small things. The way to Gravsend uninteresting; 

large tracts of low land, with cattle grazing, rather small fields; in Ireland this land 

would probably have been bog. 

“Mother Gonzaga looked so happy as she sat in the train travelling across 

England,” wrote one of the Sisters. “On arriving in London, we learnt that the boat 

would not sail from Plymouth until the 24th, Feast of Our Lady Help of Christians 

(afterwards selected as the Patronal Feast of Our Lady for Australia). This we looked 

upon as a happy omen, a token of our Lady’s protection. Rev. Mother was particularly 

pleased, since every notable event of her life had happened on a Feast of Our Lady.” 

Gravesend. - We went down on a kind of wharf with numbers of small boats on 

each side, the boatmen stretching out their hands and calling out to us to let them take 

us to the “Somersetshire”. We came at last to the “Somersetshire”, and, much against 

our will, were the first to mount the ladder. 

Sunday, 23 May. - Heard the first thing in the morning that Father C---- meant to 

say Mass in his cabin at 8 o’clock. Got up and managed to hear Mass. Only Sisters 

Boniface and Dorothea were well enough to go to holy Communion. We went up on 

deck and recovered a little. Met two stewardesses, sisters; the elder had crossed the Line 

twenty times, and was now going to retire in favour of her junior. On her first voyage 

she had care of the Good Shepherd Nuns going to Australia (Melbourne). We thought it 

strange that her sister, on her first voyage, should have charge of us; she too, seemed 

pleased at the co-incidence. They are both very quiet and ladylike in manner and in 

appearance. Another bad night for all, except Sister Mary Berchmans, who went about 

ministering to the rest. We got into the harbour during the night, and in the morning 

heard the glad news that we were resting at anchor outside Plymouth.  

Monday, 24th May. - Our Lady Help of Christians. On deck early, rolled up in 

shawls, which have often proved treasures. Such a heavy mist hangs over the shore that 
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we can barely see that we are near land. The ship rests still on the water, which is a 

delightful sensation. Soon the fog cleared and the shore appeared. Plymouth Harbour is 

very fine; the scenery round appeared beautiful to our weary eyes. High hills, with 

remarkable-looking buildings on them. Someone asked a steward what they were. He 

answered: “This is a place called Plymouth; I know nothing more of it.” Later she 

writes: “We had a quiet day; boats came to the ship, and many of the passengers went 

on shore. A large Australian vessel is at anchor in the harbour; she has been ninety-five 

days on the homeward voyage, and, as provisions are exhausted has put into Plymouth 

for supplies. They have suffered so much that there were two deaths on board, one that 

of a lady who had died just as the ship entered harbour. Towards evening the harbour 

looked beautiful. Sister Mary Aloysius discovered just in time that the elder stewardess 

was getting off at Plymouth, and she promised to take our letters and post them. There 

was a scramble to get them into the right envelopes, and I wonder if they were right. We 

are to sail out tonight, under the care of Mary, Our Blessed Mother. We all went on 

deck after supper to take our last look at land. It was a beautiful May evening; we sat 

looking towards the west as the sun went down behind a wooded hill, with the castle at 

the base. Sky, trees and sea were all tinted with a golden light, and made a lovely 

picture. As we steered quietly out of Plymouth we said the Litany of Loreto together, 

and a prayer to St. Joseph, and recommended ourselves to the Sacred Heart of Jesus and 

to the Holy Angels, whom we begged to accompany us on our way. The lighthouse with 

its red light looked so beautiful rising straight out of the water. We lost sight of it with 

the last point of land, and were alone upon the sea. Yet not lonely, thank God; our 

hearts were full of confidence in Our Heavenly Father, whose work we were going to 

do, and in Our Blessed Mother’s sweet protection.” 

Thirty-two years later, M.M. Gonzaga recounted this incident of the voyage, when 

she was on her fourth visit to Ireland from Australia: “That evening in 1875 as we sat on 

deck we were very anxious to begin our voyage on Our Blessed Lady’s feast. The 

stewardess said, “Impossible!” as both wind and tide were against us. We began the 

Rosary to ask Our Lady to get us off. About the Third Mystery the stewardess ran up 

and said, “Ladies, are you not anxious to sail this evening!” “Yes,” we said, very 

anxious. “Then you have got your wish, for I just heard the captain say, “The wind has 

changed, and I think we had better get off this evening. So weigh anchor.” We sailed 

out at sunset, as the Angelus bells were ringing, with hope in our hearts and renewed 

confidence in the intercession of Our Immaculate Mother.” 
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The diary continues with some account of their friends on shipboard:- 

Tuesday, 25 May. - Captain X--- is a splendid man, as far as bones and sinews go, 

tall, but not stout. He has a quiet English manner; his voice is scarcely ever heard in the 

ship, but he is liked and respected by all the men. A lady who has made voyages - 

many, in fact, - says we are most fortunate to have him; some seamen are so rough. He 

is a son of a Church of England clergyman, and was far on the way himself - indeed, a 

deacon. He asked Father C.... if the Sisters would mix with the passengers, as, on the 

one hand, he did not like to seem wanting in civility, and, on the other, did not wish to 

intrude. Father C.... told him of our Rule. This so impressed the captain that he did not 

speak or even bow to us till we had been three weeks on hoard. But he watched us well, 

and during Mass stood on guard himself at the foot of the stairs, lest we should be 

disturbed; and if any young midshipman came running down, he caught him and sent 

him speedily up again, without saying a word. We have not seen him on guard, as he 

had a screen nailed up to shut us off, that Mass might be said more quietly and 

respectfully. He told Father C.... how very much he admired the unity of our Church, 

and regretted there were so many people in the ship who were probably without any 

religion. He conducts service every Sunday. A bell tolls at 10, 30, and he is anxious that 

all who are not Catholic should attend. He reads the service and the sermon himself 

very impressively, I am told, and takes the utmost pains to have a little singing. He had 

the harmonium brought into his own cabin and had choir practice. On the first Sunday 

Mr. N..., a Dane, played the harmonium, but discovered that he did not agree with the 

congregation in matters of faith, so refused to play or attend again. The Captain was 

greatly distressed, and found that Mrs R..., whose father is a clergyman, could play the 

chants and hymns, and besought her to help him. She told me that, although she was 

most unwilling to play, she could not refuse. Captain X... had a long handle of a 

sweeping brush fastened to the bellows of the harmonium, so that it could be blown for 

her, to save her the exertion. This simple contrivance could be fixed on any harmonium, 

but it seems to me to destroy the sympathy between the foot and hand which is so 

necessary in playing the harmonium. 

Mrs. X... sometimes comes with the Captain; she is extremely delicate, and 

suffers very much in the tropics, where her serious and stern-looking husband nurses 

her himself, and his kindness to us shows how good he is. 

The Dane is interesting. His mother is an old lady of 75 going out to see a son in 

Melbourne. She is wonderfully active, kind and clever-pious, too; she has made all her 
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preparations “to go to God the moment He calls her.” Mr. H... is a painter; he studied art 

in Rome, and has travelled much. His English is very funny. His mother says he is very 

good, and very clever about many things, but “a scoundrel at languages.” Someone told 

him that one of the ladies had great “pluck”. He did not understand, but went to his 

dictionary and found that “pluck” meant sheep’s heart. Captain B... came to Sister 

Boniface and asked the German for slang. Mr. H... was then told pluck was slang for 

courage or spirit. He complained to Helen Hughes of being misunderstood by the ladies 

on board; “the nuns are the only ones who do not laugh at him.” He measured on his 

long arm the length of time he would like to talk to them, and on his finger the tiny bit 

of conversation they gave him. 

Again she writes:- 

“Captain N..., one of the passengers, was judge in the mock trial one evening. He 

was very anxious that we should see the performance. We declined, though all had been 

left out that might shock us, but he came to show himself in his big wig and scarlet 

robes. We thought he looked every inch the character. We remained in the ladies cabin 

but Captain X... brought all the characters to the door that we might see them. They 

were all admirably got up.” 

Again:- 

Monday, 7th June. - Passed the night in a vapour bath; felt sometimes so sinking 

into the other world that I even calculated the probable effect on my cabin companions 

when in the morning they should find me gone. Sister Bruno brought a cup of tea and a 

biscuit to Sister Aloysius and to me. I got through with mine, and managed to get up; 

was an hour dressing, but at last got on deck, and found some of the Sisters there. It was 

impossible to pray; could only offer up the passage through the Doldrums. Mrs. B... 

insisted on Sister Aloysius placing her chair where the motion of the ship was not so 

great as where we usually pitched our tents (round the cabin stairs, where a seat ran 

round three sides, and we could all sit together). Some of the Sisters had to go with 

Sister Aloysius, who was very weak and only slowly recovering her strength. The gap 

in our ranks was quickly occupied. Our friend the Dane seated himself beside me, and 

began a very animated discussion on religion. He praised our way of “speaking to Christ 

so frequently.” He envies Catholics their daily Mass, and says his religion “forgets on 

Monday all they say to God on Sunday.” We had a long conversation on many disputed 

points, which, with his imperfect understanding of English was not very enlightening. 
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However, he finished by saying that what I told him did him good, and that I ought to 

be glad. I must look out for a helpful book for him. 

Father C... bought a very nice chair and had my name put on it. It was very good 

of him; he wanted it far more himself. There are few seats on deck, except the chairs 

with which experienced passengers have provided for themselves. We have improvised 

seats, tin boxes covered with the wrappings of our trunks; they look like large cushions. 

The dear Sisters who follow us later to Australia are recommended to bring out little 

stools for themselves, for seats at lecture time and whenever they wish to be together 

vis-a-vis. Travelling rugs are spread out on the deck for the children to roll about and 

play on. I counted about twenty folding chairs on deck the other day, the owners of 

which are most anxious that the nuns should sometimes occupy them; but we decline, 

and are faithful to our seats at the cabin door, which are always left for us.” 

My dear Sisters, these last pages have been written from memory. I was obliged to 

lay the diary aside for eleven days as I found it almost impossible to write, or even to 

read more than a page or two of a book, without mal-de-mer. Today is the eve of SS. 

Peter and Paul. You are perhaps preparing for your Renovation Retreat; ours is put off 

until we arrive at Ballarat. Please God, it will help us to begin with fervour. To resume 

the events of the voyage: There was some danger from fire for two or three nights 

during the intense heat, but our good captain took every precaution; he remained up 

with the officers, and had the greater part of the coal removed. 

“Much of the coal had taken fire, and had to be thrown overboard so a great part 

of the voyage is being done under sail instead of steam.” In the hottest part of the 

tropics (it was mid-summer) the wind failed for days. M.M. Gonzaga and her 

community appealed to St. Michael to prevent the boat being becalmed. They recited 

the Chaplet of St. Michael with great fervour. Almost immediately a fair breeze sprang 

up, which carried the good ship on for days, until they had passed through the hot 

region. Thence they proceeded prosperously. 

M.M. Gonzaga continues her diary: Whales were announced to be in the vicinity 

of our ship on the starboard side. I saw a good deal of spouting going on, but, to my 

disappointment, could not distinguish any whales. Next day I was more fortunate; three 

good-natured monsters followed quite close to the ship. They seemed out for a holiday. 

Such jumping out, and plunging, and frolicking, regular romping! Never were whales in 

better humour; they really seemed to be playing to the audience, and to enjoy being 

looked at. They were about thirty feet in length. 
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Sunday, 20th June. - We have made an attempt to celebrate the Feast of St. 

Aloysius at Mass and Communion, but were very sick for two days. 

June 21st. - Was very affectionately wished a happy feast. Sister Mary Aloysius 

presented me with dear Rev. Mother’s cadeau, prepared for the occasion; I did the same 

kind office for her, but, indeed St. Aloysius did not act very graciously towards his 

clients, except perhaps he procured the suffering and mortification which he loved so 

well himself. We were all as ill as could be. I was not able to go to dinner, and sat rolled 

up in shawls in the Ladies’ Saloon till bedtime. The weather has become very cold, and 

it is necessary to put on all the warm clothing possible. The captain says we may meet 

ice-bergs when we go further south, but he will try to avoid them. It is too cold to go on 

deck after dinner. At the end of May and beginning of June the nights were beautiful, 

moonlight and star-light. Mars looked splendid; he appeared every night close to our 

ship, a beautiful rose colour, and so bright. I was sorry to lose sight of him, and thought 

of Longfellow’s lines “To Mars.” 

We had three or four beautiful sunsets that reminded me of sunsets over Irish 

mountains. The sun, as it went down in beds of deepest scarlet and brightest gold, 

behind the masses of dark clouds, which it tinted with its rays, made one think (without 

too much stretch of the imagination) that it was really setting behind mountains, hills 

and trees. A yellow line of light stretched across the sea, looking very like a sandy 

beach. The colours were very vivid, but I think the sunsets of Erin on sea or mountain 

cannot be surpassed. 

A curious ceremony took place on the 21st June. The sailors had entered into their 

agreement a month before, but were to receive no pay till they returned to London, lest 

they should leave the ship. They wanted some money to spend in Melbourne, and tried 

(as they say) to “sell the old horse”. This is a wooden frame dressed as a horse, with a 

movable head. A man mounts it, the sailors push it and pull it along with ropes. They 

make it jump and caper, and in the dim evening light its movements look very natural. 

At 8 o’clock it was brought on the poop; the man mounted on it, and sang some verses 

hoping the steed would be sold. All the sailors joined in the chorus. They went twice 

round the deck, and then the auction began. There was keen competition for the 

valuable animal, which was at last knocked down to Captain V..., for the sum of three 

pounds stg., a price with which the vendors were delighted. There was a great clapping 

for the purchaser. The horse was then raised up with pulleys to the middle of the main 

mast, the rider still astride, lights were stuck round it, and then it was let fall with a great 
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splash into the sea. This account is from those who witnessed the scene; I was sick in 

bed during the performance. 

The captain is very anxious about us since the cold weather set in. He thinks we 

do not come on deck sufficiently muffled. The other day, as Sisters Boniface and 

Berchmans were walking together wrapped in either shawls, they were surprised by his 

coming behind them and enveloping them in a thick warm shawl of his own. He is 

reserved in his manner with all the passengers, so this was unusual performance for 

him. We here three weeks on board before he even attempted to bow to us, but when we 

had music one feast-day at Mass he approached Sisters Xavier and Berchmans, and told 

the former what pleasure she and the “Lady Nuns” had given him that morning by their 

beautiful singing. He had been, as usual, at the foot of the stairs keeping guard during 

Mass. 

Tuesday, 29th June. - Mass at 7 o’clock. Very rough, but all able to assist at Mass, 

thank God. About the middle of spiritual reading Mrs H..., the old Danish lady, came in, 

but we continued to read. She seemed to like what she heard, and remained to the end. It 

was a chapter from Father Faber’s “Growth in Holiness.” 

Friday, 2nd July. - Feast of the Visitation; damp, drear and cold; no wind out; all 

the sails furled, and we are only creeping along at half steam, as the captain has to be 

very saving of coal. 

Tuesday, 5th July. - Today I write with such difficulty that Sister Mary Aloysius, 

seeing what was going on from her berth, asked me gravely if I tied myself to the bed; 

she did not know otherwise, how I kept from falling. I got the contents of the ink bottle 

into my lap during one lurch, and I hope my dear friends at home will take into 

consideration the difficulty of my pursuit of letters when reading them. 

Friday, 9th July. - Beautiful day; sea calmer; we were able to walk on deck. Mrs 

B... took a few rounds with us, and told me we had quite upset all the passengers’ ideas 

about nuns, even her own. She thought we should be austere, melancholy creatures, who 

had really embraced conventual life as a last resource, and here she sees the Sisters at 

every hour of the day, content and happy, always without restraint when spoken to, free 

from worldliness, and “a great deal more,” which she says quite puzzles her. 

Sunday, 11 July. - Gave our good captain X... his long promised treat of a little 

sacred music for himself. He came to the Ladies Saloon at 5.30, and brought with him 

Father C..., who had never heard it before. The captain said that on other voyages he 

always had the choir for church services to practise there, but he did not this time, lest 
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he should inconvenience the Nuns. We got the photos of Rathfarnham and Gorey and 

showed them to the visitors, who were much pleased with them. It was easy to see what 

a love for music the captain had; his whole heart and soul seemed in it. The Sisters sang 

some of Mozart’s 12th Mass, which is his favourite, a “Tantum,” “O Salutaris,” “Ave 

Maria” “Alma Virgo”, “Memorare”, and the carol, “O Voices.” He delights in sacred 

music. Nothing, he says, so makes him forget this world and all its troubles. He often 

goes to hear Her Majesty’s organist play in the private chapel at Windsor. He says it is 

the best organ in England and played to perfection. He has only spent two Christmases 

at home in twenty-four years. He returns to England next month, and will leave again 

for Melbourne in November. I should tell you the captain donned his dress coat, with 

gold lace and buttons, for our soiree. He thanked us most warmly on leaving, and we 

thanked him for all his kindness since we came on board. 

Friday, 16 July. - Feast of Our Lady of Mount Carmel. Mass and Holy 

Communion. Thank God. All feel so happy at the thought of being near our journey’s 

end. 

Saturday, 17th July. - Packed up all the morning. I don’t mean to say that I 

succeeded in putting the early hours of the day in my trunk, but got loose things in the 

cabin stowed away and felt as if this were a great advance towards land. Went on deck 

for a long walk, and some of our friends came to express regret at our approaching 

separation. 

Sunday, 18th July. - All got up early with the hope of Mass. Ship rolling 

frightfully. Father C... held a consultation, and we decided to wait until 8.30 to see if it 

would be steadier. Sister Berchmans made several attempts to arrange the altar, but at 

last had to abandon the idea of having Mass, much to the disappointment of Mrs V..., 

Mrs R..., and some other ladies who had risen early, in spite of their late getting to bed, 

to assist at our last Mass, or, perhaps I should say, hear our last singing. I think it is a 

good thing to bring poor, wandering souls into the Real Presence of Our Lord when 

they know how to observe becoming reverence as all our visitors did. 

A long strip of land visible. They say it is Portland, which belongs to Ballarat 

diocese. Everyone hopes we may arrive at Cape Otway before dark, that we may be 

telegraphed to Melbourne and get the pilot on board. 

Thursday, 19th July. - Last night we were awakened by the ship stopping and 

great cheering of the crew for the pilot, who came on board. When we woke in the 

morning we were safe at Sandridge Pier, close to a large man-o-war, with guns mounted 



 

(52) 

and pointed. We were told it was the Victorian training ship. Friends of passengers had 

already come on board. Our doctor gave a favourable account of the health of the 

passengers and crew, so no fear of quarantine. Immediately after breakfast we hastened 

to put the finishing touches to our packing; trunks were corded, addresses looked to, the 

stewardess and stewards rewarded for their services. Our friends came to take leave of 

us, many of them shedding tears as they said good-bye. Poor Mrs H…, the Dane, met a 

severe trial; the old lady feared she might die of joy seeing her son, and now the news 

came that he had left Melbourne and gone to India. Both she and her son were in great 

grief, and we tried to console them by everything we could think of, while Mr. C…, 

hurried into Melbourne to find the truth of the report. He returned before we left the 

ship with the good news that Mr. H… the elder was in Sydney, and would be back in a 

few days. In the meantime two priests had come on board, and I was called forward to 

be introduced to them. They were Father Cahill, Superior of the Jesuits Melbourne, and 

Father Watson S.J.. Father Cahill was commissioned by Dr. O’Connor to meet us and 

give us welcome when we arrived, in case he should not be on the spot himself; so now 

he welcomed us to Australia for our Bishop, who could not be in Melbourne before the 

twelve o’clock train. We were to go with him into the city, or, rather, we were to be 

conducted by Father Watson, for he would go before and see that carriages were ready 

for us when we reached Melbourne, as he wished us first to go to the Archbishop, and 

then to the Good Shepherd Nuns at Abbotsford. So, recommending our luggage to the 

special care of the first officer, and bidding him and all the others adieu, we left the ship 

which had carried us so safely across the ocean.6 

This is the last entry in the diary. It shows that whatever prejudice any of their 

fellow-travellers may have had against nuns, this prejudice was quickly succeeded by 

friendship. This friendship was proved by little kindnesses which reflect as ouch credit 

on those who bestowed them as on those who gratefully received them. And now begins 

Mother Mary Gonzaga’s Australian career. We shall see in the succeeding chapters with 

what absolute confidence in Providence she and her companions set to work, out into 

the different States of what has become the Commonwealth of Australia, and took so 

large a part in developing the characters of hundreds of young girls, who were quick to 

imbibe the spirit which Loreto inculcates. These children were specially trained to be 

helpful and contented, two most useful lessons at all times and in all places, but 

                                                 
6 ‘Travel Diary of M. Gonzaga Barry 1875’, original held in Institute Archives Dublin, transcript 
available Series 19,Loreto Province Archives Ballarat. 
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particularly so in our days, and in a new world where there is a risk of being guided by 

the spirit which impels one to push to the front, at the risk of crushing those who stand 

in the way, and of considering that nothing less than the very best of this world’s good 

things is the birthright of each one of us. Loreto ideals are quite other than these, and the 

pupils who profited most by Mother Mary Gonzaga’s teaching started life with 

generous ideas of what was due to others, and with a modest estimate of their own 

claims. 

Mother Mary Gonzaga’s diary continues for a short time after she reached land, so 

we shall have her first impressions of Australia in the next chapter. 
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MOTHER M. GONZAGA BARRY 

 

CHAPTER 7 

1875 

“UNDER THE SOUTHERN CROSS” 

ARRIVAL IN MELBOURNE AND BALLARAT. 

 

Not so many years before Mother Mary Gonzaga and her companions left their 

native land in response to the Divine Call, Australia was almost a ‘terra incognita’. In 

many geographies, the name only signified a vast island-continent whose whereabouts 

was scarcely indicated in the Southern Seas. Some knew it as a convict land, and 

shuddered as they recalled the horrors enacted in those Penal Settlements. But in the 

fifties the news of wonderful discoveries had smitten thousands with the ‘gold fever’, 

and they had sailed southwards in search of the new Eldorado. Nevertheless, that time 

had passed and except for a fringe of civilisation, Australia was still to most in the home 

countries, the unknown ‘Southern Land of the Holy Spirit’. (Terra Australis del Espiritu 

Santo) as De Quiros had named it on Pentecost Sunday, 1606. 

When Dr. O’Connor was appointed Bishop of Ballarat, a map was requisitioned 

by his friends to ascertain the location of that town, and no further information could be 

gleaned. Some of the Nuns who volunteered for the mission thought they were going to 

a country where blacks would be their only pupils, and where the accommodation 

would be of the most primitive type. They had heard, too, stories of massacres by the 

blacks, of death from snake-bite, or from thirst, of the terrible bush-fires and other 

dangers in that world twelve thousands miles away. Added to these possible dangers, 

there was the very real and present pain of loneliness - for they were pioneers and the 

loneliness of the pioneer has no parallel. She had taken us all to her heart, and by her 

own brightness and courage, kept up our spirits during the long journey. She was a real 

sunbeam in our midst. All were attracted to ‘the little Rev. Mother.’ 

At the landing place, S.M. Berchmans had hoped to meet her uncle, Rev. Joseph 

Dalton S.J., one of the pioneers of the Society of Jesus in Victoria, but, to her 

disappointment, he was nowhere to be seen. However, the two priests who had arrived, 

Fathers Cahill S.J., and Watson S.J., took charge of the nuns. 

Sandridge, since known as Port Melbourne, is only a few minutes train journey 

from the capital, so, under Fr. Watson’s guidance the Nuns soon had an opportunity of 
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seeing the fine streets and public buildings between the Railway Station and St. 

Patrick’s Cathedral, which crowns Eastern Hill in the best part of Melbourne. Mother 

Mary Gonzaga tells us in the Diary, which was to be sent to Rathfarnham and Gorey, 

that Fr. Cahill had two wagonettes waiting for them when they got to town. “The Jesuits 

sat in the front with the drivers” she writes, “and showed us the points of interest as we 

passed - the Treasury, the Houses of Parliament, etc. The streets are very wide with 

accommodation for foot passengers on each side. The Archbishop’s residence, to which 

we drove in the first place, has an imposing appearance; the usual veranda, which 

surrounds most houses in this sunny land, is here replaced by massive colonnades. We 

mounted the steps leading up to them, and the hall door was opened by a coloured man-

servant, a Cingalese. He informed us His Grace was not at home, but Dr. Fitzpatrick and 

some of the priests of the Cathedral welcomed us, and showed us over the house and the 

Cathedral. We began with the library, a fine room with an immense number of books 

and all kinds of beautiful things, vases, bronzes, statues, pictures, engravings, etc. At 

one end of this long room, an ante-room led into a gallery or tribune. We entered and 

found ourselves in the presence of the Blessed Sacrament, the Archbishop’s private 

chapel - it is a perfect gem. We were happy to kneel once more in a chapel; it was the 

first time since the 20th May in Rathfarnham. We admired everything, and particularly 

noted the beautiful Stations of the Cross; they were in half relief not very large, but 

beautifully carved, and delicately coloured. After thanking Our Lord for our safe arrival 

and begging His blessing, we followed our guides to the picture gallery. It was a 

beautiful room lighted from a dome in the roof. I shall not describe the pictures, most of 

them copies from the old masters; I could not help wishing there had been a clothing 

society for painted children at the time the old Masters were flourishing. At the upper 

end of the room there was a beautiful copy of Domenichino’s “Communion of St. 

Jerome”. We next went up to the roof of the house. It is surrounded by a balustrade, but 

the chimneys rose up all about us, and we were well screened, though the view was not 

hidden, and a very fine view it was - the splendid Cathedral near us, the Jesuit’s 

College, which almost joins it, the Christian Brothers, the Houses of Parliament, the 

Treasury, etc., and Abbotsford Convent in the distance. One thing struck us very much, 

the number of churches and nearly all with the crosses on gables and spires. We were 

told that almost all the different sects put crosses on their churches in Melbourne so that 

the sacred symbol cannot be taken as meaning that the place of worship decorated with 

it, is necessarily of the ancient faith. One beautiful Church, which we saw from the 
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Archbishop’s roof is under the charge of a lady, Miss Turner, who preaches to a large 

congregation every Sunday. Here on the top of the house, Sister Mary Berchmans had 

her first meeting with her uncle, Fr. Dalton, S.J.. He came up, as he said to look for his 

Nun “his child”. We were all disappointed at not meeting him on landing, but Fr. Cahill 

told us it was impossible for him to come, as he was in the Law Courts on a case of 

great importance about some children left by their dying mother to his care. They were 

now claimed by Protestants, and all Melbourne was divided on the issue of the case. We 

had great fun with Sr. Mary Berchmans about her uncle being in the hands of the police, 

when we arrived. Both uncle and niece were much affected by the meeting, and happy 

to see each other. 

Father Dalton looks the embodiment of kindness and was most friendly to all the 

sisters. The priests had a nice luncheon prepared for us, and though we felt ashamed, 

eleven of us sitting down to be waited on by them, we did ample justice to everything 

provided. The fare seemed delicious, our first repast on land after nearly two months on 

board ship. We quite forget our resolution not to look at tea for months. I should have 

mentioned that before this tea drinking we had visited the Cathedral. It is truly a 

magnificent building, nobly planned. The altar is placed for the present on the spot 

which will be the centre of the vast Cathedral when it is completed. There is one great 

stained glass window, the large eastern one, I think; all the others are for the time filled 

with amber glass, and the subdued light which falls through them has a very fine effect 

on the pillars and arches, the sanctuary and all the decorations. The side chapels are 

dedicated to the Sacred Heart, and to Mary Immaculate. There is a large white marble 

crucifix in the sanctuary. When the altar is finished this cross will be placed behind it, 

as in the Church in Gorey. The Stations are large, and very beautifully carved and 

coloured. 

Dr. Fitzpatrick was introduced to us as the Guardian Genius of the Cathedral, 

which has been all built under his inspection, and as they are building still, and will be 

for years, he almost lives in it, and seems to love every stone. He is a saintly looking old 

man, very gentle, and quiet in his manner, and with a look of the Cure d’Ars. Father 

Carey remained after us at the Archbishop’s in order to see His Grace, but promised to 

come to us in the evening or next morning; he looked very sad saying goodbye. 

Thanking our kind hosts for the welcome they had given us, we made our farewells, 

mounted our wagonettes, and set off for the Convent of the Good Shepherd, 

Abbotsford, Fathers Cahill, Dalton and Watson accompanying us. Fr. Dalton is 
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Confessor to the Nuns and penitents, and an immense favourite as we soon perceived. 

We got a very kind welcome. After a little I asked for Mary Cullen, one of our old Irish 

girls, and she came to us, delighted to see an old friend from Gorey. She is certainly in 

appearance one of the nicest nuns in the community, and there are many very nice Nuns 

among them. There are about thirty-two Sisters in all. Father Dalton introduced Mother 

Euphrasia to us, as his greatest torment. She is Mother Assistant and loves her poor 

penitents so much, that she is continually devising something for their spiritual good, 

which of course Fr. Dalton has to carry out. Even then she was talking to him about 

their Retreat, which they were going through, and several of them were to make their 

consecration at the end. This good mother, being a “Colonial”, has constantly to defend 

her native land; they were teasing her about the incessant rain which had poured down 

for some days past. “It is the most delightful climate in the world” she answered, 

“Whatever it does it does thoroughly; when it rains, it rains in torrents; when the sun 

shines, it shines brilliantly”. All agreed it did the latter with a vengeance. The priests 

complained of the cold of the day. We found it like a wet day in April, but we were told 

that when we had had some years in Australia, we should feel the cold as they did for 

long years of residence in a country made people less able to bear the cold.  

We were conducted by several of the Sisters through the Convent, and saw how 

their works of charity and industry are carried on. And first to the chapel; it is a new 

building in the form of a cross, sanctuary very large in proportion to the rest, no altar 

rails, but a step like Rathfarnham. The nuns are in the choir in front of the Altar, the left 

transept is screened off, and appropriated to seculars who come to Mass, the right 

transept is also screened off and over it is a large gallery; the lower part of this choir or 

transept is occupied by the Penitents, and the gallery above by the children of the 

Industrial Schools. The high altar is plain; at either side there are smaller altars, one to 

the Sacred Heart, the other to Our Immaculate Mother. The statues on these altars are 

handsome and devotional. Behind the altar is a chancel, the width of the sanctuary, all 

the windows of beautiful stained glass. We then went to see the Industrial School, a fine 

large room, two rows of desks down both sides, passage down the centre, and a large 

wood fire burning at the end of the room. All the children wore white pinafores, and 

looked bright and happy. There were about 300 of them, from babies of two and a half 

years old, to tall girls of twelve or thirteen. They sang for us and accompanied their 

singing with energetic and appropriate action. We then visited the work rooms, where 

the elder girls learn to make and mend their clothes; and the wash-house, and bakery, 
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where the Industrial School children are taught. They are quite distinct in all things from 

the Penitents. The dormitories are extremely neat with small rooms at the end 

containing beds trimmed with white just like our boarders’ beds, for the nuns in charge. 

Two tiny children, one in her nice white bed, the other wee thing seated in a chair 

beside the bright wood fire, looked happy and cared for. We then went to see the 

Penitents, one hundred and forty of them in a large house, most of them employed in 

laundry work. Among them there were several Children of Mary wearing their medals 

and blue ribbons. This is the first reward of good conduct in the house; afterwards, if 

they wish, they become consecrated and wear a special dress, and something resembling 

a sun-bonnet instead of a veil. Many of them looked sweet gentle young creatures. What 

happiness to see them safe and contented. They all sang two or three hymns together; 

some of them had beautiful voices. There is a nice oratory for the consecrated Penitents 

dedicated to Our Lady of Dolors. The Office of Our Lady is said here every day. We 

visited all the places where the different industries are carried on. In one room they were 

making untanned leather shoes for the nuns. They hardly ever leave off singing while 

they are at work. The Sisters say this constant singing is very useful and even necessary. 

It was raining heavily as we returned from our tour of inspection, and the Sisters made 

us put on large shepherd plaid shawls. Dinner was now ready for us, it was of home 

produce, and very good. Abbotsford could only accommodate five of us for the night; 

the Jesuits had told us before we went there that we all could not expect to remain in the 

Convent, and after dinner we had to decide who would go with Fr. Cahill to Mrs Jones 

of Richmond. I wished Sister Mary Berchmans to go on account of her uncle, Fr. 

Dalton, who is stationed at Richmond, and it seemed better to send all who had shared 

Cabin D. with her in the “Somersetshire”. The rest of us remained at the Convent, and 

Rev. Mother said she was sure we would like to get a little quiet time to ourselves and 

showed us to a very handsomely furnished parlour. We were all struck by its beauty and 

comfort, and said to each other that the people at home had no idea of the grand scale in 

which things in general are carried out in this new and prosperous country. We went to 

bed early after again visiting the Chapel. How delightfully quiet all appeared after the 

noisy tossing cabins. I occupied Sister Margaret’s cell; she had been to our Convent in 

Dublin, and so took a special interest in us. I measured the cell as it looked like one I 

would wish to have for the Sisters at Ballarat. It was ten feet square, very lofty, with a 

large arched window, with green Venetian blinds, white walls, bed with white quilt. A 

large engraving of the Blessed Virgin Mary over the table near the bed, and a large 
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Crucifix on opposite wall, holy water font at the door, a little statue of Our Lady on the 

table, glass over the door to allow light from the corridor to shine into the cells, but I did 

not require this, as I had a candlestick. All the cells in the corridor were the same. Said 

my prayers with a very grateful heart and slept well, thank God, till about five o’clock, 

when someone called me, thinking I was Sister Margaret Mary. I was not sorry for the 

mistake, as I had a good time to dress, and make my meditation before Mary Cullen, 

(Sister Gertrude) called me. She also came to bring us to Mass at 7 o’clock, Fr. William 

Kelly, S.J. said Mass. After Mass there were some hymns sung by the children. We had 

breakfast in the second parlour, three long windows and a glass door opened on the 

veranda. We heard this room was used as a chapel, until the present one was built and 

finished and I am sure it was a pretty one. Before we had finished breakfast, Fr. Kelly 

sent to know if he could see us. Of course we said yes, and he had scarcely come in 

when Dr. O’Connor and Dean Moore were announced, to the great delight of the Sisters 

who knew his Lordship, and to the no small trepidation of one who had to be 

introduced. The Bishop seemed enchanted to see all safe and well. He gave us a fatherly 

welcome, and we felt at home at once; Dean Moore was also very kind. The Bishop said 

he must say a Mass of Thanksgiving and we were all to be ready to start for Ballarat 

immediately after; Fr. Kelly was commissioned to send for the three Sisters from 

Richmond. Their friends there were greatly disappointed that the Sisters who stopped at 

Abbotsford would not have an opportunity of visiting them, and Fr. Cahill said he 

would not allow the three to return until we went for them. However they had to come. 

Rev. Mother at Abbotsford said we should have a Missa Cantata, and the Sisters gave us 

very pretty music. After Mass we packed our black bags and then joined the Bishop and 

the Dean, who had breakfasted in the large parlour. Many enquiries were made by his 

Lordship for Rev. Mother in Rathfarnham and other friends. He told us of the mistake 

he had made the day before. He and the Dean had intended to come to Melbourne by the 

mid-day train, but learning that some preparations for us had to be made at the 

Presbytery, the Dean decided to remain and see to them, while the Bishop hurried on to 

catch the train. Some of the officials came forward to show Dr. O’Connor into a good 

carriage, opened the door for him, and he, in all anxiety to reach Melbourne stepped in. 

The first station he stopped at seemed strange, the second stranger still; he had seen 

them before, but not on his way to Melbourne. Before he could call a guard the train 

was again in motion, and at the third station, he got out, and learned that he was on his 

way to Ararat, a town in a directly contrary direction to Melbourne. What was to be 
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done? Twenty-seven miles from Ballarat and no train till later in the evening, and no 

horse or carriage to be hired. He had to send several miles for a conveyance, and only 

got back to Ballarat in time to travel with the Dean by the evening train. They arrived in 

Melbourne shortly before midnight. He laughed heartily at the misadventure himself, 

and was laughed at by those to whom he recounted it. Our Sisters arrived from 

Richmond, another glad meeting with the Bishop, and then we said good-bye to the 

kind nuns at Abbotsford, thanking them for their hospitality, and hoping they might 

later have a mission at Ballarat. We got into three carriages, and drove again to the 

Archbishop’s; Dr. O’Connor was anxious to present us, and get Dr. Goold’s blessing for 

us. His Grace came out to the veranda to meet us, and brought us into a parlour, the 

floor of which was of mosaic tiles, with rugs and squares of carpet. The Archbishop is a 

venerable looking old man with a kind manner. He congratulated Dr. O’Connor on 

having secured us for his diocese, and said he had not been so fortunate, though he had 

asked Mrs Ball for a community years before; she had entertained the petition 

favourably but nothing came of it; he regretted that we could not see the schools and 

orphanages under the care of the Sisters of Mercy. It was now time for us to start for the 

railway station, and having received the Archbishops’ blessing, we set off. Frs. Dalton 

and Kelly, and Fr. Carey accompanied us to the train, the latter promising to come and 

see us as soon as he could; he looked quite lonely when he said good-bye to his 

shipmates, who can never forget his kindness to them. 

The Bishop and Dr. Moore were in the next compartment. At nearly every stop 

the Bishop came to see how we were getting on. Nothing amused us more than the 

strange little dwelling houses, some of them very pretty, all of them with gardens full of 

roses and other summer flowers although June is mid-winter in Australia. Between 

Gorey and Enniscorthy there is a small station house built of wood, and the way the 

boards are set in it is exactly the same as the way they are set in all the wooden houses 

we see here, no matter what size they are. Ballarat is sixty-nine miles from Melbourne, 

and the journey by train takes four hours. The country is flat, with rocky hills rising 

sharply out of the plain here and there, and all along the route are low mountains which 

looked blue in the distance. Occasionally the scenery was picturesque; Geelong half 

way between Melbourne and Ballarat is prettily situated on a bay or arm of the sea. 

Quantities of the bark from the gum-trees (Eucalyptus) lying on the ground. These 

native trees shed their bark instead of their leaves. The time we were to arrive in 

Ballarat had been kept a secret, Dean Moore said, as if it had been known there would 
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have been hundreds of people to meet us, and he did not think we would like a crowd on 

the platform. But many had come on chance, and before the train had stopped rushed 

into it exclaiming - “Thanks be to God, let us get one look at them”. “Oh! What a sight 

for us poor exiles in a foreign land!”. “Praise be to God” and other such welcomes. The 

Bishop and Dean now appeared and the crowd made way for them. The Bishop stood 

by the carriage door and called us out to him by name. It seemed he wanted the ancients 

first, so he handed myself and Sisters Mary Aloysius, Gertrude and Xavier into his own 

carriage, the one presented to him by the people of Ballarat. Sisters Mary Boniface, 

Berchmans, Dorothea and Bruno were in the next, then Helen Hughes, Margaret 

O’Brien and Ellen Fogarty. Miss Fogarty was one of Dr. O’Connor’s protégées who had 

come out from Ireland under the care of the Nuns. The Bishop and Dean got into an 

open carriage with a pair of spanking bays, and led the procession down Sturt Street. A 

great many people waited on the Colonnade at the railway station to see the nuns pass, 

amongst them Mrs R. and her family who came up from Melbourne by the same train as 

we did; her father Archdeacon S..., was with her. Sturt Street is a splendid boulevard; it 

looks wider than Sackville Street, trees are planted at both sides; the shops and houses 

look very fine. There are some good public buildings but we did not know what they 

were. As we passed the Town Hall a splendid peal of joy bells chimed out and kept 

ringing till after we had arrived at our destination. They are rung, I believe, one or two 

evenings in the week, but if not rung specially for us, it was a pleasant co-incidence for 

them to peel out just as we came up to them. All the people stared at us as we went 

along; the Catholics I am sure rejoiced. As for us, we prayed earnestly that God might 

give us grace to do some good amongst them. Indeed, as soon as we caught sight of the 

city from the train, we began to pray for ourselves and the people, and to invoke the 

Holy Angels of the place. The carriages drove to the Cathedral, as the Bishop wanted to 

say a private Te Deum there with us and the priests for our safe arrival, but a public one 

was to be said the following Sunday, and we were to assist at it. There was no one in the 

Cathedral when we went in, but when we turned to come out there was a crowd 

kneeling in the seats in the nave. The Bishop said the Te Deum in the side chapel where 

the Blessed Sacrament was, the priests answering him. We stood and said it with all our 

hearts, and again in our carriages, on our way to our temporary convent. The Bishop 

told us we were to have a wooden house and many inconveniences, so we were not 

prepared for the fine presbytery which was our first resting place at Ballarat.  
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The carriage drove up to a handsome Gothic Church in 

Ballarat East; a gate was opened just beside it, and we found 

ourselves with a lawn and flower garden at one side, an orchard 

at the other, and between them such a pretty house, with large 

pointed windows, a porch and a veranda. We were met by old 

Bridget whom we had known as Fr. O’Connor’s housekeeper, now Miss Roche, the 

Bishop’s house-keeper, all smiles, and silks, with Forty Pounds per annum, instead of 

Ten Pounds. When we had all reached the veranda we got the Bishop’s blessing again, 

and while waiting for dinner to be placed on the table we went with him to explore the 

grounds. First of all he took us across the garden to the Church of St. Alipius. A side 

door leading into the vestry opens to the garden, and by it we could get into the church 

whenever we wished. The Church is newly built and not yet dedicated. It is so large that 

a priest from Amiens who said Mass for us few days after our arrival thought it was the 

Cathedral. It consists of a nave and two aisles, no transepts, the arches pointed, Gothic 

pillars of smooth grey stone, two rows of windows fitted with amber glass, seats and 

altar rails of polished pine. The altar is handsomely carved and a copy of Raphael’s 

Transfiguration hangs over it. Our place in the Church is to be near Our Lady’s Altar. 

After a short visit to the Blessed Sacrament, we went through the grounds. There is a 

pretty little summer house with seven sides. In the orchard there is a great variety of 

fruit trees, another summer house, and a bath house; there are palm trees and aloes 

growing in the open air and many familiar shrubs and flowers which I was delighted to 

see. Two large clumps of lilies of the Nile standing in the middle of the garden square, 

are in the open air all the winter, a sign that there is no severe cold. There is also a good 

collection of flowering plants in stands under the veranda. I almost thought a pet cactus 

of Sister Mary Bertrand’s and some other Enniscorthy treasures, must have reached 

Ballarat before us by other means of transit than the “Somersetshire”, so identical were 

some of the pots and plants we found here, to those we had left behind. Fresh sand or 

gravel from the gold mine, the shaft of which is only a few yards from the Church, 

covers the walks; it is of a light yellow colour, and looks very pretty and clean. The gold 

mines are called “claims” here; our neighbouring claim works day and night sometimes, 

but thanks to my defective hearing it does not trouble me. There is also a crushing mill 

near, which extracts the gold from the quartz, a pennyweight being considered good in a 

ton, but large nuggets are sometimes found near the surface; Four pounds stg. per ounce 

is their value. But we were told dinner was waiting while these details were being given 
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to us, and so the Bishop and priests went off with a promise to return next evening, and 

see if we wanted anything. A grand dinner had been prepared for us; we all had good 

appetites, and did justice to the hospitable welcome to Ballarat; afterwards we made 

acquaintance with the house in which we were so well lodged. As you come into the 

hall there is a nice parlour at one end, with two large Gothic windows with green 

Venetian blinds and lace curtains hanging from large poles fastened to the ceiling, white 

and gold wall paper, and a large pier glass. There is a fine harmonium, larger than the 

one in Gorey, pictures and photographs. I give particulars to show how the priests are 

lodged here. There are five well-furnished bed-rooms with wall filled book cases in four 

of them. All the rooms here are carpeted. The priests’ dining room is our refectory - and 

Community room. It is large and cheerful. There are also kitchens, pantries, and 

servants’ rooms, so a wooden house can offer a good deal of accommodation. I forgot to 

say the garden is surrounded by a high wooden fence like a wall, which makes the 

garden as secluded as one could desire. This is the way all the houses, gardens, fields, or 

paddocks, as they are called out here, are enclosed; there are no stone walls. There is 

certainly no lack of water, for in the garden and grounds there are four supplies. An iron 

tube stands up out of the ground about three feet, a brass cock on top. Turn this cock, 

and the water gushes out as much as you please. We all thought this a great 

improvement on the usual way of getting water at home. Another thing we all like very 

much is the wood fire; it is so bright, cheery, and easily lighted. I think it must be some 

kind of eucalyptus - even if wet with the rain, it will take fire like a match, and after 

blazing for some time, settles down into a bright fire like charcoal, scarcely any smoke 

or dust. Sister Bruno says she never wants to see a coal fire again. 

As a matter of course we are inundated with visitors of all ages and degrees. We 

have not any practical experience of the children yet, but they seem very precocious. 

Nearly all the young people are anxious to do something for themselves, and seem 

rather proud to be in business, or teaching in a school, but I am afraid there is a want of 

obedience and respect to their parents. However the Bishop and others give them a good 

character for docility and generosity, and nearly all the girls who have had the 

advantage of conventual education in Melbourne or Geelong, are very good. This is 

encouraging. The Ballarat people are wonderfully generous, for the presents they send 

us are beyond counting. But to get back to our visitors. When the parlour is full, two or 

three of the Sisters hold a levee on the veranda, and the same conversation goes on with 

different batches of people. They welcome us to their city, enquire about our voyage, 
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and present state of health, and if we think we shall like Ballarat? And we ask what part 

of Ireland they are from, and how long they are out? They tell us their experiences, ask 

about ‘home’, as they call Ireland, and then bid us good-bye. We begin with a new set 

with little variation, and so it goes on. They all seem friendly together and no 

introductions are needed. People come more than ten miles and bring their children just 

to see a Nun. The anxiety of the poor mothers to have their children at a convent school, 

makes it most painful to refuse them, at least until we have a free school. There has 

been a depression of trade recently in Ballarat, particularly in the mines, and the Dean 

says it is more difficult to get One pound now, than it was to get Fifty- Pounds some 

years ago. There are many Jews and Protestants here, and we have had visitors from 

among them, offering their children as pupils. Priests from distant districts have come to 

see us, some from Melbourne, and some from further away. They have known our 

convents in Ireland, and promised to send us boarders when we are ready to receive 

them. They are all hard worked, but seem to like their missions. One of the Ballarat 

priests told us that the Bishop is so kind to his priests that they do not miss their own 

fathers from whom they are separated. 

The Sunday after our arrival, 25th July, the Bishop told us he wished us to be at 

the Cathedral for High Mass and the public Te Deum for our safe arrival, so about half 

past ten the carriages came for us and off we drove to the Cathedral. We arrived before 

Dr. O’Connor or any of the priests. The clerk, a very responsible looking person 

informed us of the fact, but suggested that our places were prepared in the sanctuary, if 

we wished to take immediate possession, in any case Dean Moore would arrive 

presently. After a moments reflection we decided it was best to alight and wait in the 

vestry until the Bishop and priests arrived. This we did under the guidance of the clerk, 

about a dozen little boys in soutanes, and of course an admiring crowd. The vestry is 

large, large enough for a conference room, I thought and fitted up with everything a 

vestry should contain, including a vestment press all down one side of the room. 

Handsome vestments for High Mass were already laid out; everything was in readiness, 

and in a few minutes Bishop, Dean and priests arrived. After a cheery welcome from 

His Lordship we were conducted to the seats prepared for us. As we entered the 

Sanctuary the choir began the Laudate Dominum; when it was finished the High Mass 

began. The choir sang the whole of the Gloria and Credo, and indeed all the mass. The 

organ is a splendid instrument; it is curiously divided, one half being at one side of the 

Organ Gallery, and the other half at the opposite side. This saves the beautiful window 
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from being hidden, and from the danger of being broken by vibration. There is an 

excellent organist, and the choir is good, although we did not hear it at its best, they say, 

owing to the absence of the principal male voice. The Bishop preached first on the 

Gospel of the day “the Pharisee and the Publican”, recommending charity and humility. 

Then he spoke of the arrival of the nuns, reminding the people of how he had asked 

their prayers for our safe arrival, and that as God had granted their prayer, they should 

thank Him, for which intention the “Te Deum” was about to be sung. Then he gave a 

panegyric of the Institute of the Blessed Virgin Mary, known familiarly in Ireland as 

Loreto nuns. He told the people of the sacrifice we had made to come to them, and 

hoped they would prove their gratitude practically, he spoke well, and with feeling, and 

was listened to with the utmost attention. When Mass was ended we had the “Te Deum” 

splendidly sung. It was first intoned from the Altar, and then taken up by the choir, all 

the congregation standing. After Mass there was a kind of precession, a priest followed 

by acolytes bringing the Blessed Sacrament back to the Chapel where it was kept. When 

this was done there was a great rush of the people to the altar rails so that they might see 

the nuns. Children were held up to look at us. It was very little they could see, but the 

good people were gratified all the same. The Bishop soon came for us, and when we 

were all in the vestry again welcomed us to Ballarat, where he said, he now felt we were 

established. We asked him, which way he meant to establish us, in the humility which 

he enjoined in the first part of his sermon, or the pride we might be led into by all the 

praise he had bestowed on us! Of course he strongly recommended us to he founded and 

grounded in humility, so we concluded that the Gospel lesson, which preceded the 

panegyric, was meant to prevent us from being injured by the flattering things he said 

later. In getting back to the carriages the crowd was so great, that the Dean had to go in 

front of us to make a passage, but some Irish voices begged hard “to be let get a look at 

the nuns anyhow”. When the first three of us were safe in a carriage and the Dean went 

back again to get the other four, some of the people crowded round us, and begged to 

touch our hands, one of them a young girl, having achieved her desire, rushed off to a 

vacant spot and literally danced with delight, waving aloft the hand that had been 

shaken by a nun. It was not easy to get the carriages through the crowd, but we reached 

home safely, thank God, and prepared for a repetition of the scene in the evening, as the 

Bishop wished us to hear how the congregation and particularly the children, joined in 

the singing of Vespers and Benediction. We understood we should be sent for at 7 

o’clock so we had supper early, but 7.30 arrived, and no carriages. At last when we had 
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ceased to expect them the carriages drove in, and Father Cleary arrived out of breath, 

saying His Lordship had waited for us, delaying Vespers as long as he could, but had at 

last to begin without us. The men had made a mistake about the hour they were to come 

for us, but they drove quickly once we were started, and we reached the Cathedral 

before Vespers were over. Everyone seemed to join in the singing. The time of the 

children was excellent, the only thing left to be desired was sweetness. The people and 

children sang the Litany in turn. The same procession of the Blessed Sacrament as in 

the morning, and then we went home edified and delighted at all we had seen and heard. 

This was our first Benediction since May in Rathfarnham”.7 

Every incident of the arrival in Melbourne and Ballarat remained vividly 

imprinted on Mother Mary Gonzaga’s mind till the end. Not a year passed without a 

letter of congratulation to each of the ‘Pioneer’ Sisters on the anniversary of the landing, 

19th July feast of St. Vincent de Paul or the arrival in Ballarat, the 20th, the feast of St. 

Jerome Emilian. The latter journey is thus alluded to in a letter written on 21 July, 1892. 

“Yesterday we celebrated the seventeenth anniversary of our arrival in Ballarat. Do you 

not remember every hour of that day, and how we knelt down in the railway carriage 

when we first came in sight of Ballarat and begged God and Our Lady to bless our work 

there, and the good Angels to bring us the children to teach for God. And have they not 

done all we asked and more? Would we were less unworthy! but ‘nunc coepi’ God is so 

good to us.”8 

                                                 
7 Ibid. 
8 Series 210, Item 161, Gonzaga Barry to Aloysius Macken, 21 July 1892, Loreto Province Archives 
Ballarat. 
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MOTHER M. GONZAGA BARRY 

 

CHAPTER 8 

1875 

FOUNDATION OF MARY’S MOUNT. 

 

Mother Mary Gonzaga having herself told us of the voyage to Australia, arrival in 

Melbourne, and cordial reception of the Missioners in Ballarat, it will be interesting to 

allow the narrative to be taken up by one of her companions (M.M. Aloysius Macken) 

who will give us some glimpses of the energy and courage, which animated the valiant 

woman who was responsible for the spiritual and temporal welfare of the new 

foundation, and whose wise direction and maternal solicitude made the Sisters 

committed to her care so happy, so devoted, and so successful in their labours. This 

Sister scribe, writing of the enthusiasm with which the Catholics of Ballarat flocked 

round the nuns on the day of the public “Te Deum”, says: “If Rev. Mother had had a 

hundred hands, she would have gladly shaken those of all the old people who stretched 

theirs out in welcome, so anxious was she to please and satisfy all.” When the nuns had 

been a short time in Ballarat and made acquaintance with some of the foremost 

Catholics there, Dr. O’Connor arranged that Rev. Mother should see the property he 

wished to obtain for her. The owner Mr. Wynne, had represented Ballarat in Parliament 

until the late elections. He now decided to remove to Melbourne. This is what the 

chronicler of events says: “The Bishop placed his carriage at Rev. Mother’s disposal so 

she and three others of the nuns went on a tour of inspection and drove slowly round 

Lake Wendouree. We had a good view of the fine house and grounds, for the fence was 

low, and the shrubs and trees but recently planted. It was on this occasion we first saw 

black swans swimming in great numbers on the Lake, graceful and beautiful as the 

white swans with which we were familiar, in fact identical with them in every particular 

except the important one of colour. There are fine mountain views opposite the house, 

and on one side lies the city of Ballarat, part of it in the valley, and part rising on the 

opposite hill where St. Alipius’ Church and Presbytery stand. St. Alipius, our present 

abode, is at the top of the hill of Ballarat East, and Mr. Wynne’s property at the top of a 

hill at the extreme end of Ballarat west”.9 

                                                 
9 ‘Account of Voyage and Arrival by M. Aloysius Macken’, sent to George Street Dublin but not extant. 
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The two months spent in the presbytery were happy, busy times. Bridget Roche 

had returned to the Bishop’s Palace, but had left the care of the nuns to the priests’ 

housekeeper, Mary Nolan, who had received orders (so she said) “to provide the best 

dinners that were ever set on a table for the blessed and holy nuns”. She carried out her 

instructions to the letter, until they had to beg for plainer fare. Community life was 

established as far as possible, the church being near enough for all the usual devotions. 

Mother Mary Gonzaga arranged an Order of Time for all. A choir was formed and 

regular practice held. French was spoken daily. All spare time went in making 

preparations for the new convent. Mother Gonzaga was the leading spirit in every work, 

and gave concrete lessons in making beds and bedding for future boarders. Much time 

had to be spent with visitors; one Sunday they numbered one hundred and thirty. The 

Bishop and Dean were frequent callers, as they feared the Sisters might be lonely. 

It was not long before Dr. O’Connor was able to 

announce the good news that he had secured Mr. 

Wynne’s property for the nuns who were to get 

possession of it at once. Mother Mary Gonzaga decided 

that the new convent should be called “Mary’s Mount”, 

and that the first Mass should be said there on the 24 

September, the Feast of Our Lady of Mercy, to put the new foundation under the special 

protection of the Blessed Virgin. Accordingly, on the 23rd September, some furniture 

having preceded them, the community drove to “Mary’s Mount” to make ready for the 

morrow. Twenty-nine years later Mother Gonzaga wrote to M.M. Aloysius Macken: 

“Feast of Our Lady of Mercy. We are all thinking of you today, as I am sure you are 

thinking of us. How scattered those of the Old Brigade are, but God bless them 

wherever they are, for they are ever faithful and true. I offered Mass and Holy 

Communion today for Dr. O’Connor and Dr. Moore who brought us to “Mary’s Mount” 

twenty-nine years ago. R.I.P. What a bare, cold house it was that day! Do you 

remember the four-penny stools that I insisted on giving the poor man sixpence for, and 

the grain of salt we got for dear Dr. O’Connor’s breakfast?”10 

At that time there were no houses anywhere near, and the situation was rather 

unprotected for a convent as there was only an open fence round the grounds. So the 

nuns took with them two dogs - good watchdogs - Muff and Darkey, from the 

                                                 
10 Series 210 Item 192a, Gonzaga Barry to Aloysius Macken, 24 Sep. 1904, Loreto Province Archives 
Ballarat. 
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presbytery. These dogs returned to their old home next day, but the following morning 

were found at “Mary’s Mount” upstairs. Mary, the housekeeper, explained matters. She 

sent word she was “training ‘em”, that she “bate them back with the roulin’ pin” and 

that she would do the same every time they appeared at the presbytery. Poor dogs! It 

was no wonder they decided to return to “Mary’s Mount” where they were a great 

protection.  

Profiting by her experience at Enniscorthy, Mother Gonzaga had eight plain 

wooden stools made, and these were taken to the new convent as its first furniture. They 

had to serve the community for several weeks in chapel, parlour and refectory. The 

house was un-furnished when they took possession, save for the venetians on the 

windows (and these were dilapidated) and some crystal chandeliers in the lower rooms. 

Some of the nuns had paid a visit to the house before the owners left, and had found it 

beautifully furnished, so the contrast was the greater. But to Mother Mary Gonzaga it 

was a new motive for joy and confidence that their beginnings were so humble. 

One of the pioneers tells something of those first days: “A large packing case was 

made to serve for a temporary altar, and the present Library was our Chapel. Dr. 

O’Connor said the first Mass, and thus the Institute of the Blessed Virgin Mary was 

founded in Australia. After Mass, the Bishop spoke most beautifully on our obligations, 

our privileges, and the graces our sacrifices would bring us. His breakfast that morning 

was in keeping with our state of poverty, and pleased his immensely. He laughed 

heartily over the one chair provided for him, “we others”, had only the stools which we 

carried from one place to another as we needed them; he agreed with Rev. Mother that it 

was a grand beginning in holy poverty.” 

A report had gone abroad after the nuns arrival that one was a countess who had 

£40,000 in gold with her. This was unfortunate at the beginning of a foundation, 

however, ‘a good name is not a bad thing’, as Rev. Mother said laughing. By degrees 

people saw that the story of the gold was a myth, and many helped us. Dr. O’Connor 

furnished the reception room. He also purchased an additional three acres of ground 

adjoining “Mary’s Mount” (which increased the land to seven acres) and presented it to 

Mother Gonzaga. It was afterwards used as the children’s playground; where hockey, 

basket-ball, croquet, archery and tennis all found place. 

By degrees we got everything into order, and were ready to open school. The 

Bishop and Dean Moore had secured a number of children who were to be our first 

boarders. The Dean’s niece, Miss Alice O’Callaghan, was our very first pupil; Miss 



 

(70) 

Minnie Ellis, Father Ellis’ niece, the second. Rev. Mother was kept busy preparing for 

the comfort of the children. There were few things in the arrangement of the house 

which she could not do, and she constantly amazed us by her practical knowledge of 

various handicrafts. She designed all the furniture herself, and saw that the carpenter 

“sent to her by St. Joseph” carried out her plans. To this carpenter she also entrusted the 

altar for the first chapel at “Mary’s Mount”, getting the design from Gorey. When he 

had finished his part of the work she gave lessons in staining and polishing so that the 

desks and other furniture should be something ‘beautiful to behold’. 

Mother M. Gonzaga organised and thought out everything, and she had ready and 

willing helpers. During the voyage the Sisters had come to know her worth and their 

reverence and affection for her increased daily. Her desire was to make her convents 

‘the Least Common Multiple of all happy homes’, both for the children and the 

religious, and no element contributed so much to this as her own personality. 

The 29th September, 1875, the Feast of St. Michael, was the day chosen by M.M. 

Gonzaga for opening school. It was the Bishop’s name - feast, besides Rev. Mother had 

a particular devotion to the great Archangel, the special Protector of the Institute. The 

first boarders arrived the evening before, others followed, so that in four or five days the 

pupils numbered seven, at which Mother Gonzaga rejoiced.” 

A picture of “Mary’s Mount” at this time is given by one of these first pupils. It is 

found in the ‘Memories’ contributed to the School Magazine, the ‘Loreto Eucalyptus 

Blossoms’ of the Golden Jubilee Year, 1903. 

“Mine is quite ‘ancient history’, extending from the time when “we were seven”, 

seven Nuns and seven of us children. “Mary’s Mount” then was only an ordinary 

dwelling-house, set in the midst of a beautiful garden. Where the Senior School now 

stands was a croquet lawn, bordered by beds of flowers. From the stone veranda on the 

north and east side of the house (part of it is now an oratory) a pretty view of the 

grounds could be seen, and also Lake Wendouree. At that time there was only a low 

picket fence instead of the brick wall, and the trees were not yet planted on the borders 

of the Lake. A favourite resort on hot days was the shaded willow walk, where is now 

the Novitiate building. A conservatory stood between it and the house, which the 

German gardener kept well stocked with beautiful pot plants, which served for 

decorative purposes on feast days. 

How we loved the old place, and the happy days we spent there! For the Nuns 

made them all such happy days, even though more and more busy with serious school 
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work as our numbers increased. Our chief pleasure at the recreation hour was to get the 

presiding Sister to tell us of their beautiful convent home in the old world. Then the 

time passed all too quickly more especially when Rev. Mother came to us, as she did 

sometimes. 

The Senior girls, the First Class, were privileged to have her several times a week. 

How we loved those lesson hours, which her winning personality made so attractive! 

She also gave lectures in the Senior School on various subjects, and came several times 

a week for the religious instructions, so that we looked upon her as quite our own 

mother. Ah! She was a mother who had a kind and sympathetic interest in all our joys 

and sorrows, great and small. She would take time and trouble to mend a little child’s 

broken toy as if it were the most important thing in the world.”11 

Another “of the first ten” will give no personal recollections “for the simple 

reason that they are buried too deep in my heart of hearts”. But “then as ever the centre 

and pivot of “Mary’s Mount” was our dear Reverend Mother. She talked to us in her 

own familiar and convincing way, morning and evening, at the instruction hour. As she 

spoke we noted down her sayings (some of us) and treasured them as precious 

keepsakes afterwards. High ideals were given us. Study of the New Testament, and love 

of Our Lady did the rest. Even then we half realised the truth, that no one was so wise, 

no one so true as ‘little Reverend Mother’.12 

“She would always take the part of the Australian children”, said another pupil of 

the first year. “Some would compare us, and very unfavourably too, with the children in 

Ireland, but Rev. Mother would not hear of any comparison. We were second to none - 

at least we were capable of taking the highest place. No ‘black sheep’ ever left her 

discouraged. Every weakness of character should be used as a reminder that they were 

the ‘little ones’ of Our Lord’s flock and so were privileged to keep the closer to Him. 

Every fault from over-strong personality, or rather un-trained will, was a proof of the 

power God had given that it might be used in His Cause”.13 

A letter, though written later and to her own Australian Nuns, contains 

encouragement so typical that it may be inserted here. “Today, the feast of Australia’s 

Patron (St. Francis Xavier) set us all speaking of the time when Australia would have 

                                                 
11 ‘Eucalyptus Blossoms’ 1913, pp47-54. 
12 Ibid. 
13 Ibid. 
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native-born saints of her own. That she has had them already, I have not the least doubt 

but they are ‘hidden in God’, only to be revealed when we all meet on the Last Day. 

But before then, I am praying Our Divine Lord to send us saints or such heroic 

sanctity that their light shall shine before the world A.M.D.G. And I would like to have 

a few of our own Australian born (an honour to which we Irish cannot aspire, but there 

are so many great saints of Ireland that we can afford to let the rest be ‘hidden in God’). 

What is to prevent the Australians of the Institute of Mary from being saints, and great 

saints?... God has given them good natural dispositions, and they are surrounded by 

graces that made Xavier, Aloysius, Stanislaus, Berchmans, saints. There is only one 

obstacle, our wretched, mean selfish little selves, but that can be overcome by grace that 

will be given for the asking. So, go in and win your aureola! And help others to win it 

also”. 

The Novitiate was also begun on the feast of St. Michael by the entrance of the 

two postulants, Sister Margaret Mary Hughes, and Sister Joseph O’Brien. 

A story of the early days may find place here. One fine afternoon, a carriage full 

of visitors drove up to the house. They were not, as visitors often were, parents coming 

to arrange about sending their children to school, but friends of the Wynne family, who 

knew nothing of the departure - or the installation of the new tenants. They happened to 

be spending a few days in Ballarat and looked forward to a pleasant afternoon, and the 

joyful surprise they would give their friends. But when the door was opened by a nun, 

instead of the familiar parlour maid, their surprise may be imagined. They retired 

quickly without waiting to make acquaintance with the new tenants. 

Some members of the Wynne family visited “Mary’s Mount” at a later period. 

Though friendly with the nuns, they thought the changes in the appearance of their 

home dreadful; the beautiful drawing room for instance, was now a school. Yet it was a 

well-furnished school, and made as home-like as possible by M.M. Gonzaga. There 

were soft cushioned seats, which she had helped to make, and a pretty alter (her own 

design) with statue of Our Lady standing in the large bay window: the Dean had 

procured a piano. Nothing that could contribute to the welfare and 

comfort of the boarders was lacking, and they were delighted with their 

surroundings. 

In the hall, facing the front door, M.M. Gonzaga placed a 

beautiful statue of the Immaculate Conception. It was raised on high so 

that it might be seen by visitors as soon as the hall door was opened. Rev. Mother loved 
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this statue. She said Our Lady was there “to welcome and bless the good children who 

came to her house, and to keep away bad ones”. She used many devices to make this 

altar more attractive, and loved to have special decorations for all great feasts. 

For her own room, Rev. Mother chose the smallest room she could find. It had 

two articles of furniture. Her writing desk or bureau was a large packing case, on its 

side, the opening turned towards her so that her feet found an entrance therein. A 

wooden candle box covered with hessian was her seat for many months. She there 

began the correspondence which by degrees assumed such large proportions. She used 

this hard seat and primitive desk until the Community insisted on providing her with 

something more suitable. 

In November, four new arrivals increased the number of boarders to eleven. These 

had just time before Christmas to become incorporated with “the seven Foundation 

Stones as Mother M. Gonzaga called them. After a due celebration of the Feast of 

Loreto (16th December), and an examination into the work of the term, Rev. Mother 

distributed awards and dismissed her little flock for their first Christmas vacation. She 

was amused to hear them regretting that they had to part from the nuns for so long a 

time and leave what they declared was “the happiest school in the world”. 

Their first Christmas in Australia was lonely for the exiles though they mutually 

strove to make it happy, the Bishop’s fatherly kindness greatly assisting. Yet, as they 

said “it wasn’t a bit like Christmas”. Hot summer weather, leafy trees and ripening fruit 

contrasted strangely with the typical snowy Christmas of the Old World. Time alone 

could re-adjust their ideas to the new circumstances. But Rev. Mother’s sunny 

brightness did much to inspire the dwellers in Loreto (“the Holy House”, as she 

reminded them) with Christmas gladness. Here is her wish which she re-echoed through 

the years: “A happy Christmas and a bright New Year to all! May the Divine Child give 

to each the sweet spirit of His Holy Childhood. This will guide her through each day 

and hour of the New Year in the safe path of holy obedience, silence and union with 

God. Thus, all making daily progress in perfection, it will be a holy and happy year, full 

of merit before God and of edification to all. Our Lord’s dear blessing will rest on each 

work done for Him by the children of His Beloved and Immaculate Mother. Serve God 

with holy joy. Pray for me, as I will pray for you”. 

The Christmas Crib was not missing. Remote preparations for it filled all the time 

spaces after the departure of the children. The cave was ready, and by twelve a.m. on 

Christmas Eve it was placed in position - but the manger had to remain empty till the 



 

(74) 

night. At nine o’clock all assembled to hear the old, old story of the journey to 

Bethlehem and the midnight cave. Then the chapel, to kneel beside the Virgin Mother 

and adore the Babe, while Rev. Mother’s voice trembling with emotion recited the 

joyful mysteries, adding: “Blessed is the fruit of thy womb, Jesus, Whom thou didst so 

worthily receive. Pray for us, sinners, that we may receive Him worthily now and at the 

hour of our death”. Then the last prayers of the Christmas Novena. “To adore and 

welcome your Infant Saviour, just coming into the world begging for “the true spirit of 

Your holy Nativity, a spirit of humility, silence, detachment, docility, meekness, and 

true and ardent charity…. And let me remember that it is to the humble, simple and 

faithful You most willingly communicate Your choicest gifts.” The little community 

felt that the spirit of this prayer was indeed her spirit also. 

Mother Gonzaga always regretted the absence of the children from the Christmas 

Crib. Some years she even had it retained until the return of the boarders - after the 

Epiphany bringing in representations of the three Wise Kings with their gifts. She 

warmly welcomed every child who came on a visit during the Christmas season, and 

delighted to make them to see “Jesus in His Cradle”. Her desires found expression in 

one of her general letters to her children in a wish that will bear repetition: “Let all 

Loreto’s children meet in spirit at the Crib and unite with the Angels in giving glory to 

God. Let us pray fervently for each other. I cannot forget my dear children. Will they 

remember their old Mother?”14 

 

                                                 
14 ‘A Mother’s Letter to Her Children’, ‘Eucalyptus Blossoms’, Dec. 1887. 
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15 ‘A Mother’s Letter to Her Children’, ‘Eucalyptus Blossoms’ Dec. 1888. 
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MOTHER M. GONZAGA BARRY 

 

CHAPTER 9 

1875 - 1882 

LORETO OF THE SACRED HEART 

DAWSON STREET, ST. JOSEPH’S. 

 

A few days after the opening of the boarding-school in Mary’s Mount” (29th 

September, 1875), a day-school was also begun and twenty pupils assembled. However, 

it was soon thought wiser to have the day-school in a more central position. A two-

storey brick house, with about an acre of ground situated in Dawson Street was, on the 

advice of the Bishop, purchased by M.M. Gonzaga for £1,000. The position could 

hardly have been better chosen. Thither the Day-school was transferred in November, 

with an immediate increase of pupils. A Community was not formed in Dawson Street 

until February 1882, so, for the first six years some of the Sisters drove down every day 

from Mary’s Mount to teach in the Day School. 

From the first days of the foundation of “Mary’s Mount”, the Nuns took charge 

gratuitously of the Parochial Girl’s School of Ballarat, which up to this time had been 

conducted in St. Patrick’s Cathedral by secular teachers. The Bishop presented Rev. 

Mother with a horse and had a cab made for the nuns teaching in the two schools. Until 

1877 the Sisters worked in the Cathedral to secure the best results for the spiritual and 

temporal interests of their pupils. These children of his flock were especially dear to the 

heart of Dr O’Connor. He constantly visited the school and watched closely the 

individual progress of the pupils. 

This predilection of his for the little ones who 

had not many of the good things of this world was 

shared by Mother Mary Gonzaga. As soon as possible, 

she, at her own expense, set about the erection of a 

building for a Primary School. The ground of the 

property at Dawson Street extended to Lyons Street. 

This she divided, and marked out a site for St. 

Joseph’s School. This was begun early in 1876, but was not ready for use until the 

following year, when the children were transferred from the Cathedral to the school 

built for them in Lyons Street. This school had lofty, well ventilated class rooms, and 
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was fully equipped with everything necessary. On the first day the roll was taken, the 

numbers were three hundred and eight. 

These additional works were a tax on the labours of the small community in 

“Mary’s Mount” as the Sisters had to leave so early to prepare their city schools for the 

day’s work. In the hurry of the first day of teaching in the Parochial School the lunch 

basket had been left behind, but M.M. Gonzaga’s trust in Divine Providence was not 

disappointed. As the city clock struck twelve a stranger handed in a basket containing 

lunch “for the nuns”. The Sisters were very grateful to their unknown benefactor, the 

more so as every day the gift was repeated. They searched the basket to discover some 

trace of ownership. One day they found a card inscribed “with R. Tappin’s 

compliments”. The writing was bold and masterful, so Mother Gonzaga returned a 

grateful acknowledgment to “R. Tappin, Esq.” This caused much amusement to the 

recipient, who was Mrs Rose Tappin. Two of her daughters went to “Mary’s Mount” 

the next year. 

This family had been among the first to visit the Community after their arrival in 

Ballarat. They were charmed with the nuns, especially with Mother Gonzaga. One of 

the family recalled the first interview more than forty years later. “Dear Rev. Mother! 

What memories the name calls up! The first time I saw her was in the reception room of 

the old presbytery at St. Alipius’, Ballarat East. That little pioneer group of Loreto 

Nuns! Which of us thought at that time what wide-spread influence these exiles from 

their native land would have in the land of their adoption; weak women, whose strength 

was the “Strength of the Weak”. Who would have thought that the ‘little Reverend 

Mother’, whose chief characteristic was gentleness, would do such great work in the 

coming years.” 

On 25th March, 1876, the day-pupils from Dawson Street were invited to Mary’s 

Mount to witness the ceremony of Reception of Sister Margaret Mary Hughes and 

Sister Joseph O’Brien. Mother Gonzaga like her patroness, St. Teresa, loved Church 

ceremonies, and always sought to have them carried out with all the pomp possible. 

That want of space might not interfere, the large library was used as a chapel and the 

harmonium stood outside the door that there might be room for visitors and the thirty-

three “Mary’s Mount” boarders within. A procession was formed in the school-room 

and passed through the hall to the chapel. First came the nuns in their communion veils, 

with lighted tapers, then the ‘brides’ in white; crowned with blossoms. Wee ones from 

the day-school, dressed as angels upheld the trains. Mother Gonzaga came last, her face 
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beaming with happiness. Dr. O’Connor officiated; Dean Moore and Rev. T. Cahill, S.J. 

were also present. The children had a holiday in honour of the occasion, and enjoyed 

their share of the ‘bride’ cake which was the leading feature at the dejeuner. 

In November of the same year 1876, M.M. Hilda Benson16, a Diplomee of the 

Notre Dame Training College, Liverpool had arrived in Ballarat with four other Sisters 

from Rathfarnham. M.M. Gonzaga placed her in charge of St. Joseph’s.  

The attendance, which reached three hundred and twenty-five was maintained 

until the opening of other Catholic Primary Schools, in later years at Redan, Ballarat 

East and Ballarat North, necessarily required a division of pupils. 

M.M. Gonzaga had the school examined each year by an outside examiner, until 

the appointment of the Cathedral priests superintended the religious instruction. On her 

frequent visits Rev. Mother remarked the loyalty of the children and their spirit of 

devotion and prayer. Many of the seniors applied to be trained as teachers. M.M. Hilda 

selected the most suitable and they entered upon a five years course of studies and 

school management which would fit them to discharge the duties of teachers. This was 

the nucleus of the future Training College of which more hereafter. 

Though the children were expected to work well, and answered the expectation, 

their recreations were arranged with the same solicitude as their studies. Besides, both 

the Bishop and the nuns found many ways of providing delightful surprises for them, as 

when, for example, a splendid five tier cake was made at “Mary’s Mount”, and sent to 

Dr. O’Connor to commemorate the silver jubilee of his priesthood. What could one poor 

Bishop do with the monster! He could not demolish it in a year. This plainly was a 

business in which he needed help, so he brought his fine cake with all its decorations to 

St. Joseph’s school, where he found more than three hundred children quite willing to 

come to his aid. It was a feast even to look at such a cake, so big, so beautiful, so 

dazzlingly white. No one but the Bishop himself would have courage to mar its 

symmetry. But when it was duly admired he set to work cutting it up as unconcernedly 

as if he were dealing with a mere loaf of bread, breaking through the outer work of 

icing, and slicing tier after tier, which he divided amongst his little friends. They for 

their part, did their work so efficiently that when each child had had her share, there 

remained nothing of the Jubilee cake, but a few crumbs, so the children in addition to 

their feast, had a delightful object lesson on what can be done by co-operation.  

                                                 
16 M.M. Hilda became Superior of Loreto Convent, Dawson Street, 1898-1903 and was afterwards Superior of a new foundation in 
Hamilton, Victoria, whence she was recalled to take charge of the Central Catholic Training College, opened in Albert Park in 1906. 
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The cake story is an interlude. Let us return to the Annals17. The girls who had left 

school wished to keep in touch with the nuns, so Mother Gonzaga formed them into a 

Scripture History Class which many outsiders also joined. From this class the first 

members of the Children of Mary were taken. After a trial as aspirants, twenty were 

received into the new Sodality by the Bishop on the 8th December, 1878. An Altar 

Society was at once formed from amongst its 

members, and it did good service, helped by the 

counsel of the nuns in the sacristy work of the 

churches. Within twenty years this Sodality had 

given over seventy candidates to religious orders in 

Australia, New Zealand and India. 

Rev. Mother had no sooner made provision for the education of the children than 

she thought of establishing an association that would bring the Mothers together, 

knowing that their co-operation would extend the influence of the school. This 

association, on the lines of that established at Enniscorthy, under the patronage of Jesus, 

Mary and Joseph, was found to be of the greatest assistance to the nuns and parents in 

the training of the children. Working together, mothers and teachers saw better what 

weak points needed strengthening, and how best the remedy might be applied. They 

mutually helped each other with the result that the work was much more easily and 

effectively done. The mothers declared they found great help and spiritual comfort for 

themselves in these weekly meetings, which were faithfully continued until the Church 

sodalities were established. For seventeen years Mother Mary Gonzaga went down to 

Dawson Street every Sunday from “Mary’s Mount” to speak to the Members of the 

Association, who loved her simple and practical instructions. She would speak of all 

their interests, temporal as well as eternal, and they hung on her words with intense 

appreciation. The instruction over, they gathered round her to thank her, to tell her their 

troubles, ask her advice. How often it was said they were better mothers, children of 

Holy Church for having known her, that they never listened to an instruction given by 

her in which they did not find something that suited their present wants and helped 

them, and that the week was happier and better for them, from what they heard. 

Dr. O’Connor took a special interest in this Association. He had experience, when 

parish priest of Rathfarnham, of the good effected by a similar one attached to the 

                                                 
17 The Annals of Mary’s Mount are not extant. 
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National School there, under the care of the Loreto nuns. When in Ballarat, he visited 

St. Joseph’s School once or twice a week and went frequently to the Sunday School and 

to Association Meetings. He watched closely the individual progress of the children 

especially the less fortunate and was never so happy as when co-operating with M.M. 

Gonzaga in hidden deeds of kindness. On one occasion he heard that a poor widow was 

trying to provide for her seven little orphans; immediately he sent her the best cow he 

possessed. 

M.M. Gonzaga had been many times asked to allow pupils to enter for University 

examinations. This she steadily refused until the year 1879, when she permitted 

Matriculation and Civil Service classes to be formed in Dawson Street. She was still 

opposed to having them at “Mary’s Mount”; she feared the inevitable result, that 

working for examinations would hinder thorough training, the development and culture 

which she desired all Loreto pupils should receive. 

In the meantime the Community in “Mary’s Mount” had increased in numbers by 

the arrival of nuns from Ireland, and by the entrance of some postulants. In February 

1882 a Community was formed in the Dawson Street House, M.M. de Sales Field being 

the first Superior there. The house was specially consecrated to the Sacred Heart, and 

soon justified its dedication by its zeal in spreading the all powerful devotion of the 

Sacred Heart, especially by means of the “Australian Messenger”, which was 

distributed monthly from this centre. Rev. Mother took the greatest interest in this 

distribution (which at last extended to one thousand members and rejoiced in the 

wonderful way it increased, carrying the devotion all over Australia. 

The Schools made rapid progress, and it was not long before M.M. Gonzaga 

erected a new brick building, doubling the frontage of the old house and giving fine airy 

school rooms. 

To gratify the wish of the Bishop, and for the convenience of those living in the 

district, Rev. Mother took charge of St. Aloysius Primary School, Redan (South 

Ballarat) early in 1882. Catechism classes on Sundays were also established there, and 

were further extended to Sebastopol. These works had the greatest attraction for M.M. 

Gonzaga and in her exhortations encouraged the Sisters to a life of faith which would 

ennoble every work; household duties and the teaching of the lowest and dullest of 

classes even more than the works of a higher intellectual life.  

“It has always appeared to me that those who had no domestic duties had more 

need of consolation, than those employed in them. Humble domestic duties always 
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bring with them a certain amount of joy and consolation when they are performed with 

a right intention. It requires a greater degree of faith in those employed in higher offices, 

and in the teaching of accomplishments to realise that they are done for God. It is a 

good test if we would be content to give up higher duties for those that are low and 

humble. Better still if we would willingly give up a class of advanced, clever children, 

for one composed of dull and backward ones, or in low grades, wherein one might seem 

to have no room for self-improvement. Yet this is not so, for are you not learning the 

only science for which you came into religion - the science of humility? The Sister who 

joyfully, day after day, teaches these elementary things that bring no credit in the eyes 

of others is certainly in the way of laying up a store of holiness. 

Our great aim is always the interior life, the life of faith. None of us entered to be 

good musicians, or teachers, or cooks, but to attain perfection. If there is happiness to be 

found in this world, it is in the fervent love of God, in doing our duties well and striving 

after perfection to please Him alone. Whilst engaged in domestic duties or in the 

schools, we must not let ourselves be wholly absorbed by these, but aim at higher 

things, a life of union with God. We must go in for being perfect religious, for I think, 

nay, I am convinced, that God has called us to be very holy, us, whom He has so 

wonderfully brought together. He has called us from our own country - we have, as it 

were, left the world twice - Let us make the most of our grace.”18 

 

                                                 
18 Series 15 Item 3, M. Gonzaga Barry’s Retreat Notes of 6 Nov. 1877, Loreto Province Archives 
Ballarat. 
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MOTHER M. GONZAGA BARRY  

 

CHAPTER 10 

1876 - 1878 

“MARY’S MOUNT.” 

 

1876 in “Mary’s Mount” with its small community was a very busy year. M.M. 

Gonzaga took her part in teaching, and her lessons were valued as they deserved. “She 

made everything so interesting that it was a pleasure to learn from her”, says one who 

was in her class, “and her personality had such a charm that it drew forth the best from 

those whom she taught. To every class she gave Religious Instruction daily, and once a 

week to the whole school a General Lesson on Architecture, Painters Ancient and 

Modern, Astronomy, Botany or some such subject of comprehensive interest”. 

Even in these early days, with a few external helps, she inspired the children with 

a love of Church liturgy and impressed them by the way the feasts were observed. “In 

Lent Reverend Mother urged us to little sacrifices in union with Our Lord’s sufferings. 

Holy Week brought the Passion vividly before us. It was a time of sacred gloom which 

no one would have wished to miss; passing through it made the Easter more joyous. On 

Easter morning, immediately after Mass, Reverend Mother came into the school, bright 

as a sunbeam, to wish us ‘a happy Easter’ with an affectionate kiss; it was an assurance 

of a glad season of rejoicing. 

On May Day, she introduced the old Loreto custom of crowning Our Lady as 

Queen of the May. First we voted for the Maids of Honour. After the procession they 

received their wreaths from Reverend Mother midst the plaudits of nuns and children. 

Then they were privileged to crown Our Lady - our Immaculate Mother and Queen - her 

altar in the school having been made as beautiful as possible. Our hearts were very 

happy as we joined in the hymns in her honour”. 

On Mother Gonzaga’s first feast in Australia, 21st June 1876, everything that 

loving hearts could devise was done to make the day a happy one. The children, being 

anxious to give something that would be a memorial, had a beautifully carved and 

decorated front made for the altar (up to that time a silk antependium had been used.) 

On the 20th Mother Gonzaga was asked to go to Dawson Street for the day and so the 

work of erection was done in her absence. 

The gift was a great delight to her, though, ever after, the only presents she would 
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allow for the feast were clothes for the poor. “Any gifts the children wish to make to the 

convent during the holidays or after they have left school, will be gratefully received”, 

she said, “but the only presents I will accept while they are at school will be clothes for 

the poor”. Henceforth that became the recognized gift for St. Aloysius’ Day. On that 

day on her way to breakfast, Mother Gonzaga used to pass through a room whose walls 

were lined with garments of every kind and size, manufactured during recreation or 

sewing hours. 

But the first feast was different. Rev. Mother’s chief thought was to make it a 

happy day for the children. As far as the difference of climate permitted, she made it a 

replica of the joyous midsummer feast of her own school-days. The mail brought her 

many mementoes from the Home land. M.M. Aloysius Macken, was appointed Mother 

Assistant that day, and ever after helped to ease the weight of Rev. Mother’s burden of 

authority. Dr. O’Connor came to share the joy of the feast and bestow favours. He was a 

great favourite with the children and often joined them at the recreation hour. 

The small community now found it difficult to cope with increasing numbers of 

pupils both at “Mary’s Mount” and Dawson Street. Mother Gonzaga, then, in return for 

the good wishes for her feast sent a cry for help to the Mother General which was 

readily answered. She also wrote an appeal in rhyme. It shows how earnest was her 

devotedness to the interests of souls “in the sweet, sunny Southland; ‘mid sunshine and 

brightness and flowers”. In the name of ‘the Lord of the Harvest’ she invites the 

“Children of Erin to labour in the white fields of harvest where a hundred-fold awaits 

them”. When the setting out of reinforcements was announced she asked the nuns and 

children to offer many prayers for the safe and speedy arrival of the S.S. 

“Northumbria”. “Mary’s Mount” was to be decorated to welcome the Sisters. 

They arrived in Australia on the 22nd November and came direct to Ballarat that 

evening. They were driven first to the Cathedral for the “Te Deum”, and then to 

“Mary’s Mount” by the Lake Road. There was no doubt as to the heartiness of the 

children’s greeting. Dr. O’Connor remarked “It was worth taking the journey from 

Ireland to get such a welcome”. To the nuns it was like a return to the Old World to 

meet again; M.M. Gonzaga was the picture of happiness. The names of the five Sisters 

were S.M. de Sales Field, S.M. Borromeo Curtis, Sr. Ambrose Woods, Sr. Julia Reidy 

and S.M. Hilda Benson who has been mentioned as taking immediate charge of St. 

Joseph’s Primary School. S.M. de Sales had been one of Mother Gonzaga’s community 

at Enniscorthy so the reunion was a special joy to both. 
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In the last term of 1876 Rev. Mother procured for the children a three days’ 

spiritual retreat, henceforth an annual institution. It was conducted by the Rev. W. Kelly 

S.J. who had celebrated the first Mass which the Pioneers assisted at Abbotsford, the 

morning after their arrival in Australia. To most of the boarders it was a novel 

experience, but (prepared by Rev. Mother’s instructions) they entered upon it with such 

good will that much fruit was reaped. 

The first Reception to the Sodality of the Children of Mary in “Mary’s Mount” 

took place on the 8th December, seven aspirants receiving the broad ribbon and the 

silver medal specially designed by M.M. Gonzaga. She had established all the sodalities 

as early as possible, retaining for herself the charge of that of the Children of Mary 

which she directed for many years. In course of time she found it advisable (as the 

children made their First Communion so much earlier) to add to the Sodalities noted in 

the Enniscorthy and Gorey Loretos that of St. Aloysius. This saint was chosen as special 

patron for the period immediately preceding and following First Communion. The 

following account of the Sodalities was published under M.M. Gonzaga’s directions: 

“The Sodalities are four in number. They are a help, in that the children being 

received into any one of them must have made efforts to correct their faults and to 

observe the school regulations, and the aspirants know that, in order to be advanced to a 

higher sodality these efforts must be visible, as the Sisters have the power of voting for 

or against their promotion. A short note on each of the sodalities will not be out of place 

here. For the little ones there is the Sodality of the Divine Child. The badge is a red 

ribbon to which is attached a medal of the Holy Child. The thought that they are 

members of the Sodality of the Child Divine, and consequently are expected to imitate 

His meekness, humility, obedience and amiability, is a great help to overcome their 

childish faults. They have an altar, with a statue, and their loving little hands delight in 

keeping it decked with bright flowers. Every week they hold a meeting, presided over 

by one of the Sisters, and the greatest punishment that they can be inflicted with, for 

these children - and any of the other sodalities - is the deprivation of their distinctive 

badge, and the consequent exclusion from the weekly meetings. Next in order comes the 

Sodality of St. Aloysius. The children who claim the Angelic Aloysius as their special 

patron are expected to distinguish themselves by gentleness of manner, application to 

study, and obedience by so doing they merit to be admitted, after a time, to the Sodality 

of the Holy Angels. The practice which forms the vital spirit of this sodality, and which 

each member is expected to reproduce in every thought and action of her life, is - 
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Imitation of the virtues of the Holy Angels. This sodality is, as it were, a stepping stone 

to the Congregation of the Immaculate Conception of our Blessed Lady, which was 

established at “Mary’s Mount” immediately on the opening of the school, the diploma 

of affiliation with the Primary congregation in Rome having been obtained by the very 

Rev. Father Sturzo S.J., before the departure of the Sisters from Ireland, May 1875. 

Who can tell the favours which our Immaculate Mother has obtained, and continues 

daily to obtain for those who, by their consecration to her, are, in a special manner her 

children! Those who ask to be admitted into the sodality of the Children of Mary, must, 

before their admission, have proved by their conduct that they desire to imitate, as far as 

they can, the virtues of the Immaculate Virgin. Once they have received the title of 

“Child of Mary” their position in the school is an important one, for, not only do their 

companions look up to them for advice and example, but their superiors confidently 

expect their support and assistance in maintaining the right spirit in the school. Of all 

the members of the sodality, present and future, may these words be true - “Never was it 

known that a true Child of Mary had perished”.19 

Later M.M. Gonzaga introduced a new association, the Consolers of the Sacred 

Heart. It differed from the Sodalities in that no votes were required for membership; all 

could belong to it. Its simple rules enjoined respect at prayer; and avoidance of 

uncharitable and unsuitable conversation (such as nuns or parents would not approve). 

The badge worn was a white ribbon with a medal of the Sacred Heart. If a child broke 

one of these rules, she was bound in honour to put her ribbon aside for some time, 

perhaps till the next First Friday, when Rev. Mother re-invested all with the ribbons 

which had previously been offered to the Sacred Heart. No questions were asked, and 

the child was left free to follow unnoticed the dictates of her conscience. This 

association was productive of great good, even the most careless children appreciating 

the trust reposed in them. 

“Win the hearts of the children, and then you can do anything with them” M.M. 

Gonzaga said. She had not to make any effort, for their hearts were hers from the first. If 

she appeared, as she often did during the recreation time, at the door which led to the 

stone veranda, before she could reach the steps to the garden she was surrounded by the 

children. Were it only a message, all were eager to do her behest. More often than not, 

they would coax her to remain, and bear her off in triumph to see some beauty or a freak 

                                                 
19 Series 35, Item 13, ‘A Retrospect, Programme of Concert and Prize List’ December 1885, Loreto 
Province Archives Ballarat. 
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of Nature. If it were only a leaf or a flower, they “knew dear Reverend Mother would 

show them something special in it”. Sometimes she opened a white snap-dragon to 

show them the image of the Immaculate Conception, or the yellow calceolaria for “Our 

Lady’s slipper”. 

Everything distinctively Australian was of the greatest interest to her. During 

vacation time the children were encouraged to collect specimens and these afforded 

material for many delightful talks and were the nucleus of a future museum. The nuns 

brought their treasures also to show the children at recreation; photographs of dear 

convent homes so far away. The children shared their interest and accompanied Mother 

Gonzaga to each corner of the “Mary’s Mount” grounds to deposit a little Irish clay, 

repeating the prayer she had composed to St. Patrick that they might be preserved from 

the snakes which had often been seen near the lake. One day Rev. Mother gathered the 

children together and told them to listen quietly at some open windows. A concert of 

bird voices was filling the garden with melody. But it was not the liquid morning or 

evening song of magpie or cuckoo. Perched on the trees were numbers of thrushes, 

blackbirds and linnets. They had been brought from the mother country by bird lovers 

and let loose in the Public Gardens near the convent. Many of them settled permanently 

in the Abbey grounds. 

Thus, in pleasant recreation hours the children became familiar with sights and 

sounds of another world. On their side they took the nuns in imagination through the 

Australian bush, into fern gullies or along the sea-shore, exploring caves or the crater of 

an extinct volcano. M.M. Gonzaga would be all interest in a trip down a gold-mine or a 

visit to its crushing batteries. So, in interchange of ideas were friendships formed that 

time or space could never alter. 

Though busied in all childhood’s happenings M.M. Gonzaga’s chief interest was 

centred in her community. “Without the zealous and hearty co-operation of the Sisters, I 

could have done nothing,” she often said. When they landed in Australia all were 

comparatively young religious, and, as she said, “they must all prepare to be Superiors”. 

She proceeded to train them according to the highest ideals watching over all and 

inspiring them with still greater zeal for perfection; both by word and example. They 

appreciated her ever increasing care. “You were very young, Mother, when you brought 

us out” wrote one, seventeen years later, answering a greeting for the Foundation Day, 

“and it must have been harder on you than any of us could think. I knew your 

remembrance of the 20th was coming. You never forget either the little or the great. I 
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fear you stayed up to write to me. You surpass, Mother, in thoughtfulness and 

unselfishness”. 

Many notes of the exhortations she gave during the course of the busy year 

remain. “Won’t you speak to us yourself today, Mother?” one of the senior Sisters 

would ask. Perhaps M.M. Gonzaga would be pre-occupied and would answer 

doubtfully, “Well, if you can find me a book, I will try and pick out some suitable bits”. 

“No indeed Mother, you shall not have a book, you would only spoil yourself. You have 

only to talk and it helps us much more”. Her most frequent counsels tended to exact 

observance of rule, a spirit of faith, of charity and humility. 

“Our holy Rules are most perfect guides to sanctity, the perfect expression of 

God’s Will in our regard. If we take some quiet time before the Blessed Sacrament to 

examine ourselves on some point of the rule, carefully weighing each word, it is 

amazing the light God will give us to their meaning, and this will guard us against 

routine and will be a constant spur to sanctity. The 81 Common Rules concern us all, 

from the postulant a few days old in religion, who must learn to square her life by them, 

to the Superior General. At Judgement we shall be very much surprised at some 

questions God will put to us about the rules, things we scarcely thought about as 

necessary...... Each one is bound to know what she is inordinately inclined to and to 

strive against it. If we were careful and diligent and wise in what regards the soul as we 

are in things relating to the body, how soon we should become saints, and by a perfect 

beauty and purity of soul please Our Lord more and more”20. “Every morning of our 

lives we ought to thank God for having called us to the Institute where by our holy 

rules, everything natural in us is cut, chiselled and moulded to the supernatural. The 

section of our rules on the virtues always takes my breath away, it is so sublime. To be a 

good, edifying religious of the Institute one must be perfect. When we have arrived at 

that degree, not only may we say, as Our Lord has commanded us, “we are unprofitable 

servants” but the very community we live in will know that being perfect is not 

anything very wonderful for we are only keeping our Rule”. 

The Spirit of Faith. “Let us not forget that we should contemplate Our Lord in one 

another as in His image, and so show deference and respect to each. In our Superior we 

should view, not the image but Our Lord Himself, and so we should not dwell on her 

spiritual or mental gifts or deficiencies. He will make up for want of learning, holiness 
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or prudence in our superiors, and a soul that trusts all to Him cannot be deceived. 

Confidence is a thing that can neither be gained nor purchased; it must be spontaneous. 

A reserved, cautious, unconfiding spirit towards Superiors is most assuredly a worldly 

spirit, for it is the spirit of the world to expect deception and misunderstanding. A 

simple, upright heart will always give confidence to her Superior, and this is repaid by a 

return of confidence. I remember the death of a holy nun that occurred two or three 

years after I entered. Her joy at the thought of death was very great. When asked why, 

she said: “I feel so thankful to God for having always held offices under others and 

offices which were all against my natural inclinations”. Let us be unworldly. The spirit 

of an unworldly community is like the air on a beautiful Spring day: it has no particular 

perfume, but there is something peculiarly pleasing in it. Such a community is attractive 

both to God and to man. When little sicknesses come from time to time let us receive 

them gratefully from the loving hand of God. If we feel weak or in pain, we should go 

humbly and simply and ask for some remedy. Then be grateful to God and to her who 

has given it if it does us good, if not, be equally thankful to God tho wishes us to suffer 

some little thing for Him... If you are blessed by God with a good appetite, look on it as 

a grace from God, a low grace certainly and one which will never excite pride in the 

possessor, but a grace for all that. Such a Sister will have physical strength, and, if there 

is a bit of hard work to be done for God, she will be asked to do it... I do not think God 

will allow those to fall into imperfections in the trying time of illness, their last 

especially, who, during life have practised the solid virtues of humility, patience, 

obedience and self-denial.” 

“Humble offices and Charity”. “About manual labour. One great obstacle we have 

to our occupying ourselves more with manual labour is want of time, and this certainly 

is quite true at present. However I think a little time could be found now and then for 

domestic duties, and it would do all good to be sometimes employed in them. We need 

never be ashamed of being seen by the children with a broom or duster in our hands. It 

will not lessen our dignity in the least, but, on the contrary will always edify them. Even 

when we grow old, we should not consider it unbecoming to do lowly work. Even at 

eighty a true religious will find consolation and happiness in such duties, as far as she is 

able to perform them. It will edify and encourage younger members to see the elders 

willingly and joyfully perform humble offices”21. Speaking shortly before the 
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Distribution Day 1877, M.M. Gonzaga remarked, “This is a trying time for all. The 

children are about to be emancipated from our control, and their character comes out 

more, than it has for the past year. It is also a trying time for ourselves. Circumstances 

will show if our humility and patience are deeply rooted or not. Let no petty private 

interest absorb us, but let us take a generous interest in everything, even down to the 

sash of a child’s dress, as well as in the music and recitation. Is not the success of one 

the success of all? Oh, how sweet it will be to work together united in heart and soul. In 

a month this time of stress will be over; we have not to wait for death or eternity to end 

it. So let us work through it all, solely for God. These children will be gone to their 

homes, but our reward will not be gone: it will be laid up for us by our good God. They 

will take away with them the impression we have made on their minds; let us strive to 

imprint on these tender young souls nothing but good... The spirit of sweetness and 

cordial charity and thoughtfulness should be the spirit of our communities - even in the 

least things”.22 

She sometimes would write letters to her friends in Heaven and hide them beneath 

altars or statues so that mortal eyes might never read them. It seems almost a sacrilege 

to publish her most intimate communings with the unseen world, yet, from where she is, 

safe from human fears, she would say, “Reveal whatever would be a help to souls”. Her 

one consuming desire of holiness for herself and for those nearest to her is revealed in 

the following written on the eve of the Assumption, 1877. 

“To Our Immaculate Lady, Queen of Heaven, and our own dearest Mother. My 

sweet Immaculate Mother, 

I unite with the Angels in wishing you all the joy and glory you possess as Queen 

of Heaven and Earth, and rejoice with them on tomorrow’s Feast that you are what you 

are, and rejoice that you are still the Mother of a poor little sinner and miserable little 

creature like me. Blessed Mother, I want so many things for myself and others. I will 

mention a few of the long list. I want to be a saint, mortified humble, united to God 

alone and loving Him with fervent love. I want all the Sisters, your dear children, to be 

saints in the same way. I want them to have great charity, union, simplicity and love of 

holy poverty. I want the children to be very good, and increase their number then. Send 

us holy and efficient teachers, good postulants, fervent and generous, means to build a 

true convent that will help to devotion and religious life. Cure my deafness, if it is 
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God’s Holy Will, or put someone in my place. Do whatever else you think best for me, 

but let me not prevent God’s glory and work. Make us all love you more and more. 

Your own poor old child, M.G.” 

Her deafness at this time was but slight and did not interfere with any of her 

works. Even when it became more pronounced and she could only give lessons in the 

school in lecture form, her teaching was just as virile and interesting. Her deafness 

could never blunt her keen cheerfulness, which was unfailing. Indeed it was more than 

cheerfulness it was peace which passeth all understanding, the joy of those who rejoice 

in the Lord, so to those in sorrow or trouble, the mere sight of her face brought solace. 

For the greater part of her life she could distinctly hear strangers if they addressed 

themselves directly to her, but she was long shut out from general conversation, and 

from following sermons except under unusually favourable circumstances. Later, when 

her deafness increased, she used a speaking trumpet, which, unlike most of its kind, was 

a complete success, troubling neither her nor those who spoke into it. This was probably 

not due to its particular efficiency, so much as to the simple way in which she wore it, 

making less of it than many people do of their spectacles, so that after a few moments 

one spoke into the tube as if it were the usual method of holding a conversation. She 

loved to see those around her happy, and shared their enjoyment by sympathy, even 

when she did not hear what was going on. Sometimes when she saw that everyone was 

laughing, she would turn to whoever was nearest to her and ask: “What is it dear?” And 

when the fun was explained would enjoy it with the rest. Her many duties took much of 

her time and thoughts, but to a soul so interiorly recollected and in union with God as 

hers, it was always easy when she had a few moments to spare, to wrap herself in her 

deafness as a defence from terrestrial sounds, and give herself up to her loved 

contemplation, for she thought constantly of heaven and of the eternal happiness of 

those who dwell there. Once during a school concert when Rev. Mother with her glad 

child smile looked as if she appreciated every note of the music, one of the Sisters noted 

her hands moving quietly up her Rosary. She was saying the joyful mysteries which she 

dearly loved. “What beautiful pictures they bring” she said with a contented sigh as she 

finished her beads. 

Wishing to extend devotion to her “sweet Immaculate Mother” M.M. Gonzaga 

bethought her of the plan used so successful in Ireland enrolling members to maintain a 

perpetual lamp burning before the statue of the Immaculate Conception. She published a 

card of admission which set forth clearly the End of the Association, its Rules and 
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Spirit. 

Blessed be the Holy and Immaculate Conception of the 

Blessed Virgin Mary. 

All to Jesus through Mary. 

M. R. A. 

Association of the Perpetual Lamp 

in honour of 

Mary Immaculate, Queen of Angels. 

To obtain her Protection in Life and in Death. Established at Loreto Convent, 

Ballarat, 8th December, 1877. 

The end of this Association is to honour the Blessed Virgin, by offering her a 

constant tribute of homage and gratitude, and to secure her protection in life and in 

death. Also to obtain, through her powerful intercession, the conversion of all sinners, 

the grace of final perseverance, and eternal rest for the deceased Members. 

Rules. 

1. To render this devotion acceptable to Jesus and Mary, the Associates should 

aim at purity of heart by avoiding deliberate sin, and frequently approaching the Holy 

Sacraments. 

2. The Lamp burns night and day on the Altar of the Immaculate Conception, to 

symbolize the affectionate devotion to Mary always burning in their hearts. 

3. The Members should pray specially for the ends of the Association, and for 

each other, on the first and last Saturdays of every month. On the first Saturday, Mass is 

said for those intentions and for the living members, on the last for the dead, with the 

indulgence of a Privileged Altar. 

4. The Members are recommended to pray for the extension of the Association, 

and should try to gain new members, in order that the oil and Masses may not fail. 

5. Written petitions to the Blessed Virgin are burned in the thurible at 

Benediction, on the first Sunday of every month. 

Mary, Refuge of Sinners, pray for us.  

 

Prayer. Deeply impressed with the riches and glory, sweetness and mercy of thy 

most pure and Immaculate Heart, we, thy devoted children, offer to it a tribute of our 

homage by enkindling in its honour a Perpetual Lamp. We would fain present it with a 

gift more costly but what we give symbolizes by its light and heat the warmth of our 
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love; whilst its healing properties betoken that charity and mercy of which we 

continually stand in need. Receive it then, O sweet and blessed Heart of the best of 

Mothers, and, as it perpetually burns before thee, do thou unceasingly represent to the 

Sacred Heart of Jesus the wants and miseries, the necessities and intentions of the 

Subscribers. Amen”.23 

As the children continued to increase in “Mary’s Mount”, M.M. Gonzaga saw that 

additional accommodation was imperative. Indeed it was a mystery to the children 

where the nuns lived. Room after room which had been theirs was given up to the 

children. The first erection was a dormitory and dressing-room, attached to the western 

side of the house. These were of wood, and served their purpose for some time. A new 

school, 60 feet in length, also of wood, was built soon after, on part of the ground now 

occupied by the church. The first public use to which the new building was put was for 

the entertainment given to celebrate Mother Gonzaga’s Silver Jubilee, 24th August, 

1878, of which a full account will be given in the next chapter. 
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MOTHER M. GONZAGA BARRY 

 

CHAPTER 11 

1878 - 1883 

SUNSHINE AND SHADOW. 

SILVER JUBILEE. CATHOLIC UNION. NEW STONE WING. 

DEATHS OF MEMBERS. DEATH OF DR. O’CONNOR. 

 

On the 24th August, 1878, M.M. Gonzaga kept her Silver Jubilee (the 25th 

anniversary of her entrance in Gorey). A Missa Cantata began the day, celebrated by Dr. 

O’Connor who immediately after, crowned “Reverend Mother” with the silver wreath 

which she was to wear all day. She looked like a happy child, receiving congratulations 

on all sides; it was a perfect day of bright Spring sunshine. The children, of course, held 

high holiday and made it a first class feast. A large gathering of friends came to the 

evening entertainment to do honour to the jubilarian. Amongst them was Sir John 

O’Shanassy, a prominent Catholic statesman, then Premier of Victoria. He had always 

taken a leading part in the cause of Catholic Education and was present at the opening 

of the Redan Primary School. 

It was in “the little chapel” the dearest spot in the house to generations of “Mary’s 

Mount” pupils (for twenty five years) that M.M. Gonzaga received her jubilee wreath. 

The transfer of the children to the new school had enabled her to carry out her desire of 

giving “the best room in the house to Our Lord”. The library was restored to its original 

use, and the drawing-room (the late school) was transformed with decorations and 

furniture designed by “the little Mother” into a very pretty chapel. The altar stood in the 

recess formed by the bay windows. M.M. Gonzaga had the following words painted 

around its arch: “Bone Pastor, panis vere, Jesu nostri miserere” as a continual prayer, 

she said; “to the Divine Dweller in the Tabernacle”. The silver sanctuary lamp was a 

jubilee gift from one of the first pupils. The following “memory”, written twenty-five 

years later, shows that the love of those “Jubilee Children” did not easily pass away. 

“My brightest memory of that happy day was the sight of the Queen of the Feast, 

dearest Reverend Mother, kneeling in the little chapel. She was alone, her eyes resting 

on the tabernacle, her hands clasped in prayer, a sweet smile irradiating her features. 

The light from the window near, falling on her silver wreath, almost transformed it into 

a halo. I withdrew unseen, fearing to disturb that vision of more than earthly happiness 
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and peace. It has remained a sweet memory through all these years.”24 

What M.M. Gonzaga’s thoughts must have been that happy day we can guess 

from the following letter speaking of the anniversary: “I must write and tell you how 

grateful I feel to you and all the dear Sisters for your loving remembrance of the 

anniversary of my Entrance into the House of God, all unworthy as I was and am. But 

God has divine patience with us. Oh, how we ought to serve Him and love Him,25 “Cast 

thy care upon the Lord for He hath care of thee”.  

The first Australian postulant entered before the close of the Jubilee year (S.M. 

Josephine Bolger). She was a stranger to “Mary’s Mount”, so her entrance did not 

excite the notice of the boarders as did that of S.M. Stanislaus Mornane who entered on 

the Feast of St. Joseph the following year. She had come to “Mary’s Mount” at the 

beginning of 1876 and had been always a favourite in the school, so her return to join 

the community was an event of much interest. To provide the religious training required 

for the growing number of novices M.M. Gonzaga appointed M.M. Xavier Yourelle 

their Mistress. She also built a second storey over the west side of the house for the 

Novitiate and cells. 

Her zeal was ever increasing and seeking for new objectives. The Catholic Ladies 

Union (more commonly known as Ladies of Charity) dates from this time. Before its 

inception Mother Gonzaga had printed circulars issued, in which she set forth the object 

of the proposed Association. She “earnestly and affectionately invited all Catholic 

Ladies to join a Catholic Union to utilise for good the immense influence of woman. 

United with others in a holy association, the soul is strengthened for good, and helps in 

turn to strengthen others”. She reminds them that “the Association is not a new sodality 

with new obligations, but simply a reunion of Catholic ladies who desire to do some 

works of charity for their neighbour”. With the circular she sent a leaflet giving 

“information regarding the formation of circles”, also a list of good works which she 

thus outlines and enlarged upon when speaking to the Ladies. “Objects to which Ladies 

could devote some of their leisure:- (1) visiting the poor in their homes; (2) in the 

hospitals; Benevolent Asylums; (3) attending to the wants of Our Lord in the Blessed 

Sacrament. In our churches He is often poorest of the poor; (4) instructing the ignorant 

in Christian Doctrine - children, domestics (a word on the latter); (5) needlework for the 
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poor or for the Altar; (6) aiding various devotions as Holy League of the Sacred Heart 

by the “Messenger” - being a promoter or at least an aid, (7) confraternities of Our 

Lady, Children of Mary, Perpetual Succour, Good Counsel, Holy Childhood, 

Propagation of the Faith; (8) distributing good books, beads, pictures, etc.; (9) helping 

the old through the Little Sisters of the Poor, and Sisters of Nazareth: even though in the 

care of - Sisters of Nazareth, Sisters of Mercy, Good Shepherd Nuns, Christian 

Brothers, they are orphans; (10) praying for poor souls, sinners; (11) self-denial and 

edification of never taking wine or strong drink except medicinally. In any good work 

be constant and add to your efforts from time to time. “These are good works” she 

explained to them “some of which you may be happy enough to have it in your power to 

do for Our Lord, Who has done so much for you, and Who has promised such great 

rewards to the charitable. Those who are devoted to our Blessed Mother are specially 

called on to prove their love for her, by devoting themselves to the spiritual and 

corporal relief of those so dear to her Divine Son”. Mother Gonzaga added, “Next year I 

hope to have a long record of good works accomplished. Treasure will he laid up in 

heaven where neither rust nor moth, nor thief can injure, and where the reward will not 

be in proportion to the apparent value of the gift, but to the love of the giver and the 

generosity of the heart.”26 

For many years Mother Gonzaga continued to preside at the meetings of the 

Association held at Mary’s Mount on the first Friday of each month. Her presence was 

as it had been to the Association in Gorey and Enniscorthy, a continual stimulus to all 

the works of charity performed by the members. 

In 1880 letters from Ireland brought word that Mother Mary Scholastica Somers 

had been relieved of her office as Superior General of the Institute in Ireland. She was 

nearly at the end of her third term of holding that position, and by reason of her weak 

health had begged deliverance from its responsibilities which she had held for nearly 

eighteen years. She had taken up the office from the dying hands of Mother Mary 

Teresa Ball, who had introduced the Institute of the B.V.M. into Ireland, and founded 

the first convent at Rathfarnham 4th November, 1822. Mother M. Scholastica died in 

1885. M.M. Xaveria Fallon was elected Superior General and held the office till her 

death in 1888. It will be seen with what helpful sympathy she assisted Mother Gonzaga 

in her Australian Mission. 
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In 1881 Dr. O’Connor laid the foundation stone of the first wing added to the 

original Mary’s Mount house. It was of three storeys and cost Eight thousand Pounds 

(£8,000). It was built of Barrabool grey stone with dressings of Oamaru white freestone. 

The style was early English Gothic, and the basis of the design was the school building 

at Gorey, but every detail was planned and adapted by Mother Gonzaga to be afterwards 

carried out by the clever architect, Mr. W.B. Tappin. He was a native of Ballarat, and a 

son of the Mrs Rose Tappin who had showed such kindness to the nuns in their first 

days in Ballarat. A thorough Catholic, singularly gifted in his profession, he had the 

greatest reverence for Mother Gonzaga, whom he spoke of as “a woman in ten 

thousand”. She, on her part, held him in great esteem and devoted many an hour to 

discussing with him places of the various buildings that were erected prior to the 

Church of the Immaculate Conception. This was his last work for Loreto, his brilliant 

career having been cut short by an early death, in 1905. The white marble tablet which 

is the first object seen when entering the church, and which Mother Gonzaga chose and 

brought from Ireland, perpetuates the memory of this benefactor of the Institute. 

The work of the transfer of the stone 

wing was soon effected and the children were 

charmed with their new residence. M.M. 

Gonzaga had an arched bracket altar erected 

for a beautiful statue of Our Lady, carved in 

wood. This altar was flanked by full length 

mirrors which reflected the whole room and appeared to double its size. Immediately 

opposite were the glass folding doors, the arch of which was inscribed with the words 

“Let Thy holy Angels dwell herein to keep us in peace”. Thus did Mother Gonzaga 

attract the attention and draw the hearts of the children to their unseen friend whose 

approval she taught them to seek in every act. 

The second as well as the third storey is occupied by a 

large dormitory whose wide windows and fire-places, 

corresponding with those in the school, afford the airy 

ventilation which was an essential in Mother Gonzaga’s 

plans. She always thought how things would appear to the 

eyes of children, and, in this light, considered every detail. 

The screen cubicles were made from her card-board models; 
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the beds were to be outlined in red to give warmth and colouring to the white walls; 

there were to be bright crimson carpets on the polished floors. 

So far all was sunshine since the opening of the jubilee year. Now came the 

shadow. One of the first novices, Sister Mary Agnes Dillon, soon after her Reception to 

the habit, was attacked by rapid consumption. She was of a bright, happy disposition. 

Her amiable qualities continued to develop, and her patient cheerfulness during her last 

illness edified all. She had but one desire, to die a professed member of the Institute. 

Her father and mother were dead, and her guardians refused her petition. Had she but 

lived a few days longer, she would have been of age and would not have required their 

consent. However, God willed it otherwise. Mother Gonzaga, with her true mother’s 

heart could not altogether refuse her request and allowed her to make conditional vows 

on her death bed, so that she had the full merit of her sacrifice. The guardians would not 

allow her to be buried within the convent enclosure, but had the remains conveyed to 

Melbourne to be placed in the family vault. “I never saw greater grief” said one of the 

nuns “than Reverend Mother’s that day”. And writing herself in 1889: “Do you 

remember this day seven years? Poor M. Agnes left the house at early morning in her 

little coffin. R.I.P. I thought my heart would break at the sight”. That the young 

novice’s silent presence impressed the children for good is evidenced by one of the 

“Jubilee Memories”. “The garden paths, too, bring up a memory of a dear Sister whom 

we used to see in the distance as she was wheeled in the invalid chair by Sister 

Ambrose. When we heard that her Profession had in truth opened Heaven’s gates to her, 

there was no gloom, but a hush, as though angels had hovered down, and folded in their 

snowy wings our little Sister”.27 

On that day news came to Mother Gonzaga that the fresh contingent of nuns 

expected from Ireland had arrived in Melbourne. As she felt all in “Mary’s Mount” 

were too saddened for a joyous welcome, she asked the Reverend Mother of the 

Convent of Mercy, Geelong, for hospitality for the Sisters for a few days. She, Mother 

Xavier Fallon was sister to Mother Xaveria Fallon who had just been elected Mother 

General of the Institute. Nothing could exceed the kindness of the Sisters of Mercy. 

Mother Gonzaga was induced to spend a few days in Geelong with the new arrivals, 

Sisters M. Bertrand Lawlor28, and Mary Leo Breen, and Mary Aloysius Thompson. The 

                                                 
27 Memories, ‘Eucalyptus Blossoms’ 1913. 
28 M.M. Bertrand Lawlor was Mistress of Schools in “Mary’s Mount” from 1898 till 1901. She was the third Superior of the 
Hamilton foundation succeeding M.M. Hilda Benson and M.M. Berchmans Stafford. In 1908 she was appointed Superior 
of Loreto Convent, Albert Park. She died in the same year as M.M. Gonzaga Barry, 23rd Nov. 1915. 



 

(98) 

first named had been one of her Enniscorthy community, and the second the first child 

in the school there, so it was a meeting of very dear friends. This, and the kindness 

received, restored Mother Gonzaga to her wonted brightness. She had long wished to 

see the beautiful convent church at Geelong, for she had ever in mind the hope of 

erecting one at “Mary’s Mount”. 

This gleam of sunshine was soon darkened by another cloud. On 14th December 

Sister Mary Gertrude Quinn, passed to her reward. Her health had been delicate before 

she came to Australia, though the sunny skies seemed to inspire her with untiring 

energy in the work of education. She possessed rare spiritual and mental gifts. Her 

pupils recall with gratitude her power in developing heart as well as brain and the 

strength of character nurtured by patience and sweetness. Her last looks rested lovingly 

on a picture of the Sacred Heart, the devotion to which she attracted all with whom she 

came in contact. A few days later the first funeral procession reached the convent 

cemetery, in what seemed then a very remote corner of the grounds. 

During this year Dr. O’Connor was absent from 

Australia having gone to Rome for his ad limina visit. Before 

he returned he was to take a short holiday in his native land. 

His health, never robust, was giving cause for anxiety, the 

stress of labour, caused by his zeal was beginning to tell upon 

it. It was hoped that the sea voyage and rest from anxiety 

would restore it. His return to Ballarat towards the end of the 

year was therefore an occasion of great rejoicing, nowhere 

more felt than at “Mary’s Mount”. All were delighted to see him again, and to receive 

the messages he had brought from home. In thanksgiving for his safe return, Reverend 

Mother, organised a united school procession in honour of the Blessed Virgin. 

Processions to her were a favourite way of petitioning for favours, or thanking for 

benefits received or as a simple act of praise. The Saturday processions in May and 

October, and, with added splendour, on all great feasts, are familiar memories to all 

pupils of “Mary’s Mount”. The procession for the feast of Loreto this year (10 

December 1882) she wished to be “the most elaborate ever seen in Australia”. 

Preparations went on for a long time and in all she took the minutest interest. It was a 

sunny Sunday afternoon and many came to view the beautiful spectacle as the children 

in their white dresses with sashes and wreaths of their school colours wound through the 

grounds, singing the praises of Loreto’s Queen. First came the children of “Mary’s 
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Mount” with their banner and colours of silver and blue. The Dawson Street High 

School had crimson and white which Rev. Mother had chosen “for the Sacred Heart”. 

The Primary School colours were “purple and white for St. Joseph”. 

The apparent improvement in Dr. O’Connor’s health did not continue. The old 

weakness returned with more alarming symptoms, and his illness was now diagnosed as 

aneurism of the heart. Prayers were unceasingly offered for him, Mother Gonzaga 

reminding the Sisters of the “tender, thoughtful kindness of this true friend and father”. 

A paper remains to this day, on which she had noted the names of the Sisters who were 

to relieve each other in half hours of Adoration before the Blessed Sacrament 

throughout the night, from the night prayers at 9 p.m. until Mass at 7 next morning, so 

that not even the night’s rest might interrupt the continual incense of supplication. God 

must have answered the earnest prayers in some other way. Next day, 14th February, 

1883 Dr. O’Connor died. Ballarat had to mourn the loss of its first Bishop, while all at 

“Mary’s Mount” and Dawson Street were plunged in grief. 

His Vicar General, Dean Moore, who greatly loved him, could not bear to look on 

while he was dying; one of his devoted priests - Father John Cleary assisted him to the 

last. The Bishop’s faithful old housekeeper, Bridget Roche, never left him for a 

moment. When she saw the end was coming, she stood at the head of the bed, her rosary 

in her hand, for she said, “I want to follow him to Judgment with my prayers”. She had 

been in his service for long years before he was made a Bishop. When she heard he was 

to go to Australia, she determined to be there before him, and have everything ready. 

She, who had never been on a boat in her life, set off and was in Melbourne to meet her 

Bishop on his arrival. Life held little joy for Bridget Roche when her Bishop was gone, 

so Mother M. Gonzaga with her usual charity, invited her to make her home at “Mary’s 

Mount”. Bridget’s days were spent there in prayer and in knitting and mending for the 

poor who needed her help. When death came to her at the age of 90 she was ready for 

the summons. Rev. Mother herself selected the spot in the cemetery, where this faithful 

servant was reverently laid to rest. 

Mother M. Gonzaga when erecting the beautiful Church of the Immaculate 

Conception dedicated the first of the Stations of the Cross to Dr. O’Connor. In the 

western cloister, the Altar of Our Lady of Purgatory is flanked on one side by a brass 

plate on which his name appears at the head of the long list of deceased benefactors, and 

on the other by a tablet in black and white marble, bearing in blue and gold, the 

following inscription: 
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In Memory of 
THE MOST REVEREND 
MICHAEL O’CONNOR, D.D. 
First Bishop of Ballarat. 
Who died 
14 February, 1883. 
He introduced into Australia the 
Institute of the Blessed 
Virgin Mary. 
Ever devoted to its welfare he 
watched over its interests with 
the affection of a Father 
and the zeal of a Pastor. R.I.P. 
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MOTHER MARY M. GONZAGA 

 

CHAPTER 12 

1883 - 1887 

TRAINING COLLEGE. PORTLAND FOUNDATION. 

BUILDINGS IN “MARY’S MOUNT”. EUCALYPTUS BLOSSOMS. 

 

It was glad news to Ballarat and to Loreto in particular when it was announced 

that the Holy See had appointed Dean Moore the Vicar-General, as successor to Dr. 

O’Connor. He had been a generous friend to the Institute since the first members arrived 

it Australia, and such he continued during the twenty years of his episcopacy. The 27th 

April, Good Shepherd Sunday, 1883, was the day appointed for his consecration in St. 

Patrick’s Cathedral. It was the first time such a ceremony had been witnessed in 

Victoria so the event aroused wide-spread interest, especially as Dr. Moore was so well 

known and esteemed. Immediately after the ceremony, the Prelate drove to “Mary’s 

Mount” to bestow his first blessing upon the community. 

The most notable event concerning Loreto in the first 

year of his episcopacy was the opening by Mother Mary 

Gonzaga, in Dawson Street of a Training College for 

Catholic Teachers. This was the first institution of the kind 

in Australia, and there was particular need for its existence 

at this epoch. State aid, formerly granted to denominational schools had been withdrawn 

in 1870, so bishops and priests were left responsible for the education of all Catholic 

children. It was wonderful how the Providence of God helped in this crisis, and Mother 

Mary Gonzaga did her part nobly, both then and afterwards in the cause of Catholic 

education when religion is divorced from teaching the most important side of education 

is neglected. Realising the danger of a merely secular system, Mother Mary Gonzaga, 

with characteristic zeal, set to work to cope with the difficulty. Secular teachers had to 

be obtained for Catholic schools, but even partially trained teachers were difficult to 

find, and partially trained teachers would never be allowed to experiment on the young 

souls confided to Mother Gonzaga’s care. She held that “Teaching is higher than a 

profession, it is a vocation”. “We will train our own teachers and make them at the same 

time thorough conscientious women,” she decided. So, on the 23rd January 1884 the 

Training College was opened. It was placed under the direction of Mother Mary Hilda 
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Benson, who was (as noted in a former chapter) specially qualified for the work. 

Students were admitted from the age of fourteen. They were to spend some hours 

daily in learning the science and art of teaching as exemplified in the schools, whilst the 

remainder of the day was devoted to study. School management was thus developed 

side by side with general instruction in school subjects. Eleven candidates were 

admitted during the first year, and soon Mother Gonzaga found it advisable to establish 

six scholarships open to competition for students from every part of Australia. At her 

own expense she built for their accommodation a two-storey brick wing containing 

dormitory, refectory, sitting-rooms and class-rooms capable of accommodating thirty  

students. By the end of 1885 the full number were in residence. The foundation stone of 

the building was laid on the Feast of St. Joseph, 19th March, 1884. A word about the 

first eleven students may not be uninteresting. M.M. Hilda said of them more than thirty 

years later, “Nobler girls it would be impossible to find”. Two became members of the 

I.B.V.M., one in Calcutta, India; the other in Rathfarnham. Two became Sisters of 

Mercy, one in Victoria and the other in Tasmania. One became a Sister of Charity and 

one other entered the Brigidine Order, while the remainder of the little band carried on 

the work of Christian Education in Catholic schools. There they exhibited the same 

thoroughness, self-control and self-direction, above all the fear and love of God which 

had characterised them in the Training College. A Catholic Magazine of a few years 

later, giving an account of this work calls it “Rev. Mother’s pet establishment”. The 

article continues “The idea originated with her, and its practical success is due to her 

and her community. The careers of the graduates have amply justified her predilection: 

they have become excellent teachers. Close on a hundred have entered the various 

teaching orders of the Colonies, and they have proved themselves equally efficient and 

exemplary.” 

Additional workers from Rathfarnham had made it possible for Mother Gonzaga 

to thus extend her sphere. During the Christmas vacation Mothers M. Stanislaus 

Mulhall, M. Xaveria O’Connell French and M. Dorothea Walker had arrived. The first 

named has been met before as Mother Gonzaga’s former pupil at Gorey. She had 

received her as a postulant and now welcomed her to her new Southern home. For 

Mother Mary Stanislaus, God designed a great work for the Institute in Australia. In 

February 1885, Mother Gonzaga appointed her Mistress of Novices, in which position 

she remained for thirty years and was thus instrumental in training nearly two hundred 

members in the work of the Institute. She was still working in this capacity when in 
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May 1915 she was appointed to succeed Mother Gonzaga as Superior of the Australian 

Province.  

The strenuous life led by Mother Gonzaga and her community often left them and 

notably Reverend Mother herself, run down at the end of the year and in need of 

bracing. Dr. O’Connor, who had found the air of Portland reviving when on his 

diocesan visitation, was anxious that the nuns should open a convent there, which, 

besides satisfying local needs, would serve as a sanatorium for any among them who 

needed rest and sea air. This could not be done at once, and the foundation was reserved 

for a future day, but Dr. O’Connor insisted that after a serious illness in 1880, M.M. 

Gonzaga should pay a visit to the quiet seaside town. A brief account of this township, 

the oldest settlement in Victoria, will explain some of her interest in this foundation, 

and give a composition of place for her numerous letters from “Sleepy Hollow”. 

Forty-one years before she landed in Australia, the brothers Henty (in November, 

1834) erected the first two houses in Victoria at Portland Bay, to which they had been 

attracted by the shoals of whales and the stories of the whalers. When the whales retired 

before the onward march of civilisation, the brothers became the pioneers of the pastoral 

industry of the colony, and their little flock of merino sheep the germ of its great wool 

trade. Major Mitchell, on his memorable journey overland from the Murray to the sea, 

was astonished to find this “considerable farming establishment belonging to the 

Messrs. Henty” in a land he had believed destitute of white inhabitants. Portland Bay 

would afford safe anchorage for a considerable navy. Lying as it does, in the direct 

route from Melbourne to Adelaide, with railways to the fertile back country and every 

facility for wool export, it may easily make its name in history as a world harbour. 

However, the first 87 years of its existence were spent in pastoral seclusion and the mild 

excitement of the fishing industry. Mother Gonzaga found its inhabitants, descendants 

of the emigrants landed on its shores, content to live and die amid unchanged 

surroundings with all the virtues as well as the limitations of rural simplicity. 

As no suitable lodging could be had in the town, Dr. O’Connor arranged that the 

parish Priest, Father O’Donoghue, who gladly fell in with his wishes, should place the 

presbytery at the disposal of the nuns for a few weeks holiday. Accordingly, Rev. 

Mother and such of the Sisters as most needed it, went to Portland for a change of air. 

This was in January, 1881, and was the first time that Rev. Mother had been separated 

from her community. She strove to lessen their loneliness by a constant interchange of 

letters. The earliest that remains shows how much her thoughts rested on those she had 
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left in Ballarat. 

“Having awakened this morning uncommonly early, I thought it was a good 

chance (after saying a few prayers) to have a long chat on paper in return for your very 

welcome letters. Last night I was going to commence a few letters when the packet from 

Mary’s Mount was handed in, also letters from the Bishop: so reading, not writing was 

the order of the day, or rather night. I am so delighted to hear how you are spending the 

vacation. You seem particularly happy. May God keep you so! I believe there is no 

happiness so great, so true, as that which follows the generous sacrifice of our own 

inclinations to God’s ever blessed and holy will. If we could only cease to want or 

desire anything but what He wills, how royally happy we should always be. S.M. has 

just opened the window, and the sea is having its morning dance and laugh in the 

sunshine. Amongst the most necessary letters I count those of the Sisters in Mary’s 

Mount to any of Ours: they need not be uneasy about my eyes. I always have plenty of 

sight, time and inclination to read their most welcome letters, though indeed, time fails 

me when l have to try and answer them. Several people about here are learning the way 

to the presbytery to see the nuns. I need not tell you some of these old ladies love a long 

talk.” 

The Sisters went back to Ballarat at the re-opening of the schools in 1881. Rev. 

Mother carried away a pleasant recollection of her stay in the old world township, and 

of its simple, kindly people and set her heart on a foundation in Portland. Dr. O’Connor 

did not live to see his desire carried out, but Dr. Moore, in the second year of his 

episcopacy, bought a stone cottage in Bentinck Street, directly opposite the bay, and 

adjoining the church and presbytery, and presented it with a large extent of land to 

Mother Gonzaga. It was therefore owing to his generosity that the first house of Loreto 

was founded outside Ballarat. 

During the same year, in August 1884, a long threatened sorrow had some to 

Mother Gonzaga. Letters from Ireland told of the continued illness of her mother until 

the last brought the news of her death. To the pain of parting with one so dear to her, 

was added the keenest sympathy with her brother and sister who had tended her mother 

with such loving care, and she shared in their loneliness. She drew consolation from the 

details of her happy death, and from the multiplied prayers and good works offered by 

the nuns. Dr. Moore showed tender kindness in her sorrow and soon the new work for 

God’s glory claimed her attention, though she ever kept the memory of her dear ones 

enshrined in her heart. 
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During the course of the year, a lady from Portland had called at Mary’s Mount to 

see Rev. Mother. Before leaving, she said how much she and the other Catholics of 

Portland wished to have the nuns among them. There was some talk of the difficulties 

of ways and means which impressed the visitor’s little four-year-old daughter. When 

they were saying goodbye, the child pressed a penny into Rev. Mother’s hand, 

whispering shyly, “For our Convent”. This offering Mother Mary Gonzaga called her 

“luck penny” and so it proved. On the 27th December she and five of the Sisters set out 

for Portland to take possession of the new convent. Rev. Father O’Donoghue met the 

nuns on their arrival, and, they were soon in full view of the sea, from which the 

convent grounds were separated only by a road along the top of the cliff. As the little 

procession of tired travellers reached the church, a group of women who had assembled 

for evening devotions gave them a cordial welcome. 

When they arrived at their cottage, a pleasant surprise 

awaited them. Three former pupils of Mary’s Mount 

were waiting on the verandah to welcome them. With 

the help of the housekeeper from the presbytery they 

had put the house in order. Father O’Donoghue, 

overhearing one of the young hostesses confide to 

Rev. Mother the perplexing fact that the boat containing some necessary household gear 

had not yet arrived, said genially, “Do not let that trouble you, child, we can find what is 

missing at the presbytery, and supplies shall be sent over at once.” 

“Convent of the Holy Child, Portland, 28 Dec., 1884”. Thus the date of this new 

foundation was written by Mother Gonzaga. She intended it to be a school for little ones 

exclusively, if possible, so the Patron and the Feast of the Holy Innocents for its 

dedication were singularly appropriate. As All Saint’s Church was practically on the 

same ground, the nuns attended the daily Mass there. After a time, a Tribune in the 

church was enclosed for them, to which they had entrance by a side door. 

There were inconveniences, and privations, but Reverend Mother’s presence and 

sympathy made the worst of them seem trivial. The house had to be adapted to the 

needs of the new tenants, and during the hours between the recreations (which were 

spent on the beach) the Sisters occupied themselves in painting, paper - hanging, etc. 

Rev. Mother, an expert in these arts, taking a large share in the work. When the first-

comers were ready to receive them, other Sisters came to enjoy the sea breezes and 

bathing. During this first vacation in the “Cottage by the Sea” many things considered 
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necessary even in a house-hold vowed to holy poverty, were absent, and the substitutes 

devised by the Sisters afforded a good deal of amusement to all, and special pleasure to 

Mother Mary Gonzaga, who liked to see her foundations experience some of the 

privations of Nazareth. 

As some of the children, whose homes were at a distance had remained at 

“Mary’s Mount” for the holidays, Rev. Mother determined that they should come to 

Portland, and so a cottage was found for them near the Convent, where they were 

literally as happy as the days were long. Some of them made acquaintance with the sea 

for the first time. 

The little community received presents of home products from the generous 

towns’ people who rejoiced that the Sisters were settling in Portland, and the children 

brought their treasures of shells, sea-weeds, and ferns, as offerings for the nuns. 

Before returning to Ballarat for the opening of schools, Rev. Mother established a 

Confraternity for the women of the Portland parish. The members met in “All Saints” 

Primary School. This school was formerly taught by secular teachers of whom the most 

noted was Miss MacKillop who afterwards as Mother Mary of the Cross founded the 

Sisters of St. Joseph. It was taken over by the nuns and opened in January. Mother M. 

Hilda Benson was left in Portland to organise it. On the 2nd of February, 1885, Mother 

Mary Boniface Völker arrived with two nieces of the Bishop, and later in the month a 

third pupil joined them, and with these three little children the boarding school began 

work. When the houses in Ballarat were in working order, Rev. Mother returned to the 

“Cottage by the Sea” and had necessary fences erected, walks made to the parish church 

and round the convent grounds, and, having obtained permission from the authorities, 

had steps cut in the cliff to render access to the beach easier. 

On the 12th March, the first Mass was said in the little Oratory of the Convent, 

and Mother Boniface Völker was appointed Superior. Tribulations are said to be a sure 

sign of the Divine origin of a work, and the new foundation was not without its share of 

these marks of predilection, but the foundations of the present school and children’s 

refectory were laid in October and the buildings completed before Christmas. Its first 

occupants were the novices from Mary’s Mount, who spent their vacation there. In 

1886, the number of boarders increased to twelve; there was not sufficient 

accommodation for more. A branch of extern Children of Mary was established in All 

Saints; Mother Mary Raphael (who had come out in 1878) was appointed to take charge 

of them. From this time forward Mother Mary Gonzaga usually spent a month each year 
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at the sea - side Loreto, and, when there, cast off as far as possible the cares of office, 

gathering strength for the working months when she allowed herself but scant repose. 

Wherever she was, and however occupied her mind, the spirit of holy joy abounded, but 

at this season of relaxation she seemed to radiate happiness and to gladden the hearts of 

those around her. Children were very sensitive to the charm of her companionship and 

counted it high holiday if they could secure her for an hour on the beach, knowing that 

when she examined their collections of shells and seaweeds, she would see these 

treasures eye to eye with the collectors, and recognise the particular charm of each 

specimen. Her sympathetic understanding was very different from the careless “Yes, 

dear, very pretty”, which most grown ups bestow indiscriminately on whatever they are 

shown. The little folk would have monopolised her altogether if they had had their way, 

but older people lay in wait for her also, and whatever their need, found her ready to 

listen, and resourceful to help, though she was supposed to be resting. When in 

Portland, she gave Sunday instructions to the Women’s Sodality which she had 

inaugurated, and conferences to the local Children of Mary. This was not work strictly 

speaking, and cost her little effort, for she could always speak without difficulty of the 

virtues and privileges of the Blessed Virgin, and of the necessity of her children 

endeavouring to resemble her as far as they were able. These instructions were greatly 

appreciated by those to whom they were addressed, who looked on the month that Rev. 

Mother stayed at the convent as the best in the year. 

At the beginning of the year 1885 the papers were full of rumours of an intended 

Russian invasion. So great were the fears of the local inhabitants that their fine bay 

would be the scene of a naval battle, that Mother Boniface asked Mother Gonzaga 

before she left to give directions to what the nuns were to do in such an emergency. 

Though believing such fears groundless, Rev. Mother treated the question seriously, and 

her wise plans to secure the safety of nuns and children did much to remove their alarm. 

That they might not feel isolated by their hundred odd miles from Ballarat, she 

managed, amid increasing duties, to keep up a constant communication with the Sisters 

in their seaside convent. The following extracts show she sought to keep them in touch 

with the work and the smallest details of interest in the Mother House. 

“I hastened in from the beauties of the garden to wish you a happy birthday. I 

hope the first in your new little home may be a very happy one. Do you not feel, dear 

Mother Boniface, that one of the joys of growing older is that you feel it brings you 

nearer to God, and you seem to know Him better?” And again, “It is a very busy day 
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here, Exposition. One feels anxious to stay a good while with Our Lord, so much has to 

be prayed for, and thanked for, too. Benediction just over. The congregation filled both 

halls as well as the chapel, and some were in the parlour. We need a church badly! The 

Ladies of Charity were here, too. A new branch of the society was begun today; twelve 

young girls, with Mrs N. as President, are to take care of altars, vestments, etc. at the 

Cathedral. This is a thing I have long been wishing for. Our poor Lord is so neglected, 

often because no one has the time to think of Him ever in our midst; I have just been at 

the first meeting and work begins tomorrow D.V.!”29 

A letter of congratulation to Mother M. Boniface for the Feast of the Foundation 

of Mary’s Mount. 

“Mary’s Mount. Eve of Our Lady of Mercy, 1885. 

My dearest Mother Boniface, 

A Feast of Mercies to you and all, I pray! I have just been writing to some of my 

Mercy friends. I cannot forget this day ten years. You were one of the first Sisters who 

came up here with me from the presbytery at Ballarat East; the others came before. 

Well, well we will rehearse all that tomorrow for the benefit of those who were not here. 

How many strange events in those ten years; sad and glad, and God’s Mercy shining 

through all. I was so sorry when I opened the post bag on Sunday night, to find the 

letters for Portland that l had sent to the post on Friday, still in the bag! They forgot to 

take them out at the post office! Portland itself could not exceed that! I wrote a rat - ee - 

ee - ta - too to the P.O. next day about them, but I suppose you only got them yesterday. 

I am grateful for the “treasures of the sea”, every stone and shell is valuable. Father 

Rogers liked his trip to Portland; he said you were so kind. 

Ever your loving Mother in Jesus, Mary and Joseph, 

Mary J. Gonzaga.”30 

 

For the Feast of All Saints, 30th October, 1885. 

“My dearest Sisters of All Saints Community, 

That seems such a formidable beginning that I scarcely know what to put after it. 

You are so like the early Christians we must address you as “the Saints in Portland” 

instead of Corinth or elsewhere. And really, I think Our Blessed Lord has so arranged 

things for you all, that it is much easier for you to be Saints than it was for the early 
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Christians in Corinth, or any place else. You have only two difficulties or enemies to 

overcome, yourself and the evil one. As the Imitation says, “you enter on the coasts of 

peace and rest”. It is easy for you to realise how the Apostles and Our Blessed Mother 

dwelt with Him near the shores of that sea where He lived so long with the humble and 

simple villagers. The noise of the world is not troubling you. The boundless ocean must 

often remind you of Eternity, to which we are all daily hastening. When we have once 

arrived there, how trifling and small all our great works and great troubles will look. Yet 

let us work now “before the night cometh”. Let us cheerfully spend ourselves, and be 

spent, in Our Lord’s dear service, knowing He will be our reward exceeding great, and 

surpassing all our understanding. To the fervent religious, who strives to practise all the 

virtues of her state, the service of God is a continual feast, a joy fresh and new at all 

times. The thought, “I belong to God: He is mine and I am His in time and in eternity” - 

I feel now I am only beginning to realise the sweetness of this after more than thirty 

years’ service. But this is a long exhortation, particularly as you are sure of a good 

sermon on the Feast of All Saints from your pastor. The Sisters are writing and will tell 

you news of “Ours” I am sure. They have packed a trunk with all they could lay hands 

on in a hurry; I got some pictures framed for you and for the new dormitory. All cannot 

get packed now, but will go some other time. The vestments and book and stand are for 

the beginning of your own sacristy; other things will follow. I scarcely know what I am 

writing, as the Sisters are talking to me on business and I have been up and down the 

stairs to go to Confession etc., and the Sisters are waiting for their Exhortation at 

present. So you, my dear Mother Boniface must translate this scribble. I did not get the 

mail letters from town, so cannot send them until tomorrow. Make an act of this 

disappointment. Nothing makes us saints so quickly as little mortifications. May you all 

be great Saints in this world and the next.”31 

“Christmas Eve, 1886. A bright and merry Christmas to you all! May Our Lord 

give you, dearest Mother M. Boniface, so much happiness in your own heart that you 

may be able to give a large share to everyone else and not miss it from your abundance. 

I feel inclined to make the same prayer for all. Happiness is like a torch; the more 

torches that are lit from it, the more light we have, yet it is no loss to the first. So you 

must be all torches or candles goodly ones, I am sure, real Xmas candles sending your 

light afar among all the juveniles of Portland, as well as in the little Home by the Sea. I 
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am sure you have your lights well provided with material to last long, and shine brightly 

for many a day as well as Christmas Day. I am sending Mother Mary Leo a letter from 

her dear Mistress of Novices in Ireland; it will be a welcome Christmas box. I wish you 

not only a happy Christmas, but a very happy one. I feel sure you will all have it, since 

happiness depends on God and our own selves more than on anything else we may 

have. And as God will never be wanting to us when we are faithful to Him, our joy and 

happiness are in our own hands. Mother Aloysius bids me stop this hurried letter to be 

in time for early post so I have not time to see what nonsense may be in it. But you all 

know a bit of my heart is in it anyhow. And may the Holy Family that were once in 

Bethlehem be with you and bless you all on Christmas Day”.32 

During one of M.M. Gonzaga’s visits to Portland, she designed a doll’s house, 

ever since the joy and delight of the little ones. Her model of the three-storied gabled 

building of eight rooms with real staircase and chimneys was sent to the carpenter, who 

produced a mansion of imitation brick, large enough to accommodate the whole doll 

family. When finished, it was papered and furnished by the children. In the new wing 

containing additional classrooms for which the foundation stone was laid in 1900, a 

special room was set apart as a playroom for the Juniors, the doll’s house occupying the 

centre. Rev. Mother loved to watch the children disporting themselves in the water near 

the convent bathing box: “They are like fishes swimming about”, she says, “but I have 

them so trained that the moment I wave a white handkerchief they race in to me, for a 

moments delay means no dip next day. I can regulate their stay and depth in the water 

this way”. 

Building had again become necessary in Mary’s Mount. The low fence round the 

grounds had been a drawback from the first, and Mother Gonzaga was anxious to have a 

high wall to secure the privacy suitable to a convent. This was a big and expensive 

undertaking, but as it was necessary, she set about it without misgivings, placing the 

business in the hands of St. Joseph. The wall was to be of brick, and when she began it, 

she had very few pounds in hand for building purposes. She was always fortunate in her 

workmen, who caught from her some of her enthusiasm, and were anxious to carry 

things out according to her wishes. When the wall facing Sturt Street was completed 

there was no front entrance. Just then three friends, Mr. Tappin the Architect, Mr. 

Michael Mornane, and Mr. James Dynon came forward with one hundred pounds 

                                                 
32 Series 210 Item 217 Gonzaga Barry to All Saints’ Community (Portland),  24 Dec. 1886. 



 

(111) 

(£100) each, to defray the expenses of a handsome gate entrance. When the East Wall 

was begun, St. Joseph was invoked with great fervour. About this time, an old man, 

who looked very poor, called one day at the convent, and said he would like to put a 

few bricks in the wall that was going up. He handed Rev. Mother ten pounds for the 

purpose, which, judging from his appearance, was a really munificent offering. 

By the help of her friends in heaven and on earth the wall was soon finished. As a 

thanksgiving offering to St. Joseph for his share in the business of putting up the wall, a 

pretty little grotto was built in a secluded corner of the garden, near the convent 

cemetery, and there many grateful prayers were said for all who helped in the work. 

Instead of the low gate at the former entrance Mother Gonzaga erected a rockery and 

statue of the Blessed Virgin known to the pupils as “Our Lady of the Children” and 

honoured by them with the first blossoms from their gardens.  

A brick cottage with wide verandah was built 

towards the end of 1886. Mother Gonzaga designed it 

as an Infirmary, hence its isolated site almost in the 

centre of the large paddock, and surrounded by its 

own rose garden and box hedge. However, her trust in 

the protection of St. Roch, who is invoked in the daily 

prayers, and the bracing Ballarat air have preserved Mary’s Mount from serious 

epidemic, so the cottage is generally utilised for other purposes. 

M.M. Gonzaga always chose a feast day (preferably of Our Lady), for the 

beginning of any work. Accordingly the foundation stone of the new wing containing 

additional classrooms and dormitories, was laid on the Feast of Loreto, December 10, 

1886. The building was similar in design to the east wing and was dedicated to St. 

Joseph. Part of her preparation of the extended school consisted in enlisting betimes, the 

support of heavenly protectors by the following letter written to Jesus, Mary and Joseph 

at the time of the blessing of the north wing. 

“In the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost. Amen. 

This day, feast of Our Lady of Loreto, the 10 December, 1886, the foundations of 

this building were blessed by the most Rev. Dr. Moore, Lord Bishop of Ballarat, in the 

presence of the community. As this wing is a continuation of the school building, we 

beg the same blessing for it from Almighty God, The Sacred Heart, Mary Immaculate, 

Mother of God, St. Joseph and all the Holy Angels, as for the first school building. May 

all who dwell in it, be preserved from sin, and from all danger to soul or body, serve 
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God faithfully, and die happily in His love and friendship. May the Holy Angels guard 

and protect it as a house of Mary, their Queen. May they conduct many holy souls and 

innocent children to it, and aid the nuns to educate and train them in the way of God. 

And may our heavenly friends aid us to build a church here, besides this house, to the 

honour and glory of God. M.J. Gonzaga Barry”. 

The additional accommodation afforded by this building enabled Rev. Mother to 

secure for the senior girls private cubicles, a plan very dear to her heart, and which she 

was anxious to introduce as soon as possible in all her foundations. 

The first number of the school journal, “Eucalyptus Blossoms” dates from this 

year. Mother Gonzaga encouraged every essay in the development of literary taste, even 

by the most youthful aspirants. “La Poupee” was the first attempt at a written magazine. 

It told of the contents of the doll’s house which was the delight of the little ones of the 

Junior School. “Nuggets” had a wider range. Its frontispiece was the Australian coat of 

arms, and it was dedicated to “Our Lady of Loreto on her feast day, 1883.” Its motto 

“By knowledge we do learn ourselves to know, and what to man and what to God we 

owe”. Spenser. Stories, essays and poetry found space within its pages. But even its 

alluring title did not carry it to the printing press.  

The first “Blossoms” was printed as a feast day surprise for 

Mother Gonzaga, 21 June, 1886, and was for private circulation 

only. She was greatly pleased at the effort, and decided that the next 

copy, in December, should be made available for the former pupils. 

She went to great trouble to get eucalyptus flowers and leaves, and 

selected those she wished sketched for the cover of the magazine.  

She, too, had a surprise ready for that St. Aloysius Day. Early 

in the morning, a new double seated tricycle appeared as her 

gift to the children. It was one that afforded pleasure during 

recreation hours for many a day, until the advent of bicycles 

for ladies use. 

The maxim she so often repeated, “Do all you can to 

make others happy, even at the cost of sacrifice”, was exemplified in her daily life. The 

same spirit she instilled into the children and encouraged them to share in every good 

work. “Their education will be helped”, she would say, “by the widening of their 

interests”. Extracts from the school diary printed in the “Blossoms” give examples of 

this. “Today some of the grown girls attended the meeting of the Ladies of Charity to 
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talk over a Loreto Circulating Library, and over what good works might be helped by 

Loreto children in the world. Dr. Delany, a personal friend of Rev. Mother’s gave us a 

lecture on the “Influence of Women on Society”. He touched also on Catholic 

Literature.”33 (Later, speaking of Rev. Mother’s leadership of the first little company of 

Loreto Nuns to our shores, he said, “They were Ireland’s gift, and a precious gift to 

Australia; and if Australia remains true to the things that matter supremely in this life, 

as in eternity, the little band of Loreto Nuns who first came to Ballarat will, in Heaven’s 

records, count for much of Australia’s fidelity”). Working with the Ladies of Charity, 

sharing their knowledge of the sufferings of the poor, we learn not to think much of our 

own troubles and grow in the experience of helping those in want near our own 

homes.... The other evening, a Priest from New Zealand gave us a description of the 

country, especially of the scene of the recent eruptions - - As the chapel is being 

painted, for the last three weeks, we were obliged to have Mass in the school. The 

Children of Mary were allowed to arrange the altar for Mass - - Yesterday (Michaelmas) 

we walked to Redan and went over the new brick school. The old one was burnt down 

before Christmas last year.”34 

The diary goes on to speak of the soirées, and the election of the School 

Councillors and Prefects, an account of which will be found in Mother Gonzaga’s 

Scheme of Education in the following chapter. 
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MOTHER M. GONZAGA BARRY 

 

CHAPTER 13 

MOTHER MARY GONZAGA’S VIEWS ON EDUCATION. 

 

“The human mind naturally seeks for happiness. But to find true happiness we 

must find God in all things. Seek God in all. To be good is to be happy.” This extract 

from one of Mother Gonzaga’s addresses to the children, will best explain her view of 

Education. Her own life and training possessed every element to fit her to be the apostle 

of this creed. She proved, in her own instance at least, the truth of this doctrine of a 

modern writer: “Man can know but one character - his own. His mind is the language 

into which every sense product must be translated. His character is the colour glass 

through which all creation must be viewed”.35 With the clear sight of humility Mother 

Gonzaga understood the elemental instincts as well as the development and growth of 

her own soul; this gave her the key to understand, and the sympathy to win every soul 

that did not bolt its door against her. Of this no one who was drawn into the wide circle 

of her influence needs further proof. She was conscious of her happy childlife, and 

recognized that human happiness, and home love are the child’s first attraction to the 

Heaven where all is love and joy. She too held that “The paths of darkness under the 

earth, need never again be trodden by him who has once set foot upon the heavenly 

road”. How all - important is this first step: “If a child is to have but one decade of 

Christian training,” she would say, “give her to me till the age of ten. It is childhood’s 

thoughts that are the back-bone of character”. And again, “Make the little ones happy. 

Perhaps a child may be with us only a couple of years, - no matter, make these glad 

years, and all through life that child will realise the joy of innocence”. 

All that is best in the Kindergarten System she fully appreciated and practised in 

her schools, years before the idea was adopted by any other Australian school. “Study 

the tastes and attractions of the little ones”, she would say, “and lead them through their 

own door, but do not stop there. The child is not capable of leading itself aright, and 

certainly not of leading you. But, just as a wee toddler may break away from the main 

path into a field or forest, and the prudent nurse will follow and take the little hand, and 

walk on with it for a while so as more securely to lead it back or to direct it into the 
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safest track, so the good teacher will find in the child’s attraction the best opportunity 

for pointing out a danger, or developing a useful quality”. Her child - love of her 

parents, and their tender wisdom in dealing with their children coloured her whole life 

with an abiding sense of the Fatherhood of God, the protecting care of the Holy Spirit 

and the sweet approachableness of the Immaculate Mother. This atmosphere surrounded 

her. It was breathed and felt by all who approached her and it entered into the very 

growth of the souls under her influence. She often made the children search the 

Scriptures for loving texts about “Our Father”. Here are a few kept by a child from her 

school days when she was in her Christian Doctrine Class: “I will bring them back in 

mercy, for I am a Father to save Israel”. (Jer. 31. 9) “Thou, O Lord, art our Father; from 

everlasting is Thy Name.” (Isaias 63. 16). “Is He not thy Father Who hath possessed 

thee, and made thee, and created thee.” (Deut. 32. 6). “And God shall wipe away all 

tears from their eyes.” (Apoc. 21. 4). That little incident in the bank, of the father 

coaxing the shining coins from the baby hands, how often was its principle applied to 

her dealings with the human heart. “Take nothing from a child, nor from a grown 

person, either”, she would say smiling, “unless you have something they value more to 

give them instead. It may be only a grateful look - be sure you do not withhold it”. 

Heaven was to her the glad Home where every instinct for happiness would be 

satisfied. When speaking of Heaven she attracted the will to desire this happiness, as in 

the case of the little boy, who before meeting her did not want to go to Heaven because 

“there’s nothing to eat there”, or the old French lady who “did not want to sit on damp 

clouds and sing Alleluia for all eternity”. In each case Mother Gonzaga’s loving talks 

left them convinced of the untiring joys of their Father’s mansions. She wished that 

Happy Home to be reflected in each dwelling here below. The very name of “Loreto”, 

which the devotion of Mother Mary Teresa Ball had bestowed on every convent of the 

Irish Branch of the Institute of the Blessed Virgin Mary, Mother Gonzaga desired, as 

she said, “to represent the Holy House at Nazareth: Jesus and Mary and Joseph making 

it a Heaven of peace and love: Angels contemplating it with admiration”. 

This ideal of the happy home on earth reflecting the Happy Home above, Mother 

Gonzaga kept before the children, from the first day of their school life. She trained 

even the little ones to take pride in the arrangement of their Doll’s House, a building in 

the Junior School. The sweeping, dusting and polishing of the tiny furniture of each 

room was to be as regular and thorough as in any well-kept home, and it was her delight 

to be invited to the Doll’s tea-party, to which she would often bring a bevy of doll 
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guests which she had cut out of a society journal and stiffened with cardboard. One of 

her religious describes her seated at recreation among the Sisters - a latecomer had just 

entered, wearied with long hours of teaching and knowing that Mother Gonzaga had 

spent the day in important world - wide correspondence, “Come here, dearie,” said the 

latter, her face aglow with interest, “and look at this”. “This” was an advertisement of a 

doll lady of fashion, of painted card - board with moveable limbs. She might be bought 

in a box with her trousseau, three or four paper costumes of the very newest style. 

“Now, that is what I would like to get for the children. Not the one advertised here; it is 

too expensive and too grand to be loved, but some like this” - and she entered into 

minute particulars as to how coloured fashion plates might be transformed into living 

beings for a Doll’s Garden Party!  

“Let us make happy the circle around us”.36 Never for a moment did Rev. Mother 

fail to realise that the school is the training for the home. This she held ever before the 

eyes of nuns and children, so that every effort of each, might tend to this essential. 

Hence her interest in music, art, and science and particularly in domestic economy. In 

connection with the care of the home, she planned a “Happy Home League, Union or 

Association which she wished all while still at school to join. It was to help to make 

home “pleasant, bright and beautiful”. The notes are dated “Feast of Our Lady’s 

Maternity, October 8th, 1899, surely a fitting day for such a Mother’s thought.  

“This Association is established in our schools to encourage young girls to apply 

themselves to a most important branch of their education, viz, that of contributing to the 

happiness and comfort of their homes when their school days are over. But in order to 

be able to do so then, they should begin now, while at school, to learn and practise what 

may be conducive to the end in view: that of making or helping to make a happy home. 

Any girl wishing to become a member can have her name entered on the register 

in any school where the H.H. League is established. But before doing so she must have 

her parents’ permission and a promise of their co-operation in carrying out the rules. 

RULES: 

The Rules will secure attention to: 

1. Order, Cleanliness, Comfort and Brightness in the Home; 

2. The making and mending of clothing; 

3. Cooking; 

                                                 
36 ‘A Mother’s Letter to Her Children’, ‘Eucalyptus Blossoms’ June 1888. 
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4. Gardening, vegetables and fruit as well as flowers; 

5. Helpful and beautiful devotional pictures, statues, books; 

6. Useful or pretty articles made for someone in the home, Father and Mother to 

come first;  

7. Members should be encouraged to learn and practise all kinds of manual work, 

from painting a door or fence, to a landscape, darning stockings to guipure lace, 

modelling, carving, etc., but Order, Cleanliness and Utility to have First Place; 

8. Boarders to bring back to school a list of works accomplished. List to be signed 

by parents.”37 

“They should begin now”, and in the Account of the System of Education drawn 

up under her directions in 1901, M.M. Gonzaga enters into details. “During the limited 

period of school life, perfection in studies, intellectual or artistic cannot be reached. 

Tastes, however, may be acquired and interests awakened, and each new occupation 

gives a new zest to life. Modelling, wood - carving, house painting and type-setting 

have their votaries. Needlework is woman’s peculiar province. In a letter on female 

education written to her daughter by Lady Mary Worthey Montague in 1735, occurs the 

following passage, “I think it is as scandalous for a women not to know how to use a 

needle, as for a man not to know how to use a sword”. What was true in the 18th 

century, is equally true in the 20th, for sewing machines can never entirely supersede 

hand work”. 

In connection with the Juvenile Industrial Exhibition held in Ballarat, Mother 

Gonzaga wrote in her general letter to the children: “For the honour of it we must try to 

have our convent schools represented in this great Juvenile Exhibition, lest it should be 

thought we are so occupied with prayer and piety, as to neglect work. But we do not 

forget the motto of the monks of old: - “To work is to pray”. This is true when we work 

as the monks worked, with a pure, noble intention of pleasing God and utilising the 

talents He has given us to enable us to do our share of work in this world, faithfully and 

well before we go to enjoy our rest with Him in Heaven. So, the needle and the pen, the 

pencil and the brush, the sewing machine and the printing press, even the oven and the 

saucepan, are all set going by nimble little fingers that have also learned to mould the 

clay, and carve the wood into graceful forms, not in the hope of a prize, but for the joy 

of working at a thing of beauty from the many models God has lovingly lent us in this 

                                                 
37 Series 35 Item 3, Happy Home League 8 Oct. 1899, Loreto Province Archives Ballarat 



 

(118) 

beautiful world of His. Speaking of prizes at the Juvenile Exhibition, I saw with regret 

many of the prizes were for “State School Scholars only”. Not that I regretted the small 

money prizes placed out of reach of Catholic children, but I regretted the narrow policy 

that dictated such a course with regard to any prize in a great National Exhibition of 

work. What matter which school did the work, provided that good work was done. It 

would be very easy for some prize contributors to limit their prizes to certain 

denominations, but I am glad they did not. My dearest children, try to avoid narrowness 

and selfishness as you would a plague that paralyses noble efforts. Strive ever to widen 

and deepen your hearts and minds, until they are capable of taking in great things for 

God and your fellow-creatures. Remember, it is not the outward show, but the inner 

pure intention, that merits the eternal reward, the heavenly prize, before which all that is 

earthly pales into insignificance. 

Yet in Holy Scripture the Valiant Woman is praised for having put her hand to 

great things as well as for having taken hold of the spindle, worked in tapestry and fine 

linen, looked well after the food and clothing of all in her house, and neglected not the 

poor or the needy. In truth, this Valiant Woman is a type of what I desire and pray all 

the children of Loreto, who live to be women, may be. I wish you would often make a 

meditation on the Epistle read in the Mass of Holy Women; you will find it in your 

Missal. I hope to return to this subject in another letter, if I live to write a few more to 

you, dearest children, for such are the women who are wanted in the world at present, 

and are valued as in the days of old. 

Here in Loreto, we make an effort to emulate the varied and useful occupations of 

the woman praised in the Bible; and if ever our ideal of a great school becomes an 

accomplished fact, then indeed, the pupils of the present Domestic Economy Class and 

the University Class may rejoice that they were like the little grain of mustard seed that 

grew into a great tree. I refer now to the essay on “A Sensible School for Girls” in the 

“Blossoms”. Such a school might culminate in a great university for women, that 

would, like Girton and Vassar, open its spacious halls for the study of arts and science 

on one side, and on the other, by its domestic college, ennoble manual work. This would 

help much to the solution of the difficult social problem between employer and 

employed, mistress and maid - of - all - work, who often knows little of any work. This 

is quite as much the fault of the mistress as of the maid because, unlike the Valiant 

Woman, the mistress knows not how to “look well to the paths of her house and to treat 

her domestics wisely and kindly.” It is of psychological interest to note that this letter 
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we written on the 20th December, 1890, and that the same thought of moulding female 

education on this Old Testament model inspired Mrs. Concannon M.A., herself as Irish 

Loreto girl, to write her book on the education of women: “A Garden of Girls” printed 

in 1914. An extract from her Introduction, may serve as an interesting comparison - 

“Dedication: To all those interested in the education of the Girls of Today - the women 

of a great and splendid Tomorrow”. “A little apart in the gallery of the Scriptures hangs 

the immortal picture of the “Valiant Woman”. It seemed to me, that I could see each age 

and country; coming to that picture as to a shrine, and trying to copy its untold 

perfection. Do those who have charge of the Education of the Girls of Today stand often 

before that picture of the “Valiant Woman”, and do they reproduce her image? If so, all 

is well with the Education of Girls, and if it be true, as Cardinal Logue reminds us, that 

“A Nation is what its Women make its Men” then all is well with the Nation”. 

“Such are the women who are wanted in the world at present”, said Mother 

Gonzaga, and on the margin of a book on education38 she wrote the following 

exclamation: “For pity sake let us lose some pupils, if we must, but of those who bear 

our name let us make Women”. In this book she left few pages unmarked. Even the 

titles of the marked paragraphs give us an insight into her ideals: “Strength so necessary 

- Games so good”. “Kindness”. “The dignity of womanhood”. “Necessity of 

Supernatural Faith, of interest and joy”. “Manual works in the place of honour”. “Need 

of sympathy”. “Importance of early training”. “Love of serious study”. “The true wife”. 

“The grandeur and responsibilities of Motherhood”. Perhaps one of the last books to be 

studied by her was Lucy Soulsby’s “Stray thoughts on Character” published in 1906. 

The points underlined are: 1. “Necessity of a responsive manner and social charm in a 

womanly woman. 2. Good breeding needs a good heart, quick wit, and a sympathetic 

imagination, none of which things are to be undervalued”. 

The “Sensible School” referred to in Mother Gonzaga’s letter was “A school 

where the whole child is educated according to the capabilities, talents, tastes and 

position in life which God has given her. No precious time lost striving against natural 

likes and dislikes for special subjects of study. Not working the tired brain up to 

standards and codes in which the little human unit only stands for so much per cent. A 

school for all grades and classes, beginning its work in the infant school and ending in 

the university or the domestic college”39. “With regard to the latter, she held that, like 

                                                 
38 “La Formation Catholique de la Femme” par Une Religeuse de Notre Dame. 
39 ‘A Sensible School for Girls’, ‘Eucalyptus Blossoms’ Dec. 1890. 
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hospital nursing every branch of domestic work could be made an honourable 

profession, certificates and diplomas being awarded at the college for proficiency in 

every department of woman’s work. One day, when driving through South Melbourne, 

Mother Gonzaga passed near the Albert Park Coffee Palace, a large building. “I wish I 

had that place”, she said. “Why Mother” answered her companion, thinking she meant it 

for a school, “it would be too big. We would never have pupils enough to fill it”. “No. I 

was not planning for a school”, she responded, “I would like it for a Domestic College”. 

And then she outlined her scheme, the accomplishment of which would have supplied a 

felt want for the whole of Australia. But, for that, “the wretched L.S.D.,” as she said, 

was needed, so she had to be content to use the limited means at her disposal, to make 

Loreto training as thorough and comprehensive as possible. 

She won the hearts of the children by taking them into her confidence. So we find 

her thoughts on education unveiled in her letters to them which she wrote faithfully for 

the “Blossoms” until her death. Thus her views on education, as they develop and 

broaden with time, are unfolded to us year by year. Here it is only fitting to insert an 

early general letter of 1879 and the first “Blossoms Letter” of 1886. 

The former explains through what motives and under what conditions she would 

allow pupils to enter for University examinations. It will be seen that only in the case of 

those who had passed successfully through all the foundation classes which included 

thorough training in all the essentials of a good education, would she consider the 

question of entrance to the University. These conditions complied with, she approved in 

Class 1. (The highest class) of specialising in the higher studies. 

“Octave of All Saints, 1879. 

My dearest children, 

Three weeks ago I did not think so long a time would elapse before I could again 

speak with you on many topics interesting to you and to me. As I may not be able to go 

to the school for a little while yet, I thought it would be well to speak to your eyes at 

least by a letter on a subject about which I feel rather anxious at present. I mean your 

approaching examinations which are the most important of the year with regard to past 

work and to the future formation of classes after vacation. It would give me so much 

pleasure to know you all acquitted yourselves creditably in your different classes 

according to the talents God has given you for your various studies. The reason why I 

am so anxious you should give this proof of your diligence and good will are, my dear 

children, known to you all, as we have often talked over them before now. Yet it may 
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not be unnecessary to repeat them here, as they may act as a spur and encouragement in 

your efforts to discharge faithfully your duty. This word - Duty - is the mainspring of 

all, duty to God, duty to your parents, duty to your teachers, or rather to the holy cause 

of Christian and Religious Education, which, at the present day, you are called on to 

make manifest to the world. 

You know I have often told you the shortest and surest way to be holy and happy 

and pleasing to our good God is to fulfil His Blessed Will in the discharge of the daily 

duties of the state of life in which His Providence has placed us. You know that after the 

duties which immediately relate to God Himself and to your own soul, study, and 

advancement in everything that goes to form a true education should be your chief 

concern. Go through the different studies diligently and cheerfully under the eye of your 

Heavenly Father, with a pure and upright intention making your every act a prayer and 

worthy of an eternal reward. I could enlarge on this, dear children, but we have lately 

gone over the subject together. The motive of giving satisfaction to your parents is one 

that ought to be very powerful with you, if you will only reflect on the many sacrifices 

they have made for your advancement. In one respect it is a matter of strict justice that 

you should do your very best and avail yourselves of every opportunity to improve. 

Now to descend to practical routine. You are aware that we have had no First 

Class this year, because, truthfully, there were no first class children to form it, and I 

would prefer to wait any length of time rather than lower the standard of the First Class 

which has always been a high one. Last year there was a very creditable First Class. 

Next year I shall be very disappointed if we have not an equally good one. There is 

good material for it in the school at present, if you only do justice to yourselves by 

diligent preparation for the coming examinations. 

A few words of explanation about the class next year, that you may do what will 

be expected of you when once in it. It should be composed of children who have 

distinguished themselves in the Second Class by steady application, talent and thorough 

knowledge of the rudiments and essentials of all the subjects at present taught in the 

school. Once admitted into the First Class much is left to their private study, the Sisters 

in every way aiding their exertions to acquire a more extensive knowledge in a higher 

class of studies. As a solid foundation has been laid, a greater variety of subjects might 

be embraced, including three or four languages and the higher branches of Mathematics, 

or the course of studies shaped according to the University Matriculation Examination 

which is useful after finishing the School Course. Two advantages are gained by 
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pursuing this method. First, there is none of what is vulgarly called “cramming” nor is a 

girl’s education narrowed merely to the Matriculation Course to the exclusion of many 

far more useful and necessary branches of a finished education. Second, the time of 

study for the University Examination is much shortened. The usual time devoted to such 

study is, in the case of ordinary students, about two years. Now, with the above 

preparatory course six or nine months would suffice. 

It would be very praiseworthy, and redound much to the credit of your School, 

and of Religious Education, if some of you should hereafter, prove to the world, that 

Piety and Religion with many refining feminine accomplishments are no obstacle to the 

attainment of honourable distinctions in Learning. Nothing would give me more 

pleasure, than to see our Catholic girls distinguish themselves in so noble a cause. At 

the late University Examinations in Ireland, the Catholic Schools were altogether in 

advance of others, one Catholic College passing forty (40), whilst the boy who took the 

highest honours in all Ireland was a pupil of the Jesuits. In England the winner of the 

Queen’s Prize, the highest for young ladies, was a convent girl, and a non-Catholic 

Journal remarks, - “This is the third time this prize has been awarded to the pupil of a 

Catholic College taught by nuns”. This letter is already too long, so, not to weary you, 

my dearest children, I will write no more on this subject at present but remain ever 

Your sincere, and affectionate friend in Jesus and Mary, 

M.J. Gonzaga I.B.V.M.” 

It will be seen from this letter that M.M. Gonzaga did not undervalue University 

Degrees. Indeed, when there were very few students at the Melbourne University, two 

were from Mary’s Mount. 

 

The second letter turns once again to her master thought: the memory of a 

childhood, happy because innocent, is youth’s best safeguard against the perils of 

worldliness. It is headed in the “Blossoms” 

“A Mother’s letter to her Children”. 

“Loreto Convent, Mary’s Mount”. 

“December, 1886. 

My dearest Children, 

My heart rejoices at the opportunity of doing what it has long wished to be able to 

do, and that is to write a letter to you all, to each and every one of you wherever you 

may be. You will never know how I wish it were in my power to keep up a loving, 
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constant correspondence with my absent children, and how every year, as it comes and 

goes makes this more difficult, because every year makes me more like the: 

“Old woman who lived in a shoe,  

And who had so many children she knew not what to do”. 

And then comes the cry from so many - “Write to me soon, Mother, even if only a 

few lines;” and that is just what I cannot do, for when I begin to write my heart runs 

away with my pen and I cannot send a short note of a few lines. But there’s at least one 

consolation in the fact that no child of Loreto ever wrote in sorrow or suffering of any 

kind and did not receive a loving response from some heart that felt and prayed with 

her. Now, Deo Gratias, as long as the power to wield the pen is given to me, “The 

Eucalyptus Blossoms” will bring a letter to Loreto children from their old Mother; a 

“talk” like those in days gone by, of things we were wont to prize, interests we held in 

common, ideas and sentiments we shared. And what shall we speak of today? Let it be a 

thought of you that has been in mind for some days past, since one of the dear Sisters 

drew my attention to a beautiful idea in Lady Georgina Fullerton’s Life of St. Frances 

of Rome, where the first companions of the Saint are compared to a row of goodly 

pearls and she is likened to a cord which bound them together. This set me thinking and 

wishing our dear Loreto children were also a “row of goodly pearls”, and Our Blessed 

Lady the bond uniting them; but I would string my pearls on a triple cord, strong and 

sure. First the golden string of love of Our Divine Lord, manifested in ever increasing 

devotion to His Heart in the great Sacrament of His Love the Blessed Eucharist, where 

He is always with us, delighting to be with the children of His predilection. Second, the 

silver string of the love of our Immaculate Mother, shown by earnest striving to be 

worthy of the title of Children of Mary- “Pearls of Mary”, keeping your precious soul, 

that pearl of great price, unspotted in the world. And third, the little silken string of 

purest white - the bond of love to the holy home your Heavenly Father gave you for a 

while, where were spent the happy, innocent days of childhood and youth, where the 

morning rose brightly with the golden sun sparkling on the waters of Lake Wendouree, 

and the night brought its calm rest, while the moon, emblem of Our Blessed Mother, 

seemed to make a bright path over the waters, and flung a veil of silver on lawn and 

trees and convent, and round your own little white bed, where you slept so sweetly, with 

your last word a prayer, your last thought often - “tomorrow I shall receive my God!” O 

Children dear! Will not the memory of these things help to keep you innocent and pure 

even in the midst of a world that seldom takes God or heaven or the soul into 
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consideration? And whilst its dissipating, enervating pleasures seek to shut out the view 

of heavenly things, will not the remembrance of those bright, happy days, when the 

hours seemed to fly on angels’ wings, each hour bringing its appointed duty and each 

duty bringing a joy; will not the remembrance convince you that not in selfish 

gratification or worldly pleasures true happiness or peace is to be found, but rather in 

the faithful discharge of such duties as ever lie within reach, placed near us by the Hand 

of God so that doing them for Him He may give us the reward often bestowed even in 

this world,- surely in the next. In the meantime, my children, keep, like the Loreto 

pearls, safely on the triple cord; remembering one end of this cord is in heaven placed in 

Mary’s hand by the good angels; the other is held by those who have given up 

everything in this world to devote themselves to you, and who feel an ever new joy in 

adding one more to the string of pearls, that is thus being sent up higher and higher, till 

it reaches the throne where Mary Immaculate is Queen. Do not, dear children of Loreto, 

disengage yourselves from this “goodly row of pearls”. You may if you will, for our 

Great Master will be served willingly or not at all; but what will you gain by disuniting 

yourself from your sister pearls? Getting mixed up in the dust and mud, you may 

disappear from the sight of heaven and may, alas, be lost for ever. I might say more to 

you of this simile of pearls, which struck me as being applicable to you, children of 

Loreto, but this letter is taking up undue space in your magazine. So I will now say 

farewell for a while, and ask you to believe me ever affectionately in 

Jesus and Mary, 

Your old Mother.” 

The same “Blossoms” in which this letter was printed contains an account of the 

voting for School Councillors. This was an adaptation of the Prefect System with which 

Mother Gonzaga was familiar from her school - days in Rathfarnham. But in those days 

the Prefects or Heads of Divisions were taken from the members of the said Division 

and so were children of the same age and attainments as those they were chosen to lead. 

Mother Gonzaga thought that the corporate school life would be strengthened by 

making eligible as School Councillors, only members of the First Division, who had a 

standing in the school, and who, having passed through the successive classes had 

thoroughly assimilated the School Spirit.40 

Those possessed of these credentials were voted for by every member of the 
                                                 
40 (That Mother Gonzaga did not forget her old school duties as Prefect is revealed in a letter of 1905: “When I was a Child of Mary 
at Rathfarnham I often had to control some young rebels who were playing on the inexperience and gentleness of a novice”. This 
novice was the late M.M. Alphonsa Ellis, who was Superior of Loreto Convent, Manchester, from 1856 to 1905.) 
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Division for which a Head was needed, an instruction on the manner and necessity of 

secrecy in the voting and on the loyalty due to the Councillor appointed having been 

previously given. The Mistress of Schools received the votes, announced the results, 

and the Superior invested the Councillor with the Division medal and badge. The 

Councillor took her place at the head of the table of that Division and was received into 

the School Council of which the First Councillor (who was also Head of the School, and 

appointed as such by the Nuns), was President. The Prefect or Head of a Division or 

“School” was responsible for the esprit de corps of her division. She kept a list of its 

members which she handed to the Sister in charge, and accounted for the absence of any 

member. If an individual member disagreed with her Prefect, she was at liberty to lay 

her view before any other of the School Councillors who might bring it forward at the 

next meeting (at which the Sisters were never present unless invited in special cases by 

the First Councillor). This School Council possesses the confidence of both nuns and 

children and is never known to betray that trust. It helps to make school life happier, 

and as Mother Gonzaga foresaw, confers a benefit on those holding office, giving scope 

to the exercise of judgment and tact as well as the strength of character that comes from 

always taking the side of right. 

She also established in the schools Sub-Prefects of Order, Study, Games, 

Deportment and one very dear to her heart, the Prefect of Charity who was to be always 

interested about the comfort and pleasure of others, especially new pupils so that the 

happy homelike atmosphere of the school might never be saddened. Often, however, the 

offices of these Sub-Prefects merged in those of the Councillors. 

Mother Gonzaga knew that her childish “entertainments” had helped to the 

brightness of her home that led her to value the school soirées which developed that 

power in others. So in Gorey, Enniscorthy, and in each of her Australian Convents, the 

tiniest mite and the girl leaving school were trained to play their parts as hostess or 

guest. For one “Blossoms”, in the year of Mother Gonzaga’s Diamond Jubilee, former 

pupils of “Mary’s Mount” sent sketches of the most abiding memories of their happy 

school-life. These give so concrete a picture of the working out of the Loreto system 

that a few must be inserted. 

“Memories of “Mary’s Mount”. On my never-to-be-forgotten first day, I stood 

shyly gazing at the girls in their royal blue uniforms as they gathered round in the 

recreation field, each one remembering sympathisingly the strangeness of her first day 

at school, and full of anxiety to make the new comer quite at home. So, this was 
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“Mary’s Mount”; with a child of Mary devoting herself with more than sisterly care to 

finding out friends and interests as if by magic, and magic it was, the golden magic of 

kindness. What a contrast it was to my preconceived picture of a boarding-school, as 

depicted in some stories which I had read. Therein life was a dull monotony as far as 

teachers and lessons were concerned, whiles gleams of ill-natured practical jokes or 

pleasures bought by deception were the only enlivening features. What a revelation it 

was to find that anything in the way of deception was considered dishonourable, not 

only by the nuns, but by the girls as body, and that by them it would not be tolerated. It 

was a revelation of the spirit of loyalty animating the school, loyalty to God and to His 

Cause and so whole-hearted loyalty to our beloved Alma Mater. 

How could the lessons be dull when each opened up a world of thought, not only 

unexplored but undreamed of? Are there new methods of education? Or are they (what 

is best in them) but Nature’s ways followed by all who earnestly try to lead along the 

path of wisdom? I have heard model lessons given by those who are highest in the 

educational world of Australia and they were but reflections of my lessons in Loreto 

where my childhood passed in wondering delight. There I saw this small world, among 

the million worlds of the universe as the stage of man’s existence here below. There I 

felt the awakening joy given to the study of geography and history as inter-dependent 

God-leading sciences, a joy as of the beauty of a drama. I have heard lectures on 

literature, and slipped back in thought to our literary evenings when we read, discussed 

and lived with our authors and their works: “Alice in Wonderland”, perhaps, and the 

“Goblin Market”, “Little Nell”, and other child studies or Boyle O’Reilly’s poems, with 

side lights from Carlyle and Kendall. These literary feasts often gave us material for our 

monthly soirées: scenes from Molière and of the school life of St. Cyr were favourites 

for our French evenings, while Racine’s ”Esther”, translated for us by Father Watson 

S.J. united beauty of language with the French poet’s dramatic art. Scarcely a Saint’s 

Feast passed without a representation of the ennobling life. The older girls became 

adepts in stage management which often called for much self-restraint and self-

forgetfulness. How many, I wonder, remember the Junior Soirée for which the little 

ones were independent enough to refuse the aid of the seniors. It was “A Jewish 

Evening” the outcome of their enjoyment of Old Testament stories, and, as one item, 

they undertook to dramatise “The Plagues of Egypt”. The result may not have been 

artistic, but it was refreshingly original”. M.M. Gonzaga explained the nature and 

purpose of the Soirées in the following note. “The Soirées are evening entertainments 
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instituted to afford an opportunity of practical lessons in deportment and etiquette; they 

are given in turn by each school. One girl is hostess; she receives and entertains her 

guests who contribute to the evening by music, instrumental and vocal, scenes from 

famous authors or reading of selections from favourite books; the soirées end 

sometimes with dancing. It is not easy to go through the ordeal with “unconscious 

grace” when the critical eyes of assembled nuns and children are noting manners and 

doings. The elder girls sometimes find the experience unnerving, yet, even the shyest 

acknowledge that there is a tonic power in these soirées, as they call for the exercise of 

self-control and also of self-forgetfulness, for the honour of the Division is concerned. 

These entertainments are, besides, a practice of the theory taught in etiquette lessons 

which are given each week, and which touch on social usages; the beauty of the old-

time courtesy springing from a sense of reverence is frequently and strongly dwelt on; 

“Reverences is the courtesy of Kings”. Stress is laid on the truth that slang, rough 

dancing, free and easy manners are not consonant with maidenly dignity.”41 “Have ye, 

therefore, great modesty in your outward behaviour, for according to your outward 

carriage, commonly is your inward”. So spoke, nigh three hundred years ago, Father 

Roger Lee S.J., addressing the children in Mary Ward’s school. 

From the very beginning, Mother Gonzaga had proved and carried into execution, 

the following theory, which she underlined in an educational magazine and 

recommended to all the Teaching Sisters in 1910. “We must needs be perpetually 

pushing our horizon further away, putting our children into sympathetic and intelligent 

relation with every considerable acquisition made by the world in the region of 

knowledge…. It is possible to regard all studies that are not immediately marketable as 

purely conventional or useless. Studies derive their chief worth from their effect on 

character”.42 For this end she fostered many-sided interests by keeping the children in 

touch with questions of the day. Newspaper notices of importance appeared on the 

Notice Board and the children were encouraged to transfer them to their scrap books. 

She instituted for every Friday evening a Reading Recreation when current events or 

clever articles from recent magazines were discussed. This naturally led to the 

establishment of a Literary Club which stimulated the young orators to give their ideas 

adequate and effective expression. The foregoing “Memory” refers to the realms of 

thought opened up, not only by the general lessons which embraced branches of science 
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or art not forming part of the usual programme; but particularly by the Culture Class. Of 

this class M.M. Gonzaga wrote: “In the Culture Class - the first class - formed for senior 

girls, grammar is replaced by logic, and the study of the World’s History and of 

Representative Authors awakens thoughtful inquiry and clarifies literary ideas. The 

success of the experiment has been fully demonstrated by the effect on the Literary life 

of the members of the class, who read and discuss with interest, standard authors, and 

follow with eagerness the development of energising principles in the world’s history. 

Were the Sisters free in the matter, every pupil, before leaving school should pass a year 

or two in the Culture Class. Those who study for matriculation, if too young to profit by 

the advantages it affords, would after the examination, be much benefited by the course; 

and those, who go earnestly through the class and then turn to public examinations, 

bring to them an educated enthusiasm which makes 

“cramming” an impossibility.”43 

The evening visits to the flat roof and to the 

large telescope there, helped to awaken interest in 

Astronomy. Another aid to its study was the orrery, 

given by Rev. Mother’s brother Mr. John Barry, at 

a time when only two other such instruments were to be found in Australia. 

From without, also, quickening impulses were brought into the pupil’s life. M.M. 

Gonzaga wrote thus in 1901 of Outside Examination: “Outside examination gives an 

impetus to class work and keeps the teacher in touch with new methods. Recognising 

the value of these advantages, the Sisters annually entrust the examination of the classes 

to an examiner, otherwise unconnected with the school, who having no personal 

acquaintance with the staff or pupils is therefore able to pronounce an unbiased 

judgement. Mr. E.H. Irving, M.A., was for many years examiner, and when he left 

Victoria, the Sisters secured the services of Mr. J. Sutherland, M.A., whose masterly 

and incisive correction taught indolent students the uselessness of half efforts, and gave 

to the earnest and thoughtful, a meed of praise, all the more appreciated as it was hardly 

won. All our schools were also examined by Mr. Sutherland. For examination of other 

branches, drawing, needlework, etc., specialists are engaged. At Easter and Midwinter 

the advantages of outside examination are to a certain extent secured through the 

“composite test”, three questions being set by the teacher of the class, the remainder by 
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another Sister. This system, some assert, is the most perfect form of examination.”44 

In 1892 Mother Gonzaga invited Professor Morris from Melbourne to deliver in 

the Abbey a course of University Extension Lectures on the Romantic Movement in 

English Literature. This was followed in successive years by lectures on Modern Poetry 

and The Sonnet (during which many an excursion in this enthralling ground was made 

by budding poets). “Browning”; “Astronomy”; “Roses”; “X-Ray” and other subjects 

were each treated by an acknowledged authority. 

In connection with Art, Mother Gonzaga would quote Ruskin “In true art, the 

hand, the head, the heart of man go together. But art is no recreation; it cannot be 

learned at spare moments nor pursued when we have nothing better to do.” She 

therefore insisted on the Kensington School System being adopted and carried out by 

the Sisters who had received their artistic training therein. The very best was to be put 

before the children, not only during class time, but to be kept before them as an ever 

present model and ideal. In an instruction to her religious: “The care and education of 

the children out of class is of paramount importance” (the emphasis is her own) and 

Ours should give attention seriously to it. Therefore all of Ours should have their artistic 

music and domestic talents cultivated in the highest degree”.45 So she surrounded the 

children with the best examples of artistic genius from old fine engravings of Raphael to 

the latest photogravures of world renowned artists. Beneath some studies of noted 

pictures she wrote: “To promote observation in children, so that they may learn much 

from pictures. I once met a society lady who looked at a painting upside down and 

admired it!” 

A lover of music herself, she valued the effect on character of well-directed 

musical studies. To quote again from her own account: “Accuracy and perseverance are 

developed. Taste is cultivated by the effort to render with meaning the works of great 

masters, for to do so one must endeavour to rise to the height of their thoughts. 

Australians are musical, but the gift may be perverted, if the rising generation be 

allowed to confound musical jingle with music. Music is literature - “Keys giving sound 

to a wish of the soul! If inane punning and coarse buffoonery are hateful to the cultured 

mind, soulless music, and songs lacking refinement must be equally and utterly 

distasteful to the true lover of this heavenly art”.46 So much for the intellectual life of 
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her schools. She would give St. Augustine’s saying: “It is a crime for any creature to 

whom God has given the light of intelligence to let it burn dimly or go out through lack 

of oil”. 

To carry out God’s plan - to build up character according to His design, that was 

Mother Gonzaga’s aim in establishing her schools. Her idea of individual training in the 

true Catholic spirit was conveyed to her nuns in the following paper: 

“Points of a truly Catholic Spirit:- 

1. Love and esteem for the Church; 

2. Loyalty to Our Holy Father, the Pope; 

3. Appreciation of the Sacraments, the Holy Mass, the Rosary; 

4. Devotion to the Sacred Heart and to the Presence of Our Divine Lord in the 

Blessed Sacrament; 

5. Devotion to Our lady, Saint Joseph and the Holy Angels; 

6. A tender remembrance of the Holy Souls in Purgatory; 

7. Prayer for the conversion of sinners.” 

These points were then developed: 

Prayer: Teach the children to look upon it as a privilege not to seek sweetness in it, to 

turn to it on every occasion, especially when tempted or after having committed a fault. 

Train them especially by example, to reverence: pause a second before even the shortest 

prayer, thus reminding them of the Presence of God. Encourage frequent hearing of 

Mass and suggest devotions for it. Speak often and tenderly of Our Blessed Mother. 

Lead children to confide in her in every difficulty, to say beads lovingly, to value 

scapulars and medals. An act of self-denial every Saturday and for her feasts. Adorn her 

altar in each of their rooms. Pray that our children may have real devotion to her. Speak 

of St. Joseph and their Guardian Angel. Teach them love, confidence and respect. 

Unselfishness. Praise frequently the beauty of unselfishness not putting one’s own 

pleasure first, being ready to give up for the good of others one’s own plans and ideas. 

Show this in dealing with the children. Suggest little kind, thoughtful acts. Accustom 

them to act on principle, not on feelings; to do a thing because it is right; not to heed 

what others do; not to consider faults, so much as cause. Give them a sense of the 

greatness of woman’s mission. Show great trust in them. Seem to think them incapable 

of low, mean actions. Read often for them biographies of great women, that they may 

have a conviction of their dignity as good daughters and sisters”. 

This is supplemented by the following scheme: 
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1. Pay particular attention to the heart. Attract the hearts of little children. 

2. Watch over the heart. Self-control through Religious Education. 

3. Cultivate the heart. Train it upwards.” Plant noble principles, intellectual 

development. 

4. Let us make happy the circle around us. Happy Homes Union. Domestic 

Economy. Literature. Music. Art. 

5. We go rejoicing by being useful as much as we may. Games. Varied Interests. 

Widespread Charity. Former Pupils. 

“Win the heart of a little child,” M.M. Gonzaga would say, “and you can mould 

the character of a woman whose influence will extend and be still ennobling the world 

when we have long been dead and forgotten”. To her this was an easy task - nay, not a 

task at all. She had only to appear, love beaming from her eyes on the little ones at play, 

or, even where they were least at their ease, in the parlour, - and the magnetism of that 

love would draw each little one from toys or shyness to share some baby interest with 

“the kind lady”. On one occasion a particularly shy little boy, about six years old, was 

visiting the convent with his sister, behind whom he hid for protection. Rev. Mother 

chatted brightly to the other members of the party for some time, and the shy peeps of 

the child never once found her glancing in his direction. At last he pulled his sisters 

head down to his and whispered in her ear: “I would like to speak through her 

telephone”. The “telephone”, of course, was the ear trumpet. “And so he shall,” smiled 

Rev. Mother, when this was repeated to her. And she diverted the interest of the other 

visitors to another part of the room, till she had succeeded in satisfying the childish 

desire. “The children should drink in piety at every turn”, she said. “If they do not learn 

to love holy things in early youth, they will have little taste for them later on. Piety must 

be made beautiful to them: They must find a pleasure in goodness.” 

Her characteristic of childlike piety, finding expression in little religious 

ceremonies, processions, celebrations for feasts, pictures, altars, etc., will be seen to 

pervade her whole system of education, developing with the age and acquirements of 

the children. She explained this herself in one of her addresses to the novices: “You will 

say that solid devotion does not consist in this. No, it does not, any more than the logs 

of wood are the fire. But see, when you put a great log of wood on even a small portion 

of fire, how soon a pleasant warmth cheers the room. It is the same with these practices. 

If they are placed over so small a portion of solid devotion what a great and fervent love 

will soon warm us”. 
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Fidelity was chosen by Rev. Mother as the school 

motto. “For,” she said, “if our girls are faithful and loyal, they will be all that I wish my 

children to be - that is:- 

“Loyal to God, in their immediate relations, and loyal to His Immaculate Mother, 

 who is our mother also.” 

“Faithful to prayer, even when busy, dry or distracted.” 

“Faithful in approaching the Sacraments.” 

“Loyal in thought, trusting God whatever happens.”  

“Loyal in word and act, taking God’s side always; manifesting indignation when 

 He is not respected, whether that disrespect be shown by a person, a book, or a 

 theatrical performance.” 

“Loyal to the school, always speaking of it affectionately; keeping up a friendly 

 intercourse with class fellows.” 

“Loyal to the Home Circle and to Friends, being silent about those little defects to 

 which all are subject; being helpful not only in great troubles, but also in daily 

 annoyances.” 

“As mothers, loyal to those to whom they have entrusted the Education of their 

 children, upholding their authority, showing them deference, and never blaming 

 their conduct before the, children.” 

“Loyal to the Parish, helping every good work.” 

“From Loyalty springs Generosity.” 

“Generosity to God, giving Him one’s best service, 

and helping others do the same.” 

“Generosity to others, helping them to do right, 

even, at a cost to self.” 

“Noblesse oblige”. 

“As Loreto girls, rise high, and be distinguished by elevated sentiments”. 

M.M. Mother Gonzaga never allowed studies and accomplishments to interfere 

with the more important duties of a solid and religious education, calculated “to fit a girl 

for a woman’s true sphere which is a noble one, no matter what may be her rank in 

society; for every woman is intended by God to be a light in her home leading upwards 

to Him and shedding around her happiness. This she will not, cannot be, unless she is 
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impressed with the double necessity of discharging conscientiously each duty, and of 

keeping the lamp of God’s love burning brightly in her own pure heart”. 

Religious Instruction. “As the chief object which we have in view in undertaking 

the education of young girls, is to enable them to attain the end for which God has 

placed them in this world, the greatest importance”, she said, when outlining her 

scheme, “is to be attached to the religious instruction of the children, and the best prizes 

are to be awarded for it. Each child is to be examined in Christian Doctrine on her 

entrance into the school, and those who are found to be backward must receive private 

instructions. In view of the infidelity and materialism of the present age, it will be well 

to give, in the upper classes, lessons in Moral Philosophy. The examination papers in 

Christian Doctrine and Church History should be set by a Priest. It should be 

remembered that besides the formal instructions in Christian Doctrine, one of the most 

efficacious helps to attain solid piety, is the morning meditation. Therefore the children 

should be taught to think each day for a few minutes in their hearts on the great Eternal 

Truths. In the quiet of the morning, before the business of the day begins, let them 

elevate their minds and hearts to God and consider the importance of Life and Death, 

Time and Eternity, the value of their immortal souls, and how they may best serve God, 

“Who giveth joy to their youth”. By frequent meditation on the life and doctrine of our 

Divine Lord, the youthful mind will learn to appreciate the virtues which He teaches, 

and will be moved to practise them from supernatural motives”.47 

Was this spiritual atmosphere appreciated by the children? Did it grow into their 

lives? Let these questions be answered by a pupil of 1897. Writing of her school days in 

Mary’s Mount, she says, “No wonder we loved the Church and all her devotions. We 

were saturated with her spirit and in our school years, lived her life. Rev. Mother’s most 

earnest talks to us were those just before the holidays, when she came to us, ‘not for 

instructions’ as she said, ‘but just to think over together, the great facts of life’. We all 

felt that the Advent preparation for Christmas was the beginning of our year. Indeed she 

made us feel it was the beginning of a new life. ‘Now I begin was a favourite saying, 

suggested by her to many a one despondent over failure. 

When we returned after Christmas, there was the solemn consecration of the 

year’s work by the Mass of the Holy Ghost. Soon Lent began, and we followed Our 

Lord through every scene of His Passion, until the Tragedy of Calvary culminated at 3 
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o’clock on Good Friday. What a gloom hung over the whole house! Yet we loved those 

last stations of Holy Week, and the darkness around the Cross, lit dimly by red glowing 

lights, like drops of the Precious Blood, while the sad strains of the “Stabat Mater” 

reminded us of the sorrowing Mother. In the afternoon we made our visit to the quiet 

sepulchre. 

Then the subdued expectancy of Holy Saturday, the preparations for the foreseen 

Easter gladness, and at last the triumphant cry of the “Regina Coeli”, while the Church 

glowed with its Easter joy. What a wonder that our hearts were moved with ecstatic 

happiness, I think never to be equalled by any earthly joy - certainly never to be 

surpassed. How we loved the Easter stories of Our Lord’s consoling visits, so tender, so 

human! How Rev. Mother’s face glowed as she pictured Him as our Friend above all 

friends. 

But perhaps the devotion that struck us most in her was her devotion to the Holy 

Ghost, with which she sought so earnestly to inspire us. It coloured all the days till Our 

Lady’s month engaged our thoughts. The First of May! Who were to be Our Lady’s 

Maids of Honour for the month - to have care of her altar - to be crowned with her own 

white flowers? It would not depend on brains, we knew, nor even on regular observance 

of school rules - only on charity. Who was the kindest? We children had to decide - it 

was our votes that settled the matter. And the nuns had always to say “the children 

certainly choose well”. The month was one big feast with daily visits and offerings of 

flowers at Mary’s shrine, rosaries and processions. And June! Ah! June also was one 

big feast, with a character all its own, the character of the Apostleship of Prayer which 

Rev. Mother put before us with its high unselfish aims and supernatural motives, lifting 

each deed to a higher plane in union with the pleading of the Sacred Heart. We were 

real Apostles, each of a separate country Our Lord had sent us by lot. I have my little 

slip of paper yet ‘Norway and Sweden’. It marks the place in my New Testament and 

often brings back the noble and generous, though perhaps wildly ambitious thoughts of 

those dear days. Had I heard that the two countries had suddenly become a land of 

saints, I should not have been in the least surprised - were we not working for that 

together, Our Lord and I? 

There were many saints’ feasts to prepare for. The Sundays of Saint Aloysius led 

us on to those of St. Ignatius, and his to the Fridays of Saint Francis Xavier, our own 

dear country’s patron. Each had its lessons and helps. Then it was time for us to arrange 

our gifts for our Spotless Queen, celebrating the anniversary of her Immaculate 
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Conception, and soon, on our loved feast of the year, Our Lady of Loreto gave her 

blessing to our Christmas holidays once more. 

For the children leaving school, Mother Gonzaga had yet another plan to tide over 

the critical time immediately after leaving school. The object was to secure fidelity in 

Spiritual Duties. Each child was given a leaflet on which the chief duties were printed 

with a space to be marked each day for wilful omission, unavoidable omission, or due 

fulfilment. At the end of the month the leaflet was to he returned to the Mistress of 

Schools or of the Sodality, who would then write and encourage the child enclosing the 

next month’s leaflet. Many found this monthly correspondence and report the greatest 

help in keeping their good resolutions. 

The trust M.M. Gonzaga placed in the senior pupils, she considered the most 

essential part of the training for the responsibility of life and a preparation for the time 

of liberty which sometimes dazzles the immature mind. In Fenelon’s Spiritual Letters, 

she marked the following lines. Their sentiments were her own, and played an important 

part in her system of education. 

“When liberty is given suddenly and without measure to a person who has been 

kept under restraint for a long time, it gives him a wild delight at being free, and almost 

always plunges him into excesses. When a person must soon be trusted and put upon his 

honour, we must make him pass from the state of dependence in which he is, to this full 

freedom, by an almost imperceptible change like a gradual shading of colours. No one 

likes to be in a state of subjection: everyone is flattered and dazzled by freedom. 

Therefore we must gradually give a young person a moderate taste of liberty, to show 

him that liberty is not quite all he imagines it to be, and that there is an absurd delusion 

in the pleasure he promises himself to enjoy by eating the forbidden fruit”. 

It was no wonder that her children the world over, considered her their own loving 

Mother with a kind of proud ownership, which was proved in after years. To this 

Mother how often they turned for guidance, when life’s maze seemed most perplexing, 

to find that a few simple words from her gave light where there was none, and strength 

to follow the narrow path. Perhaps her advice was but a quotation - her humility often 

made it so, as in the case or this extract from one of Monsgnr. Mermillod’s sermons in 

answer to the question “Should I go into Society?” “Go into the world if your position 

demands it of you - go into it even for the sake of innocent recreation, God allows this; 

there may even be circumstances when it is a positive duty; but take with you a spirit of 

Faith. It was a woman who wrote these remarkable words: “It is not every woman who 
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can leave the world, but every woman can conquer it.” 

God has ordained social order; the social hierarchy results therefrom; there must, 

therefore, be the possibility of good and innocent society; and such society may be 

yours if you will but take your part in it with true, honest hearts. Your influence may be 

the leaven which will Christianise society. Go into the world, but go there with a true 

knowledge of it; remembering that behind its brilliant feasts, it hides secret temptations 

and passions, and that the serpent of vice is concealed beneath the flowers on which you 

tread. If you are obliged to mix with the world, you must do so in a Christian spirit. And 

be assured that society may be made Christian, that society is chiefly what women make 

it by their own imagination, their own tongues, their conduct.” 
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MOTHER M. GONZAGA BARRY 

 

CHAPTER 14 

1887 

FIRST VOYAGE TO IRELAND. 

 

The year 1887 found the Institute of the Blessed Virgin Mary firmly established in 

Australian soil with branches full of promise for the coming years. One point alone gave 

cause for anxiety - Mother Mary Gonzaga was the main-spring of all the works, and the 

strain was beginning to tell on her health. A sea voyage had been prescribed for her, but 

Rev. Mother replied that the possible benefit to her health was not of sufficient 

importance to warrant the outlay which such an experiment would entail. However, 

there were other urgent reasons for a long voyage on which the Sisters prudently laid 

stress, and the wish to consult with Mother General on the interests of the fast growing 

mission at last prevailed. In her last exhortation to the Sisters before her departure, 

Mother Gonzaga left her work in the care of her Friend and King in the Sacrament of 

His Love. He was to be Superior to Whom all might turn, the Blessed Virgin and St. 

Joseph, His assistants.  

FEAST OF THE EPIPHANY 1887. 

Let us begin today our annual adoration of Our Infant God and Saviour, in the 

spirit of Faith, like the Wise Kings of the East who adored him in the humiliation of 

Bethlehem. Let us adore Him in the Blessed Sacrament where He humbles Himself for 

love of us, to win our poor hearts, and to abide with us forever, our Benefactor, 

Consoler and Friend. Let us be faithful to the graces granted us in the Retreat and 

generously offer Him the gifts and sacrifices pleasing to Him, the gold of hearts fervent, 

charitable, devoted; frankincense of humble constant prayer; myrrh, self-denial in little 

things, putting others before self, overcoming imperfect natural inclinations with 

patience, kindness, humility and cheerfulness. Make these offerings daily during the 

time of adoration; pray fervently for the following intentions after thanking God with a 

grateful heart for all the graces and blessings bestowed on us last year”. 

The following intentions were recommended to the prayers of the Sisters:- 

1. God’s blessing; Our Blessed Mother’s and St. Joseph’s help during the year in all 

our undertakings. 

2. The perfection, success, health and mental strength of our Sisters. 
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3. Our Schools and Pupils. Beg of Our Lord to send what will be good for them, and 

avert whatever might injure them. 

4. Means to build a Church and finish the Convent here. Last year a large and 

unexpected donation was given on the 22nd January. Thank Our Lady and St. 

Joseph for it, and pray for the generous donor. 

5. Recommend to God’s especial Providence the intended voyage to Ireland, pray 

for success and a safe return. 

6. Do not forget the poor suffering souls in Purgatory, the dying, conversion of 

sinners, Priests of Australia, our Former Pupils now in the world, those who may 

be thinking of coming here, either as pupils, or to join the community. 

7. Lastly, final perseverance and a happy death for each and every one of us, that we 

may all be together for the eternal years in our true Happy Home with God. 

On the 17th February, Mother Gonzaga went down to the school to say goodbye 

to the children. She had a little word with each child and would not leave until she had 

given each a memento. She was much moved by their affection and grief and exerted 

herself to try and make them bright. The following morning Mass was said at 5 a.m. and 

an hour later the travellers were in the train for Melbourne. M.M. Xavier Yourelle had 

been chosen as companion to Mother Gonzaga. The letters of the latter give some 

details of the voyage. A paper arranging the Offices for the year in Mary’s Mount was 

sent from the boat just before sailing. On the same paper was the following note: 

21st Feb., on board S.S. “Chimborazo” 

“My dear Sisters, 

In the spirit of our holy Rule let us take as from the hand of God whatever is 

arranged for ourselves or others. We know that by doing so we shall most surely do the 

holy Will of God, in which consists our happiness and perfection. So let us rise superior 

to merely natural likes and dislikes. Let us band all the energy of our will to do as 

perfectly as we can whatever He has appointed for us and made known to us by holy 

Obedience - the sure path that leads to Him and to happiness, even in this world. And 

may God bless you all and keep you in His holy love and in that charity which is the 

bond of Perfection. 

Your loving Mother in Jesus and Mary, 

Mary J. Gonzaga”.48 
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Her next letter was written for the “Blossoms.” It is dated, and 

headed “Diego Garcia”. 

 “7th March, 1887. 

My dearest Children, 

Who would have thought when last I wrote to you from my quiet confer in Mary’s 

Mount, that my next letter would be written from the shores of this coral island in the 

Indian Ocean., Yet so it is. The future, so wisely hidden from us, is always in the hands 

of our Heavenly Father, and well will it be for us if we leave it there, and do not set our 

wills against His. I imagine you would like to hear something of our voyage. Since 

Mother M. Xavier and I parted from you in Ballarat, we have every day experienced so 

much of God’s loving care and kindness that we often say how sensibly we feel the 

effects of prayers offered for us thousands of miles away. Speaking just now of the 

power of prayer, we were reminded of the lines of the poet: “More things are wrought 

by prayer than this world dreams of!” 

Of course we have higher authority than his to vouch for this. It is remarkable that 

the poet thus expresses this Catholic truth; and we recall to mind with gratitude that 

what he wished for, we have - “Prayer rising like a fountain day and night” - from pure 

hearts, bringing to us in tropical seas refreshment and strength on our way. Thanks a 

thousand times, dear children. To return to our voyage. We got on board the S.S. 

“Chimborazo” about midday the 18th February, and there met many kind friends, 

among them many old Loreto girls, who came to say farewell. Our good Bishop and the 

Jesuit Fathers gave us blessings, the effect of which we feel still. Their promises of 

prayers and Masses cheered us on our worst days for I must admit we had some very 

bad days and nights, as far as sickness could make them so. The passage to Adelaide 

was very rough. On arriving there we had the pleasure of meeting a dear old pupil, one 

of our first Australian children, who for ten years seemed quite a fixture in Mary’s 

Mount. We had a good chat. Her aunt very thoughtfully brought us some beautiful fruit, 

and the kind Dominican Nuns sent a large basket of grapes, with an affectionate letter, 

expressing regret that they could not see us, as we were not going ashore. We sailed 

from Adelaide at 6 o’clock in the evening 21st February, and had rather rough weather, 

with its usual accompaniments, until at Cape Leeuwin we lost sight of Australian land. 

Fine weather again, we are once more on deck, and able note our surroundings. If I 

thought it would interest you to tell you of them, I would do so. I know some little 

people in Mary’s Mount who would certainly like to hear of a very remarkable little cat 
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and dog belonging to the ship. There are some children here, too and a wonderful baby 

from Queensland; but here we are at Diego Garcia, which is particularly interesting as a 

coral island of the atoll class. The coral insects build, they say, by separating the 

particles of carbonate of lime from the salt water. Occasionally coral is formed round an 

island that is submerging. As the island sinks, the coral reef continues rising, because 

the coral polyps build on the skeletons of their ancestors, and at last, when the island is 

gone, a ring of coral remains. Many are horse-shoe shaped, with an opening to the 

leeward of the prevailing wind. This is probably due to the fact that the general drift of 

the water provides fresh lime to windward. This is a lesson in physical geography for 

you children. This coral island of Diego Garcia is interesting with its groves of coconuts 

producing 150,000 gallons of oil annually; its land crabs and turtle doves. Pigs are 

plentiful and swarms of rats infect the cocoanut groves. Thanks to one of our young 

lady friends, Miss Early, I have three specimens for our museum from Diego Garcia, a 

beautiful shell and pieces of coral. The island has set me thinking, children - thinking 

how you with your small, but earnest acts of virtue may rise above the sea of the world 

around you now, and which will be around you till you die. But mind, leave after you a 

something on which others may build, and so rise higher still, until the very angels of 

God look down with joy on the new land formed by the children of God. In my first 

letter to you, dearest children, I compared you to a “goodly row of pearls” - Our Lady’s 

pearls, - and as such I still regard you; but you besides, be God’s little coral workers, 

building up with your tiny supernatural acts a solid foundation hidden in your own pure 

and loving hearts - a foundation so firm that all the waves of the world’s sea cannot 

shake it, and on which God can raise a superstructure to last for all eternity. 

Believe me, dear children, 

Ever affectionately in Jesus and Mary, 

Your old Mother!”49 

 

A short diary was sent to the Australian communities: 

“We were favoured with beautiful weather on the passage through the Red Sea. 

The thoughtful kindness of the Captain (a Dublin man) provided all that could give 

comfort in the tropics. 17th March, St. Patrick’s Day, was observed as a day of general 

rejoicing: green ribbon and shamrock were sought for and worn with pride. Athletic 
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sports in the forenoon, a concert in the afternoon, and some excellent speeches made all 

feel it was a feast day. Sir Patrick Jennings made a splendid speech. St. Joseph’s Day 

was spent sailing quietly through the Suez Canal, the desert on both sides, that desert 

through which the Holy Family must have passed in the Flight into Egypt. There is a 

chapel erected: The Chapel of Our Lady of the Desert. At Ismailia passengers came on 

board: one lady was specially kind, genuinely good-natured. How much more pleasant 

the voyage of life would be if we met more kind and unselfish people as we journey to 

our heavenly and everlasting home. Let us all resolve to add one at least to the number. 

At the narrowest part of the Canal, numbers of little Arabs wearing loose blue dresses 

ran along trying to keep up with the vessel, and calling out, “A penny! A penny!” Some 

pence were thrown to them, then they danced and capered about. Poor little creatures: I 

wonder do they know, will they ever know, how God loves them. We saw Arabs 

loading camels with sand. Ships cannot pass each other except in the wider parts of the 

Canal. Sunday, 20th March, we reached Port Said, where we coaled. The quay 

presented a busy scene and coaling went on rapidly. In the midst of noise and work our 

attention was attracted by a boat in which were two men engaged in prayer: devout 

Mahometans. They stood erect, their hands crossed on their breasts, and every now and 

then bent till their heads touched the seat. I noticed all the young girls wore white veils, 

as our boarders do for Benediction. The Arab women always keep their faces covered 

with a dark veil, only the eyes appear. A little group on the quay attracts my attention - 

some ten or twelve girls in neat black uniforms followed by a Nun of some French 

Order pass quietly through the crowd and are gone yet seem to have left an impression 

behind. You remember the sermon St. Francis preached by walking through the 

crowded city long ago…. My thoughts are continually going back to Australia and our 

three communities there, wondering what you are doing, how you are getting on, are 

you all well, Sisters and children. Lent, I know, is a trying time at best. I hope you have 

cool weather. I do not feel the heat here anything like Ballarat last January. We have 

just come down to the cabin and the thermometer only registers 75° and a nice cool 

breeze is blowing through the port hole. God has been more than good and merciful to 

us in every little detail and arrangement: Captain, Officers, stewardesses, passengers all 

that could be desired, nice and kind. 

Every day brings to light some of the hundred and one things you all thought of 

sending with us. I said to the stewardess the other day, when she was getting something 

out of Mrs. Buckley’s hamper for me, “One would think we were provided for a six 
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months voyage in a famine”. She replied very seriously, “Ah ‘tis love has done it all, 

and thought it not too much”. My heart felt the truth of the saying. May God bless and 

reward you all. M.M. Xavier and myself feel very differently as regards weakness and 

strength from what we felt in the “Somersetshire”. Since I ceased to be sick I never felt 

stronger or better in my life, thank God; only a mere remnant of the bronchitis. I 

suppose you know we got no letters at Adelaide. Now the first news we can have of you 

all will be after our arrival in Ireland. May God send us good news. My pen must follow 

the notions of the vessel, or rather the screw, so don’t mind the ups and downs. 

Passing into the Mediterranean we felt a change. It was so cold after the Red Sea 

and Canal. For three days we were tossed in a storm and had to keep to our berths, so 

many interesting sights were lost, Sicily, Etna, etc. The Straits of Messina were passed 

and we anchored safely in the Bay of Naples.”50 

M.M. Xavier adds, “Rev. Mother as usual made friends wherever she went, 

particularly among the children, who gathered round her whenever she appeared and 

told her all their little news”. 

Our Mother General, Mother Xaveria Fallon, who had been a school fellow of 

Mary Barry’s at Rathfarnham, was so ill when the Australian Mothers were on their 

way to Ireland that she could not write herself, but she was anxious that welcoming 

letters should reach them at the different ports, as they neared the dear homeland. The 

following are extracts from the letters of M.M. Xavier’s sister, M.M. Scholastica 

Yourelle, who was waiting to welcome her at Rathfarnham. 

“After twelve years of very different kind of work, we shall meet as loving and 

true, as if God had not made us undergo a death - like separation. Is it not a recompense 

for being generous with Him? He alone knew what it cost us. You were my Isaac, and 

for His Glory I let you go without a complaint. How good God is; He strengthened our 

weakness, and changed our poor offering into gold, and now he is about to anticipate 

the bliss we only expected in Heaven. We must try to increase in fidelity, and whilst 

rejoicing, “Rejoice in the Lord”. The shadow of the Cross will fall upon you too, for 

you will find our dear Mother General greatly changed. I did not disguise her delicacy 

when I wrote, but since Christmas she has not rallied, as on former occasions. 

Whenever she tried to leave her room, serious illness was the result. The Dominicans 

take it in turn to celebrate Sunday’s Mass for her. Her eyes, can, and will brighten up to 
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see you and your dear little Mother, and I fancy her (Mother General’s) Australian 

children will surround her with a kind of sunshine which will conceal the dullness of 

our atmosphere and prevent it from producing the usual bad effects.” 

“25th March - I say the Stations nearly every day for a poor soul to assist you and 

Mother M. Gonzaga to get over your journey safely. We have some blustering March 

weather here, and poor Rev. Mother Xaveria thinks of her travellers, when the dash of 

rain or hail comes against her window. I am afraid she is not even as well as when I 

wrote on Monday. She was not allowed up yesterday, too feverish and weak. You must 

gather up all your self-control to meet her, for excitement is very bad for her.” 

“29th March. To Mother M. Gonzaga with a thousand loves and greetings. I 

commence my note to deliver our dear Rev. Mother’s wishes to you. From the moment 

you set foot on English soil, until you receive her warm embrace of “Welcome Home”, 

you are to act as you think best, not to be hampered in any way by letters bearing an 

earlier date. May God bring you both safe and well to us”. Then a loving letter from 

Mother General written with her own hand. “A most hearty welcome to my very dear 

little Mother Mary Gonzaga, and to my very dear old novice Mother Mary Xavier. I 

hope there is some mistake about the delay of the “Chimborazo” and that when this 

reaches Plymouth you will both have safely landed. Mother Mary Scholastica is telling 

you about sending the telegram to Sister Gertrude’s sister, who will meet you at the 

Euston Station, and take you to Ford’s Hotel, where she has engaged rooms, and where 

you will, I hope, both have a rest. We shall be daily looking out for a letter or telegram 

from you - and then the meeting. A hearty welcome again to you both.  

Your affectionate Mother in J.C. 

Mary J. Xaveria.” 

Mother Gonzaga, writing on 7th April to M.M. Aloysius Macken tells of their 

arrival in Ireland. 

“Merely a few words to you and all my dearest Children in Australia to tell of our 

safe arrival in the Emerald Isle. Deo Gratias. The first friend we met in Ireland was Mr. 

Macken who came on board the steamer at Kingston and got us safely into the train for 

Westland Row and came with us, Mind, we arrived at six o’clock in the morning and he 

had been up and on the look out for ever so long - but just like his good-natured self. 

We arrived at the Abbey about seven o’clock, during Mass. I need say nothing of the 

welcome, sisterly, affectionate, Irish as it was. Crowds came to embrace us: some I 

never saw before, others had grown in twelve years out of my recollection. I missed 
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many a dear loved face, but fiat! They are in a better place than even the Abbey R.I.P. I 

had heard at Plymouth that dear Mother General was very ill, and I feared the worst. But 

thank God she is ever so much better since we came; up these two days, and insisted on 

having us with her in her room, longer than the infirmarian quite approved. I think 

(thank God again), it did her no harm. She made them prop her up in bed and leave the 

window open the morning we came, that she might see us drive up the avenue, and we 

went up at once to get her welcome. Your dear letters from Australia arrived the same 

day to add to our joy. I must say Deo Gratias a thousand times for you all. I will reply to 

them all next mail, D.V.; I must try to send the children’s letter today. We are well, 

happy and comfortable, and all our many Sisters are one kinder than the other, if 

possible. You are all in my mind and heart and to all I send a thousand loves”.51 

Of the “dear missed faces” Mother Gonzaga spoke later. Mother Mary Scholastica 

Somers, whose mother’s heart had provided so tenderly for the first Australian 

missioners, had died in 1885, and M.M. Angela Murphy, “the Guardian of the Foreign 

Missions” as she was called, went to her reward in 1886. 

“14th April. I have to acknowledge and thank for a second set of most welcome 

letters, every detail of which was full of interest. Can you believe that up to the present 

we, Mother Xavier and myself, have had “no time” except a few moments for writing. I 

would like to write to all, and I will, D.V. in the course of time. Mother Xavier will tell 

how well I am, thank God, and other little events of general interest. I must talk to you 

of Home in Ballarat, and all the dear ones there. I was so pleased to hear about the way 

Lent was arranged. I hope all took advantage of the wise dispensation; the work of God, 

was I am sure, better done. But I am afraid some did not look at it in that light. I hear 

you do not do justice to your poor self, nor let others do it for you. You must give good 

example in this, as in every way and let me have the joy of finding you looking well and 

fat when I see you.... There is great wisdom in taking a short rest at the right time; it 

saves much longer resting and care afterwards.... I had a visit from Father D. who 

complimented me on being deaf! “The best gift a superior could have.” I have just been 

to see poor M.M. Aloysius Sweetman. She asked for me, but I could not hear much she 

said, her voice is so weak; but she is edifyingly patient and I got her to pray for me. 

Now I asked leave to stay in our room for recreation and write for the mail; no one will 

“growl” here over my writing at rec! I saw Father Cullen on Sunday; he is a great Priest. 
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He was asking for all his old Wexford friends…. Tomorrow I go with some others to 

Loreto Stephen’s Green, for the Children of Mary’s Meeting (200) ladies which Father 

Cullen52 who is still Director, says has grown out of our Sodality in Enniscorthy. I have 

had many letters of welcome from old Irish friends and many visitors. One, an old 

Mary’s Mount pupil cried when she saw me, “she felt so lonely for home”, but we took 

her over the church and house and soon cheered her up. The grounds here are lovely 

now. We must improve dear Mary’s Mount, so capable of being made beautiful. Charity 

such as you mentioned in your last will make God your debtor and then no fear. Fond 

love to all”.53 

M.M. Aloysius Sweetman, Mother Gonzaga’s Novice Mistress and Superior in 

the early days of Gorey, had returned from India to die in the Mother House, 

Rathfarnham. She is one of the five invalids mentioned in the next letter whom her 

grateful novice visited every day. Another letter of the 25th April gives an account of 

her death. 

“21st April. Your third letter has just arrived. I do not expect you to write every 

mail, though my heart longs to get news of you as often as I can, and oftener too. God is 

good to let us hear as often. I was so pleased with the account you gave of dear M.S. 

She is taking her rest in the right spirit. Deo Gratias. Nothing helps so much to get well 

as this. My experience of young Sisters is that you can easily get ten to work hard even 

too hard, and it is difficult to find one who is willing to stand and do nothing but God’s 

Holy Will. Yet what a grand work that is; a work you are all engaged in, I feel sure. I 

heard of poor Mother Mary Raphael’s cross in the news of her father’s death R.I.P. I got 

prayers for him here and am writing to her today; her cross gives her a prior claim on 

me. I will leave it.to M.M. X. to tell of the nice entertainment and welcome the children 

here gave us last Sunday. I will send the Address and Welcome Song to M.M. Bertrand 

to put in the “Eucalyptus Blossoms”, also a programme. They are works of art, all done 

by children. 

I was not surprised at the way St. Joseph treated you, the dear saint is famous for 

giving relics of the Cross to his friends. He knows how precious they are, and considers 

them great favours no doubt. But he sends joys too, and other kinds of favours. I always 

found him so, and he is my friend for 99 years…. I am so glad I brought photographs 
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with me, all are surprised at our children. Will you thank for me N. for the hook of 

Ballarat views which have been greatly admired, and N. for the kind letter and bit of 

Ballarat fern. I will write to them soon, but at present there are five invalids in the house 

whom I must see every day, and with having a little word with all who want to speak to 

me, I really have not many leisure moments for writing. Give my love to every one in 

our three houses.”54 

“25th April. You know how anxious I am to hear all about my dear absent 

children who are never absent from my thoughts…. The very day the mail went, poor 

M.M. Aloysius Sweetman died. May she rest in peace. I spent the early part of the 

morning with her and then the Sisters persuaded me to leave her as there seemed to be 

no change.... I hurried back in the afternoon just in time to be with my poor Mother 

before she expired. I thought as I knelt beside her then, how strange that I should be 

there, the only one of all her old Children, the first God gave to her care, and a short 

time ago the farthest away. She had wished to see me every day, and the evening before 

she died I never saw her in better spirits, chatting over old times and people. She 

seemed perfectly happy, thank God, and anxious to go to Him. She had every spiritual 

comfort and consolation, the Sisters praying continually round her bed. Yet no one wept 

but me, whom she had taught long ago not to weep, at least externally R.I.P. I am sure 

she is happy now. I will say nothing of poor M. Angela, everyone misses her. 

I know you are all praying for Mother General; get the children and the poor to do 

so as well…. God is over all, directing all for our true good and lasting happiness. I was 

glad to hear hopeful news of your prospects in Portland. We must be grateful to Our 

Lord not only for what He sends, but also for what He keeps away”.55 

Amid all the kindness of the Mother House, Mother Gonzaga yearned to visit her 

“dear Gorey”. Accordingly a month after her arrival we find her there until the 16 May 

when she went to Enniscorthy and Wexford. 

May. “Here I am in my old Home. We came here on the eve of St. Michael’s 

feast; that same day thirty nine years ago I first came as a child to Gorey. Dear Mother 

General looked better the day we left than she did since we arrived, and I heard since 

she was able to be out for a little drive in her car round the lawn. Several nuns here offer 

for Ballarat, but I do not know what Dr. Brown, the Bishop of Ferns would say to any 
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more going from Wexford, seeing we have already eight or nine from the “model 

county”. I saw Dr. Brown today. He invited me to visit all the convents and colleges in 

his diocese. I had to decline with thanks. He looked over all the Ballarat notes with 

interest. He told us that Dr. Carr sailed for Melbourne last Saturday, so I hope between 

St. Anthony and St. Aloysius he will arrive safely. Other nuns have offered from Kerry 

and Kilkenny, but the Lord will need to convert many hearts first. Of course these nuns 

are the most generous, and naturally no one likes to lose them, but if the good people 

who are now with God acted on that principle, where would we in Ballarat be? My 

thoughts are often with you there, and all your letters make them happy thoughts, thank 

God. It was very fortunate that our journey home was this year rather than last, as we 

arrived just in the right time for many things and persons to whom our coming was a 

great consolation. I have many things to tell you that I could never write. God is so good 

to us in all things and always, praise to His Holy Name. The cemetery here is the 

greatest little beauty of a spot you could see. They have laid it out so nicely and 

improved it since my time; I must get someone to make a sketch of it. Indeed all the 

place is lovely. I don’t know how one can keep it in such order; I mean gardens and 

lawn. The fields are white with daises and we take a walk through them every day. 

Primroses are in abundance and smile out at you from under every hedge. The land is 

lovely, but the poor people are in a sad state of distress. A Priest could scarcely keep 

from crying yesterday when telling about his poor parishioners. Next Monday, 16th 

May, Mother M. Xavier and I move on to Enniscorthy, then to Wexford then back to 

Rathfarnham.”56 

Mother Gonzaga, in this visit to Gorey, remembered everything exactly as it had 

been twelve years before. Without, she could admire the beauty of the grounds. But 

within, the new faces and so many of the old ones missing struck her with a sense of 

loneliness. Even the least change in the furniture of the house she noticed as she went 

through all the familiar places the day she arrived in Gorey. When she had returned to 

her room she pencilled the following lines. They reveal something of the sensitiveness 

which was a source of suffering to her as it was to her pet saint, St. Teresa. Though 

nearly always concealed from others she would sometimes give expression to her 

feelings in rhyme hastily jotted down and afterwards destroyed. This paper was saved 

by her companion. 
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“Changes in the Old Home.” 

“I long to see the old things in their old places, 

I hardly know the old rooms with their new faces. 

Here there has a table, and there, there was a shelf. 

All swept away and changed, child, you’ll say I’m changed myself. 

No doubt long years leave traces upon each cheek and brow. 

I was once a child here - I’m an old woman now. 

 

The pictures all changed in the parlour, 

And some removed from the hall. 

Improved! But I liked the old faces 

That smiled at my youth from the wall. 

Ah me! But I see greater changes 

Than in these inanimate things; 

I miss hearts and voices and faces, 

I feel all the changes time brings. 

 

Outside the old house still is pleasant 

To ramble this bright summer eve; 

To rejoice in the joys of the present, 

And not over changes to grieve. 

The trees and the shrubs now look stately, 

I remember them weakly and small; 

That grand one beyond I saw planted 

A wee twig beside the grey wall. 

 

The ivy is high on the towers, 

But for that the old church is the same 

As when, in the midst of May flowers, 

With vows to the Altar I came. 

And there is the little green grave yard 

Like sheaves the dear crosses now stand. 

‘Tis well! They show forth God’s own harvest, 
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For all there were plucked by His Hand.”57 

 

Mother Gonzaga was back in Rathfarnham in time to celebrate her feast 21st June. 

Her letters tell of many tokens of affection from those around her as well as from her 

children in the South. “On St. Aloysius Day, the room I call ‘Mount Carmel’, a name 

likely to stick to it, was bright with cards, letters, flowers and fruit which I shared with 

our invalids. The novices sent a magnificent bouquet from their own garden, almost as 

nice as Australian flowers. Besides the letters from the dear ones beyond the sea, I had 

some welcome ones from the Home Loretos, nuns and children. The lovely cards from 

Australia were greatly admired. Mother Xavier and myself on the 22nd were at 

Stephen’s Green for the last Summer meeting of the Children of Mary, crowds of ladies, 

and, what was better, crowds of beautiful work for the Altar and poor churches - more 

than nine hundred visits had been made to the sick. While in town I bought three very 

large pictures as presents, St. Anthony for Mother General, one of St. Joseph for the 

Community and one of Our Lord, “Behold I stand at the door and knock” for the 

Novitiate”. 

Several other convents of the Institute were visited. Letters from Dalkey showed 

her old love for the sea. “All the novices are here in Dalkey. They sit out on the rocks 

and look like a flock of sea-gulls, but I prefer to think of them as Our Lord’s doves. 

Yesterday a wave dashed up the rock and right over a novice sitting there. You would 

enjoy seeing the big waves send the spray up ten or twelve feet over the rocks…. They 

have seawater baths in the convent, hot and cold, supplied by the rising of the tide.... 

We have done a good deal for our missions, obtained many friends and well-wishers, 

particularly in the case of some who had a prejudice against the Foreign Missions. 

For her annual retreat Mother Gonzaga begged to return to “Holy Gorey”. While 

there, she was told that passages for the return voyage had been secured. The day the 

retreat ended she sent hurried letters to carry the good news to Ballarat and Portland. 

“Gorey, Our Blessed Mother’s Birthday, 1887. 

I have had such a delightful Retreat here for the last eight days in my old cell, that 

you would wonder how I can think of ever leaving it, but I must confess it would cost 

me a great deal if I thought I should never see my dear children in Australia again, even 

if I were to enjoy all the peace and happiness of “Holy Gorey”, as it is called. The day 
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we come out of retreat is a bad day for letter writing and I have had many interruptions. 

This is only a scrawl in haste for the post, but I wanted you to know our movements as 

soon as possible. The chief thing I want to tell you, my dearest children, is the good 

news that three large cabins have been taken for our homeward voyage from Plymouth 

on the 15th October. D.V. I am so glad to begin the long voyage on the Feast of my dear 

St. Teresa, and I hope she will take it under her special protection. The “Ormuz” is a 

splendid vessel, and our cabins are in the very best part of the ship, thanks to good Mr. 

Macken, who has spared no trouble or expense to secure every comfort for us; you must 

pray for him. I will send a plan of the ship and where our berths are next mail if I can 

get an additional copy. When you get this we shall be two or three days on sea, I 

suppose, I need not beg for the prayers of my dear children, as I know they will do for 

the “Ormuz” what they did for the “Chimborazo”. And so, please God, we may look 

forward to a happy meeting and soon all dangers by sea and land will be safely passed 

through your good prayers and the Mercy of God. Our Blessed Mother, St. Joseph and 

the Holy Angels will take care of us for all your sakes. I do not like to say for certain 

who are coming with me as there is much uncertainty yet about some and I hope to give 

you a pleasant surprise. But there will be twelve or fourteen D.V. including myself and 

M.M. Xavier. Next week I hope to write a longer letter. This is only a scrap just to say I 

am coming Home, and rejoiced to do so, to see all your dear faces again and to be with 

you, my dearest children. Oh, how we shall feel when we get to our Heavenly Home. 

Well, we are all on the way ‘homeward bound’, thank God! Let us steer straight, obey 

the helm and all will be well. Love to each and everyone”.58 

There is a joyous ring in this letter which tells that henceforth “home” for Mother 

Gonzaga will be in her Australian Loretos. Still, goodbyes are always sad and to the 

new band of Missioners they were particularly so, though their expectations were full of 

hope, and their courage sustained by the Mother who felt for all their grief. She had to 

part again from her brother, the companion of her childhood and from her sister, to 

whom her presence had brought the greatest happiness since her mother’s death. There 

were other friends too, many of whom she could never see again, notably the Mother 

General, whose affectionate nature felt greatly at parting with any of her Sisters, yet 

gave them with a generous heart to God, for any work. She kept them near till the last 

moment giving to each some souvenir of her loving thoughtfulness. 

                                                 
58 Series 210 Item 220A, Gonzaga Barry to Boniface Volker and All Saints’ Community, 8 Sept. 1887, 
Loreto Province Archives Ballarat. 
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The following description of Mother General’s consideration for the Missioners 

refers to some young nuns whom Mother Mary Gonzaga took back with her to 

Australia. “She had rallied towards the end of 1887, after receiving the sacred oils; there 

was a band of young nuns going out to India and Australia. After they were gone she 

relapsed into pain and weakness: When someone mourned that a week ago she had been 

so bright, she said: “It was only a struggle I made that my poor little missioners might 

not go away too fretted.” 

When, on the eve of her departure for Australia, Mother Mary Gonzaga got the 

parting blessing of her loved Mother General they both knew that this was to be their 

last meeting in this world, for though Mother Xaveria Fallon lingered for some months 

longer, she was already dying, and not merely resigned to die, but eager for the 

summons which was to call her to her eternal home. 

One can imagine the farewell of these saintly women, one at the end of a life 

devoted to the service of God, the other with long years of fruitful labour still before 

her, and the confidence with which, through the goodness and mercy of the Master 

whom they served, they looked forward to meeting in Heaven. 

The S.S. “Ormuz” left Plymouth on the 15th October and the Loreto party on 

board consisted of thirteen members. There were besides Mother Gonzaga and M.M. 

Xavier four professed and two novice Sisters and five young girls, three of whom were 

to enter the novitiate, and the others to remain as boarders at Mary’s Mount. Mother 

Gonzaga planned an “order of the day” for her party and secured the good and 

happiness of all. “Long prayers or devotions are not desirable during the voyage.” she 

said, “but frequent ones are great helps to happiness and spiritual advancement, by 

union of our hearts and wills with God. We should often implore His special Providence 

to watch over us and over all with us in the ship. Pray that they may not offend Him. 

Ask His pardon for sinners. Beg the protection of our Blessed Mother, St. Joseph, St. 

Michael and the Holy Angels for all. Thank our Divine Lord for past favours, and 

prepare to do good work for Him in our future life in Australia”. An isolated sheet 

seems to belong to a letter written at this time: “I think a long sea voyage ought to do a 

nun’s soul good. One feels so almost visibly in the hands of God, so dependent on Him 

for all things, so surrounded by dangers from which He alone can save. The waiting, 

weariness and longing for home suggest Purgatory, then heaven at the end of the 

journey. Of course we have the same on land, if we only look at it that way. St. Francis 

Xavier did, but we so often forget; that is the great difference between us and the 
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saints”. 

While the travellers are speeding over the ocean, we shall see how things fared in 

their absence. A lonely, anxious time it was, until the first letters arrived, giving news of 

Mother Gonzaga’s improved health. The arrival of each mail was a joyous time, for it 

always brought a letter from her. The number of pupils continued to increase, reaching 

its maximum, eighty four, this year. An event out of the common was the visit of Dr. 

Raimonde, Bishop of Hong Kong, who celebrated Mass, and addressed the children on 

the subject of the Holy Childhood, an association already established in Mary’s Mount 

by Mother Gonzaga and propagated in all her schools. School fetes were organised and 

by many the whole holiday time was spent in raising funds to purchase the perishing 

Hindoo and Chinese babies. Visits from Dr. Brownless, Chancellor of the University, 

and from His Grace Dr. Carr, now successor to Dr. Gould as Archbishop of Melbourne, 

led later to intimate correspondence with Mother Gonzaga. 

A few days later His Eminence, Cardinal Moran, celebrated Mass in the convent 

chapel and afterwards visited the school. He promised the children an article for the 

summer “Blossoms” which article, “Ireland in the Ages of Faith” was printed in the 

December number. The half-yearly number had been duly printed in June and contained 

the following letter from Rev. Mother which after giving practical hints on letter 

writing, continues her thoughts about education explained in the preceding chapter. 

“My dear children: Would you like to know just where I am as I write this to you? 

Some of you would, as the place a letter is written from and all its surroundings are 

often as interesting to correspondents as the contents of the letter itself. Well, then, I am 

sitting before a rather large writing table, in which there are sundry little pigeon holes, 

and drawers, nooks and corners, all full of letters, and some of them seem to look up in 

my face so reproachfully that first I am inclined to make a hearty act of contrition, then 

to remonstrate and excuse myself to these letters. Of course these letters are children’s 

letters, and I say to them “O letters, do you not know how gladly I would lay aside a 

dull piece of business to converse with you, but business must be attended to - duty 

first, and then pleasure, if we mean pleasure to give us lasting joy”. 

A young correspondent here says: “Is Mother going to fill up her letter with 

excuses for not writing to us?” No, dear, she is not; for you have just reminded her that 

this is a very provoking thing to do. To return to the letters peeping out of the pigeon 

holes, with pathetic faces. I could write a long dissertation on their external appearance, 

but I will only try to satisfy them and my own conscience by an act of perfect contrition. 
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Yes, perfect contrition, for you know the motive for that is love for the person offended, 

who has been so good to us, and a sincere resolution of amendment. I am very sorry not 

to have replied to several letters, because the writers are very dear to me, and have been 

very good to write to me and I resolve to write to them as soon as I can. In the 

meantime, let us have a little talk together, dear old Loreto children, wherever you may 

be, though absent you are not forgotten. The difficulty is to know what to select. I wish 

you would give me a hint in some of your letters to the “Eucalyptus Blossoms”. I do not 

ask you to tell me exactly what to say, as a brother of mine did. Being away from home, 

he begged me to tell him the news I would like to hear, and he would write it off at once 

to me.  

Speaking of letters and news, reminds me how annoying it is to see in so many 

school-girls’ letters, a sentence something like this: “Now as I have told you all the 

news” or “As I have no more to say - I will conclude”; and so concludes a short letter of 

a couple of pages, and this to fond hearts in the home circle, longing to hear not news, 

but something intimately connected with the dear little writer. I can imagine the father 

or mother saying: “Heaven bless the child I can get more news for a penny than I care to 

hear, but I do want to know how she is herself, her health, her studies, her amusements, 

her friends, her progress”. Thus you see, my children, a genuine letter is not like any 

other kind of writing or printing; for that matter, it should not be a newspaper, nor an 

essay, nor yet chit-chat, but a little of each combined, like a well-seasoned salad. “Attic 

salt” spicy ingredients, small herbs, pure, religious, balmy oil, making the whole 

palatable. After that little sketch of what a letter ought to be, I feel inclined to lay down 

my pen and write no more, for that tells me there is nothing “Attic” or spicy in my poor 

head at present. 

Well, I can borrow them from others, and the small herbs of the heart are always 

in abundance. A famous writer says: “Woman is all heart - her very ears are ears of the 

heart”. What are we to learn from that my children, if it be true, and is it true of a 

woman? We should pay particular attention to the heart, watch over the heart, cultivate 

the heart, train the heart upwards, control the feelings of the heart, plant noble principles 

there. “Feelings come and go like light troops following the victory of the present, but 

principles like troops of the line are undisturbed - and stand fast”. Hence the necessity 

of high, noble, strong principles. Sow them, my children, in a warm tender heart, tend 

them carefully there, and like acorns in a genial soil, though the growth may be slow, 

the strong and beautiful tree is the result. It will stand the strain of years, and give 
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shelter to many a gentle and timid creature that will seek its shade.” 

Here another quotation, from Schiller this time. “Act! The wise are known by 

their actions; fame and immortality are ever their attendants. Mark with deeds the 

vanishing traces of swift rolling time: Let us make happy the circle around us - be 

useful as much as we may: for that fills us with peace even in the midst of sorrow. 

Friends, let us then rejoice, and be cheerful, joy is the command of the Father on high; 

the pleasures of innocence can never bring remorse”. Was not this the experience of our 

dear Saint Aloysius, whose feast we are about to celebrate. When death came he cried: 

“We go rejoicing, we go rejoicing”. 

You remember, too, it was on his feast, 21st June, 1675, that the holy Pere de la 

Colombière, in making his act of consecration to the Sacred Heart, became the first 

Apostle of that dear devotion, so zealously propagated since by the Fathers of the 

Society of Jesus. This number of our “Eucalyptus” will blossom in the month of the 

Sacred Heart, the warm midsummer month of June in older lands, with us in Australia 

the winter reigns; but let our fervent devotion and warm heart’s love make sunshine in 

the darkest and coldest day, and so Our Divine Lord will look down on and bless His 

sweet Mother’s garden of Loreto. 

Do pray for me, my children, 

Your affectionate old Mother, 

Mary Gonzaga.”59 

 

On the 15th November a telegram from Albany brought her children the glad 

news of her arrival in Australian waters, so many welcoming messages were flashed to 

the travellers at Adelaide. One of the greatest joys to Mother Gonzaga and her Sisters 

was a cable of welcome awaiting them from the Mother General in Ireland to let them 

know she was still alive, and thinking of her absent children. On the 19th they reached 

Ballarat where (Dr. Moore being absent on his ad limina visit to Rome) Dean Hoyne 

met them with carriages to convey the party Home; As they drove up the avenue under 

the arches of welcome, bells great and small pealed out their joyous notes. The nuns 

went straight to the chapel, and when the glad “Te Deum” burst forth, “never before I 

think,” says an eyewitness, “were such heartfelt joyous strains heard in Australia. Rev. 

Mother was the first to hasten to the children with an affectionate greeting for each one. 

                                                 
59 ‘A Mother’s Letter to Her Children”, “Eucalyptus Blossoms” June 1888. 



 

(155) 

There was but one sentiment in Mary’s Mount that evening: “Isn’t it lovely to have her 

back again”. Her letter to the children gives an idea of her own feelings. 

 

“Loreto Abbey, Mary’s Mount, 

Ballarat.  

10th December, 1887. 

My dearest Children, 

Mere words cannot tell you how glad I am to be able to write to you again from 

the dear old home at Mary’s Mount, and to wish you all, each, and everyone a bright, 

happy Christmas. Bright it will be, if sunny skies and beautiful scenes and flowers can 

make it so; happy, too, if your young hearts, fresh and innocent are prepared to take in 

all the joy Our Sweet Infant Saviour will send at this holy time to those who love Him, 

then your joy will be full, true and lasting, because it will be joy of heart. Joy of the 

heart! You know what that means, my children, for you have often experienced it here, 

in the midst of your well-spent busy day, during your recreations in the morning or 

evening, out in the quiet garden and lawn, when there seemed something of God and 

heaven in the balmy air, whilst you stood for a moment looking upwards to the calm, 

clear sky; or when the golden sunset shed such a halo over the beautiful earth, clothed in 

its mantle of green, studded with gems, lily pearls, and ruby roses more brilliant than 

any royal jewels. Oftener than all have you felt that joy of heart when you knelt to pray, 

or, silent in God’s presence, received His joy - the Joy of Angels - into your heart, with 

that peace promised to those of good will. Dear children, have you ever remarked how 

unaccountably the feeling of happiness and joy sometimes comes? Often quite 

independently of our surroundings, like a sunbeam, relic of Eden, or a ray from our 

heavenly home, to cheer us on life’s journey, and to prove to us true happiness comes 

from within rather than from without. As the poet says: 

“My conscience is my crown,  

Contented thoughts my rest;  

My heart is happy in itself, 

My bliss is in my breast.”  

 

And you remember, dear children, One greater than any poet has said, “Blessed 

are the pure of heart, for they shall see God”. And those who see God in all things are 

happy. 
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Some time ago I wrote from Ireland a letter for your “Eucalyptus Blossoms”, lest 

I should not be here in time for Christmas, but as that letter was about a little journey 

through the “Sweet Vale of Avoca”, - “All on a day in May”, - I now send this instead 

to your editresses,60 and with it, send the wishes of my heart and prayers for a very 

happy Christmas and New Year - not only to you, my dearest children, but to all who 

are dear to you; and with my letter also my grateful thanks for your prayers whilst I was 

far away, and the many kind expressions of welcome you have given me and the Sisters 

who have some 12,000 miles to celebrate with you the Feast of Our Lady of Loreto and 

Christmas in Australia, where sunshine covers the land instead of snow, and bright 

summer flowers surround the crib of our Infant Saviour. Let all Loreto’s children meet 

there is spirit, and unite with the Angels in giving glory to God. Let us pray fervently 

for each other. I cannot forget my dear children. Will they remember their old Mother? 

Mary J. Gonzaga.61 

 

                                                 
60 The letter referred to must have been lost or destroyed as it never reached Australia. 
61 ‘A Mother’s Letter to Her Children’ “Eucalyptus Blossoms” Dec. 1887. 
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MOTHER M. GONZAGA BARRY 

 

CHAPTER 15 

1887 - 1892 

FIRST MELBOURNE FOUNDATION 

 

Now that Mary’s Mount, Ballarat, with its Novitiate and Boarding School, the 

Dawson Street Convent with its schools and Training College, and the seaside Convent 

at Portland, were firmly established, Mother Mary Gonzaga was able to extend her work 

for Catholic education. This is what the Annals say: 

“It had long been Rev. Mother’s desire to make a foundation in the capital city of 

Victoria, there to help the work of Catholic Education. True, there were convents of 

other orders already established, and all doing a vast amount of work for souls, but they 

were few indeed, when compared with the needs of so large a population. So, 

immediately after her return from Ireland in 1887, Reverend Mother set to work to 

make preparations for the Foundation.”  

Letters on this subject were carefully kept by her, sorted and labelled. She wrote 

the following letter to the Most Rev. Dr. Carr, Archbishop of Melbourne: 

“My dear Lord Archbishop, 

Although I had not the pleasure of meeting Your Grace when you visited Loreto 

last September, I heard of your kindness from the Sisters, and they all unite with me in 

wishing you every happiness and blessing that your heart could desire, on the Feast of 

your patron, St. Thomas. My dear Lord, I imagine you must feel a little tired of 

receiving so many good wishes since you arrived in Australia, so I shall say no more, 

only promise some good prayers for you tomorrow. 

I hope Your Grace will pardon me for availing myself of this opportunity to allude 

to a subject, which, I believe, was brought under your notice on more than one occasion, 

I mean the founding of a Loreto Convent in Melbourne. Several very kind friends are 

anxious to have us there, and I am told that Your Grace has no objection to our going 

into your diocese. But I think it is only my duty to let Your Grace know the true state of 

the case, and then let the matter rest, awaiting God’s good time, as we only want to do 

His Holy Will. In the past, several friends in the Melbourne diocese made great efforts 

to have a convent of our Institute established in their parishes, and failed, through no 

want of goodwill on our part or theirs, but for reasons unnecessary to go into here. I am 
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quite satisfied to wait until God makes His Will known through my Superiors. I have 

great faith in a humble and small beginning. If God bless it (and for our Blessed 

Mother’s sake He will) I hope it may develop into something of importance for Religion 

and afford opportunities of doing good to many.”62 

Early in 1888, M.M. Gonzaga was given an opportunity of demonstrating in the 

metropolis the wide range of culture open to the students of the Loreto Convent 

Schools, in connection with Catholic School Exhibit in the Melbourne Centennial 

Exhibition; her letter to Dr. Graber, who was arranging the school exhibits, speaks for 

itself: 

“Dear Dr. Graber, 

Your very kind letter, received yesterday evening, was the first intimation I had of 

the praiseworthy movement to have Catholic Schools represented at the Centennial 

Exhibition. I need not tell you it is one in which we all feel the greatest interest. We 

shall willingly do all we can, though only a fortnight now remains, and I am afraid His 

Grace has too high an idea of what we are able to do. And now, dear Dr. Graber, I am 

going to trouble you with a few questions. When you enlighten me on the subject, we 

shall be better able to see our way towards contributing our mite to the Exhibition, 

which ought to be A.M.D.G. 

1. Do you intend to have a model school furnished in all details, from Kindergarten 

to the Highest Classes of a College, including Domestic Economy? 

2. Are collections, botanical, mineral, etc., arranged and classified by pupils, 

admissible as exhibits? 

3. Are cabinets of apparatus for science desirable? (Large orrery, telescope, 

microscope, etc.). 

4. In sending in exercises in the languages, as well as in Mathematics, Logic, etc., 

must they be uncorrected by teachers? 

A fully illustrated Kindergarten would, I think, be particularly attractive. 

Pardon the trouble I am giving you, but you have brought it on yourself by your 

kind thought of us here in Ballarat. 

Believe me, dear Dr. Graber” etc. 

 

 

                                                 
62 Series 210 Item 256, Gonzaga Barry to Archbishop Thomas Carr, 20 Dec. 1887, Loreto Province 
Archives Ballarat. 
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The exhibits from Mary’s Mount evoked much commendation, especially the 

Kindergarten Section which was then a novelty in Victoria, and for many years after. 

This success seemed the best possible augury for a prosperous opening in Melbourne. 

Yet the Archbishop was afraid that Dr. Moore, Bishop of Ballarat then on a visit 

to Ireland, would object to the Melbourne Foundation; his permission was asked by 

letter, and he appeared at first inclined to withhold it. 

In May His Lordship visited Rathfarnham and was able to see Mother Xaveria 

Fallon, Superior General of the Institute. In conversation she thanked the Bishop very 

sincerely for his kindness to Loreto. “But,” she added smiling, “you are too good and 

too careful of them, My Lord, for you will not let them go out of your sight, and I think 

it would be for the glory of God that some of them were setting up a convent in 

Melbourne. If you would but trust Mother Mary Gonzaga, My Lord, I think she 

understands her Community, and would know best how to dispose of her nuns.” 

No one could resist such an appeal, and Dr. Moore at once withdrew his 

opposition and offered help. In a letter to Dr. Carr on 2nd July, M.M. Gonzaga referred 

to this: “Dr. Moore complained to our Sisters in Rathfarnham that the Mother General 

seemed to think he was averse to our having a house in Melbourne - on the contrary he 

saw he wished it.” As a formal written permission was asked he cabled on 11th August 

from London: “You have full authority to open in Melbourne. Moore.” This removed 

the last difficulty, for a Deputation (arranged by Father John Ryan S.J. who was indeed 

the prime mover and successful manager of the whole Foundation) had secured all 

necessary permissions from the Archbishop of Melbourne. 

The following letter from Mother Mary Gonzaga tells of preliminary 

arrangements. 

“We were all rejoiced to hear, on the feast of Our Blessed Mother, that a house for 

a convent had been secured in South Melbourne and that there was now only question 

of a few weeks till it would be ready for possession. Of course you know we do not 

purpose opening the school there until the beginning of next year, at least that is what 

Dr. Moore wished we should do. At the same time, he suggested that all other 

arrangements should be made with His Grace the Archbishop, and every preparation 

made, and I think Dr. Moore will be very well pleased to find a new convent ready in 

South Melbourne when he arrives.63 I am anxious myself that the house (“Mononia”) 

                                                 
63 Series 210 Item 262, Gonzaga Barry to Dean O’Driscoll, 4 July 1888, Loreto Province Archives 
Ballarat. 
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should be secured in our name as soon as possible; then the furnishing and other 

arrangements for school could be quickly begun. A great deal has to be done before a 

school is ready. There is a lady (Mrs Freeman) and her daughter in Melbourne at 

present, who are particular friends of ours, and I think they would take possession of the 

house for us and assist in getting it ready for the Sisters.” 

Accordingly, “on 13th November, the feast of St. 

Stanislaus”, continues the Annals, “possession was taken of 

the house by Mrs Freeman and her daughter until 4th 

December, when Reverend Mother Gonzaga, accompanied 

by Mother Mary Aloysius, and Mother Mary Bernard 

Burke64 went to the new Loreto, Melbourne”65. Their first 

care was to prepare a little oratory, where our dear Lord 

would deign to come and dwell in His Sacrament of Love. These preparations occupied 

some days, but on the eve of the feast of the Immaculate Conception, 8th December, 

1888, all was ready for Mass. The feast fell on a Saturday, so seemed doubly our 

Blessed Mother’s own day, and as soon as Our Lord came to take possession of His 

own, the house was considered as “founded”; and this became the fourth Australian 

Loreto. The first Mass was celebrated by Father John Ryan S.J.66 

The tenth of December, feast of Our Lady of Loreto was celebrated in as festive a 

manner as circumstances permitted it. A number of former pupils of Mary’s Mount who 

lived in Melbourne came to the second Mass, which was celebrated by His Grace, the 

Archbishop, and later in the day more former pupils trooped in. They received a real 

Loreto welcome, and though they were grown women, some of them wives and 

mothers, they were for the moment joyous, and ready for a lively recreation, as if they 

were still a merry band of school girls. Under Rev. Mother’s sunny influence, both nuns 

and former pupils did all they could to make the day a reflex of the happy yearly festival 

of the Alma Mater at Ballarat. 

At the beginning of the following year (January, 1889) M.M. Gonzaga wrote to 

His Grace: 
                                                 
64 Mother Mary Bernard Burke had been Superior of Loreto Convent, Youghal. She had volunteered for the Australian Missions 
and had come out from Ireland with the nuns who had arrived in Ballarat with Dr. Moore in November, 1888. 
65 Series 211 Item 37, Notes of Mononia, Jan. 1889, Loreto Province Archives Ballarat 
66 Father John Ryan, S.J. was the Spiritual Director of the new community, and a true and appreciative friend of the Melbourne 
Loreto, as he had ever been of the Mother House, since the memorable Retreat, which he gave there in January, 1883, immediately 
after completing his two years’ Noviceship in the Society. Two years later, at Reverend Mother’s request, he came from Sydney to 
Mary’s Mount to conduct the Ladies Retreat. He was afterwards Rector of St. Patrick’s College, Melbourne, and later was made 
Superior of the Jesuit Mission in Australia. One may note the helpful part which this true friend took in all that concerned Loreto, 
and Mother Mary Gonzaga. 
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“My dear Lord Archbishop, 

The people in South Melbourne are looking out for the opening of the school 

there, and I think it would be well for me to go down with M.M. Xavier (as Superior) 

and four or five other Sisters. After careful consideration, the council of Mothers here 

think this arrangement best. I think myself too, but I submit it for your approval and 

blessing, and hope to get both before starting on this new mission.” 

Just at this juncture, when prayer and patience had seen every difficulty removed, 

a letter from the Palace, Ballarat, to which Dr. Moore had returned after his European 

trip, brought a crushing blow, which might well have daunted any but the valiant 

woman, who, because her trust was in God, was enabled to meet it with quiet courage. 

So far the Bishop had fully acquiesced in all arrangements with regard to the Melbourne 

Foundation, but, when he heard that M.M. Xavier Yourelle had been chosen as Superior 

of the new mission, he wrote to M.M. Gonzaga withdrawing his consent and declaring 

that the Sister chosen had been professed for Ballarat.” This was wholly unexpected. 

How was it to be met? Rev. Mother had only one way, prayerful patience accompanying 

every effort that the truest human wisdom could suggest. She asked for the best advice, 

and then acted. As Dr. Moore had suggested that Dr. Carr would be free to use the same 

authority in similar circumstances she enquired from him if such were the case, and 

received the following reassuring answer: “You need have no uneasiness about the 

matter. My idea was that the Sisters would be moved backwards and forwards between 

Ballarat and Melbourne as circumstances might demand.”67 

This was how Mother Mary Gonzaga replied to Dr. Moore’s unexpected 

opposition to her plans. 

“Feast of the Holy Name, 1889. 

My dear Lord, 

“Your letter yesterday surprised and pained me. I was so sincerely anxious to do 

the best for the Ballarat Convent as well as for the Melbourne Foundation. My only 

wish in having Mother Xavier Yourelle as Superior was that I believed she would 

always have a lively interest in the well being of the Convent here. You may remember, 

My Lord, that in speaking over this Foundation in Melbourne in the past, we agreed that 

the success or failure of it would reflect very materially on our schools in Ballarat, and 

that nothing should be spared to make it a success and a help to the Ballarat Loreto. But 

                                                 
67 Series 210 Item 266, Gonzaga Barry to Bishop Dr. Moore, Loreto Province Archives Ballarat. 
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if you, My Lord, adopt the course you suggested in your letter yesterday, I don’t see 

how this can be, at least as far as regards this convent. If we do not assist the new 

Foundation, we cannot expect it to assist us in the future, and the organisation of our 

Institute is based on mutual support between all our houses in union with the Mother 

House, Rathfarnham. 

Before each Sister is professed, and before the votes of the Mothers are given, she 

is asked if she is willing to go to whatever house of the Province her Superiors may 

deem best for her, and she declares she is - - otherwise she would not be professed. Of 

course when there is question of change from one diocese to another the Bishops are 

notified, but I never knew an instance in which the Bishop went against the arrangement 

of the Superiors, except one, and I believe he afterwards regretted having done so. You, 

My dear Lord, will do whatever you like in this instance, and I must only do the best I 

can under the circumstances. I certainly feel disappointed at the view your Lordship has 

taken of the whole affair, because fourteen years of paternal kindness on your part led 

me to expect every help in this undertaking, especially as you told me you had done all 

you could on several occasions with Dr. Carr and others to forward a foundation of 

Loreto in Melbourne. But this, My Lord is certain, neither Melbourne nor anything else, 

can efface the grateful memories of all those years of kindness, and I remain, as ever 

your affectionate and grateful child in Jesus and Mary. 

Mother M.M. Gonzaga Barry, I.B.V.M.68 

During the weeks immediately following this Melbourne Foundation, the loving 

care of Mother Mary Gonzaga banished every sting of home sickness from which the 

new community might have suffered, and in spite of the many difficulties and 

privations, which are common to successful beginnings, one of the zealous missioners 

interpreting the thoughts of the others, was able to write in their “Annals”, “Love 

lightens every labour, and the truth of Our Lord’s Words My yoke is sweet and My 

burden light”, is manifested daily. From the first, this new sanctuary of the Queen of 

Angels seems to be specially blessed by her, and an almost sensible realisation of her 

favour and protection casts a sweet influence that is felt by all. There was a homely 

warmth, too, in the charity of the many friends and benefactors who lent a helpful hand 

to the new Foundation, at the same time imposing a condition of silence as to their 

respective gifts. 

                                                 
68 Series 210 Item 265, Gonzaga Barry to Bishop Moore, 20 Jan. 1889, Loreto Province Archives 
Ballarat. 
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The few weeks which elapsed between the arrival of the Sisters and the time fixed 

for the opening of the school, the fifth of February, 1889, were employed in the 

necessary preparations. Rev. Mother was the soul of all, as interested in the hanging of a 

picture over the little ones’ desks, as in the most monetary arrangements. 

The morning the school opened, twenty-two children were present. This number 

was soon increased to forty and at the close of the half year, another decade had been 

added to the number. If the success of a school depends on winning the hearts of the 

children as Mother Mary Gonzaga always held it did, then the future of the school was 

assured, for as the Annalist tells us: “They were most responsive, loyal and devoted 

quite of the Loreto spirit”. The next notable event in the order of time was Rev. 

Mother’s departure. It was not till then that the Community fully realised their sacrifice 

so freely made for the love of God, and the welfare of the souls with whom they were to 

come in contact in this new vineyard. But, with true apostolic zeal and filial love, they 

found their consolation in untiring efforts to promote and carry on the many good works 

which Rev. Mother had inaugurated for the honour of the Sacred Heart, and of Mary, 

Queen of Angels. One of these good works was the instruction of converts. “During the 

course of the first year a great many were prepared for Baptism, and the other 

Sacraments, and all, thank God, seemed to possess a pledge of perseverance in their 

fervent dispositions. Many others too, already Catholics, but greatly in need of 

instruction, were glad to come to an evening class, in which they were prepared for 

Confession and Holy Communion, and were given other instructions suitable to their 

requirements”. A small library was also begun for them, and pleasant reading helped to 

make the evenings attractive. From the very first, Rev. Mother wished to establish a 

Sodality of the Blessed Virgin Mary, composed in great part of former pupils of Mary’s 

Mount, with others who would wish to join. Therefore, early in March a preliminary 

meeting was held. The formation of the Sodality met with great opposition, as is usually 

the case, when any truly good work is undertaken, but prayer and patience overcame 

obstacles, and, in a short time it was firmly established. Doubtless if the quiet good 

done by the members could be summed up, the total would be the best argument for the 

success of the work, a loving tribute as Mother Mary Gonzaga wished it to be, to the 

Immaculate Mother of God. The community had felt from the beginning that their 

works of zeal, beyond teaching in school would be greatly hindered by the inconvenient 

situation of “Mononia” and also by the very insufficient accommodation it afforded. 

Nothing could be done in the way of extension, as there was no ground, except the few 
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feet of grass plot and path, which was the only spot where the Sisters could take outdoor 

exercise. Mother Mary Gonzaga used every possible effort to obtain a more suitable 

house. Many plans for a change had been under discussion. One of these, the offer of a 

suitable place in St. Kilda, was the occasion of another visit to Melbourne. She and 

M.M. de Sales Field, arrived on the eve of Palm Sunday, hoping to settle the house 

question in three or four days. But though they remained as many months, till the end of 

July, no change was made. To have accepted a house in another parish, would have 

been to abandon South Melbourne, and to that retreat Rev. Mother would never consent. 

Its very difficulties and obscurity made it appear more like Our Lord’s own choice - a 

true Nazareth, or Loreto. Other reasons for her determination are shown in a paper kept 

by her and labelled “Notes of Interview with Dr. Carr.” It outlined Dr. Carr’s attitude 

towards the foundation and explained Rev. Mother’s choice of South Melbourne rather 

than St. Kilda or any other suburbs which had asked for a convent of her Order. 

“Dr. Carr’s opinion: “Better secure land in South Melbourne. Had consented to 

petitions of South Melbourne Deputation conditionally that there should be no public 

appeal. Schools in South Melbourne unworkable from St. Kilda. South Melbourne most 

important centre - a third of its children already going to State Schools. Necessary that 

nuns should be on the spot”.69 

It was the thought of the more imminent danger of the greater number of souls 

which drew Mother Gonzaga’s heart to the poorer and less fashionable suburb of South 

Melbourne. So she writes: “It is now, I think, definitely settled that we are to remain in 

South Melbourne - Albert Park. Thank the Sacred Heart and our Blessed Mother, St. 

Joseph, St. Michael and the Holy Angels. Pray that the house may never be founded 

unless it should always prove to be a joy to Our Lord’s Heart. This Melbourne business 

has me writing from morning till night, but nothing good is to be had without trouble in 

this world, and if we hope to get anything good in the next world, we must take trouble 

too. I believe all the difficulties and obstacles are evidences that good work will yet be 

done here for God, when perhaps, the present labourers have passed away”70. 

On one occasion, when a very advantageous offer had reached her from St. Kilda 

and some of the community had urged her to accept, after a moment’s silence she said 

decidedly, “You may all go to St. Kilda, but l will remain here with the poor”. 
                                                 
69 Series 211 Item 38, Fr. John Ryan’s Notes of Interview with Archbishop Thomas Carr, 6 July 1889, 
Loreto Province Archives Ballarat. 
70 Series 219, Item 12, Gonzaga Barry to Boniface Volker, 4 June 1888, Loreto Province Archives 
Ballarat. 
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Rev. Mother’s presence aided greatly to the joys of the first Easter spent in the 

Melbourne Loreto. Few of the ceremonies of Holy Week, with their essentials of full 

choir, and ample space, could be carried out, but for Holy Thursday, an Altar of Repose 

had been erected in one of the class rooms - an Altar which showed unmistakable traces 

of poverty. The short respite of Easter week passed rapidly, and with the reopening of 

school came the usual routine of daily duties - that happy, peaceful life of prayer, and 

labour, obedience, and tender charity, which constitute the everyday life of religious. 

The little details with which such days are filled are not of interest to any but those of 

whose lives they form part, though as Rev. Mother often reminded the community, each 

may be of value sufficient to purchase an eternity of bliss. “Short the labour - eternal the 

reward” was the motto she had printed on every duty board, but far more plainly could 

it be read in the bright smile with which she greeted any particularly trying call of 

obedience. 

The feasts of the Ascension, and Corpus Christi were red letter days in the year’s 

calendar; 1889, days of Exposition of the Most Holy Sacrament. Benediction was given 

every Sunday evening and some of the children or other externs were usually present at 

it. Mass had been celebrated daily ever since the arrival of the Community, and as Rev. 

Mother said in her own sweet way, “How is it possible not to trust Our Lord for all 

things, when He gives us Himself every day in Holy Communion!” A thought which is 

developed in the simple verses “A Memory and a Hope”, verses which Mother Gonzaga 

greatly appreciated. 

During all this year the efforts made to secure a suitable house never flagged. 

Many times success had seemed certain, so that a frequent subject of amusement at 

recreation had been the prospect of packing up, perhaps on the morrow. Then these 

hopes would be suddenly destroyed by some unexpected difficulty. At last it became 

evident that it was impossible to find a house, so the best thing was to try to obtain a 

vacant block of land, thereon a building sufficient for present requirements could be 

erected. While visiting with Mother Mary Xavier a house offered for sale, Rev. Mother 

stood at one of the windows looking out on a vacant allotment, then used as a paddock, 

occupied by a calf and some geese. It consisted of about half an acre, having a frontage 

of 130 feet to Albert Road, facing the Park, the South Melbourne Cricket ground, and 

the artificial lagoon with its islands and swans. 

If anyone had an eye for land it was Mother M. Gonzaga - “Could I have a 

passion for anything merely earthly,” she said once, half laughing at the idea, “it would 
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be not riches, nor ambition, but land. There must have been a pioneer among my 

ancestors.” So now, like the valiant woman, she “considered” this field. “To whom does 

that vacant allotment belong?” she said to the agent. “To Sir William Clarke,” he 

answered. Rev. Mother turned aside to Mother Mary Xavier, “I would rather have that 

piece of land and build on it, than this house. I shall make an offer for the house and if 

the agent does not accept it, I shall take that as a sign that God does not wish us to have 

it”. She then offered four thousand pounds. The agent said the owner would not think of 

accepting that. ‘”Very well,” answered Mother Gonzaga quietly, “that is all I can offer”, 

and they went away. Sir William Clarke was communicated with - the desired property 

was for sale, but the purchase money required was two thousand five hundred pounds. 

With the necessary building expenses in view, Mother Mary Gonzaga could not offer so 

much just then, and soon afterwards she returned to Mary’s Mount. 

However on Saturday, 10th August, Mr. M. Mornane, brother of S.M. Stanislaus, 

previously mentioned, a kind friend who had been instrumental in bringing the Institute 

to Melbourne, purchased the said land, and presented it to Rev. Mother.71 

Although suffering from an attack of bronchitis she was all interest in the work of 

the Institute in Melbourne and every detail of the plans of the new convent (prepared by 

Mr. Tappin) was discussed thoroughly and examined. As soon as she was able to say: 

“It does not tire me much to write,” she sent a note to Mother Mary Xavier, Superior of 

the Melbourne House. 

 

24th September. 

“Today is the first for fourteen years we were not together to celebrate the 

foundation of Mary’s Mount, but the best parts of ourselves, heart and soul, were 

together before Our Lord today. I was allowed to Mass and had the happiness of Holy 

Communion today, Deo gratias! I was out for a drive in the little car round the grounds. 

Everything looks lovely. Tomorrow will be the last day allowed for tenders: you will 

hear something soon about the commencement of the convent.”72 

On one occasion while searching for a suitable house to remove to temporarily, 

S.M. Veronica O’Gorman had accompanied the Superior ‘on a visit of inspection. 

During the visit S.M. Veronica felt a sudden faintness and sickness which did not pass 

                                                 
71 Sir William Clarke made a rebate of two hundred and sixty four pounds in the price of the land, as his donation towards the 
proposed convent. 
72 Series 210 Item 196, Gonzaga Barry to Xavier Yourelle, 24 Sept. 1889, Loreto Province Archives 
Ballarat. 
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off. After some “days the doctor diagnosed typhoid which proved fatal. The drainage of 

the house they had visited was afterwards found to be in a very bad state. Mother Mary 

Gonzaga had been at once told of the Sister’s illness. She wrote to Mother Xavier: 

“Your telegram about S.M. Veronica reached me just now. All will pray hard for the 

poor child.... God’s Holy Will be done, as it is always for the best, and good is sure to 

come out of all trouble that He sends.”73 

On the 13th November, she wrote to a Priest:  

“I was afraid that St. Stanislaus, knowing by experience, as we poor creatures 

cannot know, the value of a big cross, and the joy of Heaven, would have taken dear 

Mary Veronica for his Feast out of this poor world. Very well for her if he did, but what 

for those she left after her to bear the cross? Now there is “a beginning of hope….” I 

have written to the kind Doctor (Dr. M.U. O’Sullivan). He merits the everlasting 

gratitude of all in Loreto, and he shall have it too- - - - What you tell me of the 

Melbourne community is great joy to my heart. What is everything else compared with 

that, and what is the use of a convent unless to spread as you say, the spirit of the Sacred 

Heart!.... Thanks be to God, an improvement is daily visible. St. Stanislaus in 

consideration of our weakness I suppose sent us a joy instead of a sorrow, and all your 

prayers.”74 

The hope of recovery was short lived. On the 22nd November, Sister Mary 

Veronica died after much suffering borne with trustful resignation. 

Those who knew the difficulties attending the establishment of the Melbourne 

House and the boundless confidence in God with which Mother Gonzaga met each trial 

were reminded of St. Teresa’s foundation at Burgos of which, when overwhelmed by 

contradictions from without and within, she says, “Thus I had quite decided not to go 

(to Burgos) when Our Lord said to me: “The devil is making great efforts to stop this 

Foundation; work, therefore, on your side to make it a success”.... “Oh, my Lord!” she 

exclaimed later, “when wilt Thou cease from scattering obstacles in our path?” “Do not 

complain, daughter,” the Divine Master answered, “for it is ever thus that I treat My 

friends.” “Ah Lord,” was her reply, “that is why Thou hast so few”. 

This was in the mind of the Priest who wrote to Mother Gonzaga, “Verily the 

South Melbourne foundation is destined to do wonders for God’s glory. If crosses are 
                                                 
73 Series 210, Item 269, Gonzaga Barry to Xavier Yourelle, 6 Nov. 1889, Loreto Province Archives 
Ballarat. 
74 Series 210, Item 270, Gonzaga Barry to Fr. John Ryan SJ, 13 Nov. 1889, Loreto Province Archives 
Ballarat. 
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the best proof of the love of Our Lord, the ‘Burgos’ foundation could not have been 

more dear to His Sacred Heart. You can hardly imagine what consolation it is to me to 

hear you thank Our Lord so sincerely for this infallible token of His love. Get the Life 

of dear St. Teresa and read that foundation over again and thank Our Lord more and 

more. The devil sees how great is the good you will do in this new house, and of course 

he is doing his best to prevent it; you have no need to be in the least afraid”. 

On her part Mother Gonzaga was able to write: “Strange to say I cannot feel 

desirous of anything in particular, but feel happy in leaving all to God. He manages all 

for the best”. 

However the restricted space and unfavourable surroundings of “Mononia” made 

M.M. Gonzaga more and more anxious about the health of the community there. 

Consequently when a house that would serve for a temporary lodging was found in 

Canterbury Road, she urged the Sisters to take possession of it at once. This was a few 

days before Christmas and on Christmas Eve a glad adieu was bidden to “Mononia”. 

The hurried removal was attended with many inconveniences but also with many 

amusing incidents.  

“A kind Providence watched over us,” continues the Annalist, “and supplied all 

our wants - sometimes in quite a wonderful way, as when the community found at the 

time of the midday reflection, that there was no bread in the house, nor means of getting 

any, nor could other food be cooked, for there was neither fire, gas, nor any kind of fuel. 

Just as the community was making merry over the mishap and the real touch of Holy 

Poverty, the town clock chimed the hour, and at the same moment, there was a ring at 

the hall door. When the summons was answered, an unknown baker handed in a loaf, 

asking the nuns to try his bread. 

Later in the afternoon, Mrs Mornane (S.M. Stanislaus’ mother) arrived, laden with 

a hamper, containing everything that could be desired for a Christmas dinner. (This kind 

benefactress the nuns would call their fairy godmother, for her gifts were ceaseless. Till 

the day she died she kept the community supplied with coal and she left all her furniture 

to the new convent.) All day long on Christmas Eve busy hands were at work striving to 

have things put fairly into order for the morrow’s feast. The first care was the Chapel, 

and in the evening the Blessed Sacrament was brought from the Parish Church, Our 

Lord thus making the house a new Bethlehem. 
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But this was to be merely a temporary 

home; the new convent once started, went on 

apace, and within a year was ready for 

occupation. As the feast of Our Lady of 

Angels, the special patroness of this Loreto, 

occurs on the 2nd August, it was thought most 

fitting to celebrate the day by taking possession of the new building on the 1st of the 

month, so that Mass should be said there for the first time on the Patronal Feast. 

Accordingly, the 1st of August found the community in their longed for retreat, still a 

very unfinished abode, with neither gas nor water, and workmen here, there and 

everywhere making it a babel of noise and confusion. Yet, in spite of all discomforts it 

was “home”, and all felt it to be so, when in the morning the first Mass was said by 

Father Watson S.J., and Our Lord came to make home and happiness by His continual 

presence. 

Letters gave Mother Mary Gonzaga every detail of the hurried removal. Some 

extracts may be of interest. The local Superior M.M. Xavier, wrote: 

 “We could do nothing to the house until the men left, so between five and six we 

all set about putting up the Altar. The Clerk of Works remained until nearly ten o’clock 

hammering away at the Altar. About six o’clock he brought us some tea and set it out in 

one of the rooms, carried wood and coal up to the community room for fires, and got us 

buckets of water. Between 11 and 12 we got to bed. The Sisters were all as cheerful and 

happy as possible. With all this inconvenience, I had a very contented feeling that at last 

we were at rest. At seven o’clock on Saturday morning, Father Watson came for Mass. 

He looked ever so happy, and he blessed the Chapel, and offered Mass for us all in 

honour of Our Blessed Lady.” 

The second letter was from one of the community, M.E. Berchmans Stafford:  

“About our magnificent house, well, thank God, it is nearly finished, but I fear the 

men will not be out of this till the end of the week. Had you been here you would have 

been delighted with all the difficulties we had to go through since Friday. We are to 

meditate on “Laudamus Te” - “Benedicimus Te” etc. The house is really very dry and 

warm. Your cell is as dry as toast - won’t you come as soon as ever you can. I am 

longing for you to see everything.” 

During the year 1890 the new building for the Melbourne Foundation continued to 

be the chief point of interest. “I hope God’s blessing may rest on that house begun under 
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the shadow of the cross,” Mother Gonzaga had said when writing to Dr. Carr for the 

New Year. By the middle of the year it was so far advanced that she was able to ascend 

to the flat roof and she tells the children of her experience. 

 

“Loreto Convent, 

Albert Park, 

Feast of Our Lady of the Sacred Heart, 

31st May, 1890 

My dearest Children, 

This letter must begin by a candid avowal. I did not intend to write to you in the 

June “Eucalyptus Blossoms”; I know I promised to do so as long as I could, but I 

thought the “could” might be reasonably changed into “could not” this time, and the 

“Blossoms” lose not a leaf thereby. If I were to give you all my reasonable excuses, I 

should at the same time give you the bad example of doing what you have often been 

told to avoid that is, taking up the precious time at our disposal when we write to those 

we love, by giving innumerable reasons for not having done so before; at the same time 

we may owe a few words to our friends to explain our silence. Well, my children, I will 

only say two words - Influenza and Business; I will leave to each of you to fill in 

details, and so make my excuses for me. Then why am I writing now? For though there 

is no influenza about at present, thank God, there is more business than can be got 

through in the day; but this morning I had a letter from a dear old Loreto child who had 

heard some way or other that I “intended to get out of writing this time”, and she 

remonstrated so earnestly with me on the omission that I determined to gratify her by 

doing that most difficult bit of work, “making time” in a busy day and writing a letter 

with little to say. I find I have made rhyme, too, without intending it. 

What have I to talk to you about today? You know I like to bring my children, at 

least in thought, to wherever I may be myself at the moment when I am writing to them, 

and just before writing this where was I - of all places in the world, but on the roof of a 

house! Don’t imagine me climbing on to a Mansard though; no, I was walking about 

quite at my ease on the roof of our new Loreto at Albert Park, and was doing so by 

means of a floor raised over the roof proper. A parapet wall makes it quite as safe to 

walk or sit there as in any of the rooms below; and then the glorious view all round at 

one side the sea and the bay with its ships; at the other, St. Kilda, Brighton, Dromana. In 

front, quite at your feet, seemingly, the lake in the Park, with its boats and yachts; 
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inland, there is a view of the whole city, including its Parks, Government House, the 

Botanical Gardens, etc. So, if our Sisters in Melbourne have very little land to enjoy a 

walk on, they at least can enjoy the air and view, from the height on their open roof. 

Standing on it a short time ago, I could not help thinking how much better and 

happier we should all be if, when it happens we cannot have something that seems to us 

desirable, or we are deprived of anything that appears to us essential to our wellbeing, 

instead of repining and making ourselves and others miserable about it, we make use of 

it to rise to a higher level and purer air by and detachment from earthly things, and thus 

be capable of taking a wider, more comprehensive view of our surroundings. Every 

difficulty, trial and obstacle that we meet with in life has its advantage hidden away 

somewhere, if we only had skill or wisdom to find it, and generally the advantage far 

surpasses the disadvantage, though we may not find that out until we go home to God; 

but at least the past should teach us He deserves we should trust Him, and be glad of 

whatever brings us nearer to Him. You know, nothing does that so surely and so well as 

a little suffering or sorrow it takes us out of the dazzling sunshine of mere earthly 

happiness, and is as good for the soul as the gentle rain is for the flowers. And then 

“Sursum Corda”. We shall not need rain or clouds to refresh the atmosphere in Heaven, 

nor suffering to remind us of God, but entering into the joy of the Lord we shall rejoice 

eternally with our dear angelic patron St. Aloysius whose feast we have already begun 

to prepare for; in your prayers to him, my dearest children, do not forget, 

Your affectionate old Mother, 

Mary J. Gonzaga I.B.V.M.”75 

Sunday 10th August, 1890 was fixed for the formal opening. Mother Gonzaga 

arrived for the celebration, beaming with happiness and loving gratitude for the 

realisation of her cherished dreams. She delighted in the number of guests (about 700 

being present) and in the procession of children which at her desire preceded the 

opening ceremony, winding through the long corridors of the house, chanting the Litany 

of Loreto. Archbishop Carr then proceeded to the public blessing of the building. He 

was assisted by the Bishop of Ballarat and several Priests. 

The sermon for the occasion was preached by the Rev. Father Hegarty after which 

Benediction of the Most Holy Sacrament was given. 

Visitors were later offered refreshments, and invited to inspect the house. All were 

                                                 
75 ‘A Mother’s Letter to Her Children’, ‘Eucalyptus Blossoms’ June 1890. 
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well pleased particularly with the Chapel, where in the beginning of the following year, 

1891, a very beautiful Altar of polished Kauri Cedar and white holly, was erected at the 

cost of upwards of two hundred pounds. A year later, Dr. Graber was appointed Parish 

Priest of S.S. Peter and Paul’s, South Melbourne. As the newly built parochial school 

was to be opened immediately, Mother Gonzaga sent three additional nuns to the 

convent, with five teachers from the Training College, Dawson Street, Ballarat. The 

school was opened on September 15th the Feast of Our Lady of Dolors, 1892. 

This Melbourne foundation has flourished exceedingly, and has done important 

and unique work for Catholic Education, details of which will be given in a later 

chapter. 
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MOTHER M. GONZAGA BARRY 

 

CHAPTER 16 

1887 - 1891 

VISITS, LETTERS & PLANS. 

 

Rev. Mother’s first visit after her return from Ireland in 1887 had been to 

Portland, mainly that two sisters might have the joy of meeting, one a member of the 

small community at Portland, the other one of the young missioners who had come out 

with her. Mother Mary Gonzaga never desired that natural ties should be weakened by 

religious life, but only that they should be super naturalised, and the joy these sisters 

had in meeting, was shared in with motherly sympathy. But it was not only these sisters’ 

hearts that were glad on this occasion. All Rev. Mother’s Portland friends were so 

enchanted to see her again, and find her so much better, that there was high festival at 

the little convent. A letter to Mary’s Mount gives a description of her reception in 

Portland. 

“I wish all in dear Mary’s Mount could have seen the welcome last evening. The 

old black cab was at the station to meet us. It was so covered outside with flowers that it 

looked like a bower of roses, and the proud owner of the vehicle was seated under an 

arch of lilies, and wore white gloves in honour of the occasion. The horses had flowers 

and rosettes on their heads! The band was very anxious to put in an appearance, but 

Father O’Donoghue thought it better not, for which I thanked him; but it came down to 

the Convent later, I believe, and the musicians played away to their hearts content. The 

Pastor had early Rosary so as to allow the congregation to assemble in the Convent 

grounds. Aunty S. and several old ladies, had banners in their hands which they waved 

vigorously as we drove in. Shouts of welcome greeted us; the school boys wore green 

scarfs, and of course did the shouting! I had to shake hands with all the outside people 

before I got to my own Sisters, who stood within the Convent grounds. It was really 

overpowering! Portland seemed roused at last.”76 

The visit only lasted eight days and Mother Gonzaga returned to Mary’s Mount in 

time to write good wishes back to the seaside Loreto in time for the 10th December 

which she calls “Our great Feast”. 

                                                 
76 Series 210 Item 240, Gonzaga Barry to Mary’s Mount Community, Dec. 1887, Loreto Province 
Archives Ballarat. 
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“You will be anxious to know how we fared on our journey yesterday after our 

hasty adieu. But first I must wish you and all the dear Sisters a very happy feast of Our 

Lady of Loreto. We shall all meet tomorrow in spirit in the Holy House and pray for 

each other, that the true spirit of Nazareth may ever distinguish Mary’s Institute in 

Australia. Your little cottage is more like the Holy House than any Loreto I know. There 

now, do not get vain over the compliment, for I was only thinking of the exterior. But 

you all can make it so internally as well, and I am sure you will. A thousand thanks for 

all the loving kindness I received in All Saints for the last eight days”77. - - Then follow 

minor details of the journey to Ballarat. 

Another letter went to “All Saints Loreto” on Christmas Eve: “A happy Christmas 

to you in your dear little Bethlehem; a Christmas full of that sweet peace the Holy 

Angels brought on earth to those of good will. This blessing I am sure you all merit, for 

whatever may be your shortcomings in other things I know you all have “good will” and 

there is no better thing surely, except of course, the perfection of holiness in theory and 

practice. Well, the true spirit of Bethlehem is in Portland; poverty and peace. There is 

some self-denial also, so much of which our dear Infant Saviour took upon Himself for 

love of us”.78 

For a feast day and to thank for remembrance of her Profession Feast (27th May): 

“May God so bless you with His best gifts that your heart will rejoice and you will 

become still dearer to His Heart. I hope you admire the decorations I have put on the top 

of this letter, and the best of it is ‘tis a Portland fern I saved from a letter sent to me for 

some feast day. And now it is time to thank you and the dear Sisters for your kind 

remembrance of my Profession Day. Yes, it was the 33rd, and have I not reason to feel 

ashamed? And I do too, when I think of all those years laden with God’s great mercies, 

and the fruit so small and withered and tasteless. Is not God’s great Patience a 

wonderful and constant lesson to us? If we would only learn it and practise it! Our Lord 

should have given me a very big heart, as I have to halve and quarter it so often on these 

great feasts among all who are equally dear to me, and absent from the Old Nest”.79 

This year’s December number of “Eucalyptus Blossoms” claimed historic 

importance, as it celebrated the Golden Sacerdotal Jubilee of His Holiness Pope Leo 
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XIII, and was presented by Dr. Moore to the Holy Father. In the letter from the Bishop 

welcoming Rev. Mother back to Australia these words gave her most pleasure: “The 

Holy Father has sent all contributors to the “Eucalyptus Blossoms” his special Apostolic 

Blessing. He hopes they will continue their good work”. A cable of congratulation to 

His Holiness on the day (31st December) received a cabled answer the following 

morning containing a second Apostolic Blessing. 

In 1888, all Australia was interested in the Melbourne Exhibition and its picture 

gallery, so M.M. Gonzaga takes this as the theme of her “Blossoms” letter: 

“10th December, 1888. 

My dear Children, 

It seems to me nothing occupies the minds of Victorians at present as the 

Melbourne Exhibition, and, though nuns are not unexpected to be in the fashion, still 

we, who have the education of youth confided to us, must so far keep up with the times, 

as to understand and sympathise with every great intellectual or educational movement 

going on in the world, particularly when it comes so near us as to be capable of being 

utilised as a teaching power for our pupils. Hence, I would like you, my dear children, 

to visit this great Exhibition with well-prepared minds, eyes, and ears, trained and 

cultured to understand and admire the beautiful as seen in the thousand specimens of art 

there collected, or heard in the exquisite music provided to charm your ears. 

But I do not like you to rest quite satisfied in these things. No, let them raise your 

hearts to that place where alone is found the perfection of beauty and the enjoyment that 

satisfies. We are told the eye is not satisfied with seeing, nor the ear with hearing, a 

truth we have sometimes proved, no doubt. But happily, we are also told that the eye 

hath not seen, nor the ear heard, nor the heart conceived the joys God has in store for us 

in our home above, when the sights and sounds of this world shall have passed away. 

When I began to write, I did not intend to soar so high, but as often happens when 

I begin to speak to you, children, I say what I did not at first intend, so now when I write 

to you, I do the same. I intended to have a chat with you today about the Picture 

Gallery, for in all the conversations I have had about the Exhibition, something has been 

said about the pictures, and often have I heard: “Oh Mother I wish you could see the 

pictures!” or “I wish I had some of those pictures” - and this set me thinking about my 

children. Why should they not have beautiful pictures; more beautiful than ever were on 

show in any exhibition in the world? They love pictures, so do I. 

I loved them when I was a tiny girl and even then I began to collect for my picture 
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gallery, which contains at present many a valuable and dearly prized picture, all the 

more valuable as each is original, and a thousand pounds could not purchase a copy. Do 

not be scandalised at a poor nun having so valuable a collection, and do not think I 

merely imagine I have it. No, it is a reality, and has been given to me a free gift by my 

Heavenly Father, and, what is more, He will give you the same if you are only willing 

to accept it; and, I counsel you not to refuse, for it is a right royal gift. You have the 

Hall ready in which to place the pictures. “But how, Mother? I do not understand what 

you mean; pray explain”. 

Well, here is the secret of my Picture Gallery, and you may have a similar one if 

you like; in fact you must have your picture gallery whether you like or not; for your 

life, given you by God, is as a canvas on which are painted the portraits and the scenes 

of everyday life. When finished, these pictures are hung on the walls of memory, and 

some at least must be very beautiful; particularly if they be suitably framed in gold, and 

receive all their light from above. 

Now, dearest children will you not try to have a beautiful and valuable collection 

of pictures? Those you are helping paint at present, if good, will be joy to you in years 

to come, particularly in old age, and above all, in eternity. The pictures of childhood and 

youth will ever be the most prized. If the colouring used is pure and beautiful, it remains 

so forever. Let no scene be introduced that in after years would make you wish to turn 

the painting to the wall; take care of stains or ugly spots, which nothing but tears of 

contrition can wash out; try to have no need to use them, when with a little care you can 

prevent it. One thing, note well; the pictures on memory’s wall must be original, and of 

our own surroundings; the grouping of the figures, the light and shade, do not always 

depend upon us, but the colouring and effect do. 

Take for instance, a home scene - it must be our own hone; the family group may, 

or may not be all that is lovable or pleasant, the surroundings may be bright and refined, 

or gloomy and rough, only let us look on all in the light of faith, and we shall see that 

these surroundings are the materials God has given to us to make a picture for Him and 

for ourselves for eternity; and if we take up the magic pencil of love and paint all in the 

golden brightness of charity, the most commonplace scene will appear to us in after 

years touched with a mellow tender light, which is all its own seemingly, but which 

really owes its beauty to the loving heart and hand that sketched it as the moments flew 

by in the far off past. Whenever it is your privilege to be amid beautiful scenery, 

mountain or valley, forest or plain, river or lake, at sunrise or sunset, or when the “moon 
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turns all to silver sheen,” make your own of the picture, study its beauties as a whole, in 

detail, photograph it in your mind for your picture gallery. Sursum Corda. Then when 

you look back you will remember it raised your heart to God, and so it will be a pleasant 

remembrance always. Then there are other pictures. The merry groups of little children 

with whom we romped and played, and whom we teased, perhaps; some of them, it may 

be, are now with the angels, but we can still feel the clasp of their little soft hands; 

perhaps, too, we remember the baby faces smiling amid the flowers in which they were 

almost hidden in the wee white coffin. This would be a sad picture, did we not know the 

little ones are now in their Heavenly Home, ‘mid flowers that never fade, and we hope 

to meet them there; then little outstretched arms will clasp us once again, and we shall 

play for ever in the fields of light. 

What shall we say of the portrait gallery in memory’s hall? The dear old faces that 

looked so kindly on us when we were children, that were part of our home and life as 

long as we can remember; well for us if we never saddened them. Then our school day 

pictures that never seem to fade in the longest life. How sweet and precious are those 

early spring days of sunshine and shower and vacation; the summer picnic and winter 

fireside, all equally beautiful, if only the light of truth, youth, purity, and God, shine 

over them. And what of holy pictures, which surpass in ideal and spiritual beauty all the 

work of the best “Old Masters”. Our first remembered prayers; the little altar, our 

confessions, the holy Priest, our first Communion, when God took possession of the 

fresh young heart; our visits to Him in the sweet quiet chapel, where the lilies and roses 

looked on, whilst we whispered our secret thoughts to the One Who we felt loved us 

best and cared most for us in all the world.  

Dearest children, I could go on outlining pictures for you thus, for a long time, but 

what would they be, mere pen and ink sketches, no life or colour in them; all that must 

be your own; so I will now only ask you to remember that every day of your lives, nay 

every moment of the day, you are painting pictures that will add considerably to the joy 

or sorrow of your lives, as often as memory brings them before you in future years. Oh, 

do try to have beautiful pictures, holy pictures, pleasant pictures; let nothing coarse, 

worldly sinful, vulgar have any place in your precious collection. Do not only collect 

sweet pictures for yourselves, but try to procure them for others, by bringing them in 

contact with good and holy things, by making even a little brightness and happiness 

shine in dark and sad hearts, by helping the young to preserve their innocence, 

smoothing the often rugged path of the aged; in a word, doing all the good you can, and 
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proving to the world, that no work of art, no statue or picture, is half so beautiful as the 

work of grace in the heart and soul a true child of Loreto, a true child of Mary 

Immaculate. 

A happy Christmas to you all and many of them, that you may gladden the hearts 

of all who love you, my dear children, is the wish and prayer of your 

Affectionate old Mother, 

Mary Gonzaga Barry”80 

June “Blossoms” of 1889, contained the following letter on true charity: 

“My dear Children, 

Has it ever struck you how thoughtless and selfish some good people are at times? 

You may imagine people cannot be selfish and good natured at once, yet this is quite 

possible, sometimes for want of thought, and sometimes because they indulge a certain 

kind of selfishness in their kindness. The pleasure of doing good and being kind is so 

great to a naturally kind hearted person, that it is a real luxury, and so often indulged in 

for its own sake, and for the comfortable feeling in which it gives rise. It is such a cheap 

luxury too, so easily procured - a kind word, a smile, the giving of something to the 

poor, the sick, a something we do not want, but which is appreciated far above its value 

by the recipients, and which we sometimes esteem at their valuation. 

Of course the satisfaction may be, and often is, the present or temporal reward for 

our act of kindness. Does not Our Divine Lord say a cup of cold water given in His 

Name shall not be without its reward? If given in His Name or from a spiritual motive 

of charity the reward is eternal as well as temporal, for charity is as much above 

kindness or mere good nature as Heaven is above earth. Kindness gives, and enjoys the 

giving; charity, gives even when personal inconvenience or privation accompanies the 

giving. Charity to our fellow creatures is our love of God made visible; springing from a 

high and holy source - God himself; it is capable of ascending to Him again, and 

bringing down untold blessings on the charitable heart, just as a fountain of pure water 

springing up returns in crystal showers to the thirsty earth, clothing it with verdure and 

beauty. My children, I want you to be kind, to be thoughtful, to be unselfish, above all 

to be charitable for God’s dear sake, to give to Him Who has given so much to you. It is 

a trite saying that, “one half of the world does not know how the other half lives”. And 

we may say, they do not know, because they do not care to know or think about it. Shall 
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I leave off moralising and tell you a little story? I know, in the old days, you loved a 

story in the midst of some serious instruction particularly if it began with “I saw, and 

can vouch for the truth of it.” If you like to get a story in my letter tell me through the 

medium of “Eucalyptus Blossoms”, and you shall have a little episode of the past an old 

- an old world tale.” 

Then followed the story of Nano, the poor little orphan whose love for Mary 

Barry had doubled her sacrifice in leaving her home to embrace the religious life. The 

letter continues: 

“I want you now to turn your attention to the hundreds of poor, little, neglected 

children in the large cities and towns of Australia, whose fate is far more to be deplored 

than that of the little victim of the “famine fever” whose soul was as pure as the snow of 

her native mountains. Her father and mother, rather than sell their children to the 

proselytising societies, died Martyrs for the Faith, and, when God took them to Heaven, 

left their children surrounded by the Irish poor, who, if they have no worldly wealth, at 

least are rich in piety, religion and strong faith - which make them respect the innocent 

souls of little children. They teach them that this world is only an exile, that heaven is 

their home, that God’s blessed Mother is their Mother too, and pointing to heaven in all 

their trials, put the little children’s feet on the path that leads there - (whether that is 

done in Australia, I leave you my children to judge). 

I read the other day that within the last eight years six hundred destitute children 

have been provided for by a society in Melbourne, not a Catholic one, and this chiefly 

through the instrumentality of one lady. Now, if all our girls would lend a hand, and do 

a little to strengthen the hands of those who are trying to do all they can for the 

unfortunate little children, we would see wonderful results. I heard also, of a society 

formed of rich children; it has thousands of members in England, and as all these try 

and help less fortunate children, the amount of good done is very great, not only to the 

poor, but also to the rich, who are taught from their earliest years to compassionate 

sufferings, to be kind and charitable, and to live not for themselves only. Perhaps our 

Loreto children could form a similar association with the help of their parents. Think 

and pray about it, my dear children. 
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And ever believe me, 

Your affectionate Mother in Jesus, 

Mary M. Gonzaga I.B.V.M.”81 

The lessons of thoughtful kindness which reached the children through her letters 

in holiday time were put before them in concrete form while at school. Speaking of the 

annual picnic given to the children of St. Joseph’s and St. Aloysius’ Primary Schools 

she says, “I would like the boarders here (Mary’s Mount) to help and wait on the 

children, to teach them what to do when at home”. And an onlooker observed, “Never 

does Rev. Mother appear more happy than when in the midst of a crowd of merry 

youngsters ministering to their pleasure”82. 

“Don’t forget that by charity we can all be “Consolers of the Sacred Heart,” she 

would say. In this spirit she wrote for the Feast of the Sacred Heart: 

“We shall all meet in the Sacred Heart tomorrow, the Feast of all who love our 

Blessed Lord with an ardent generous love. So it must be a special feast of all our 

Sisters in every house of Mary’s Institute. All her true children are dear, and very dear 

to the Sacred Heart, and we must try daily to make ourselves more worthy of that love. 

The way we shall know if we are doing this is, if we “have love one for another”. (Then 

follow grateful messages to each one, not unmixed with humour, as when thanking for 

stockings that a Sister had knitted for her). “If I had done them “all by myself”, I am 

afraid I should feel quite proud. I am wearing them now, and feel proud of the artist 

who constructed them. That will do my soul no harm, while I feel they do good to my 

soles. Now to make a big jump from stockings to stars. I congratulate you on the 

success of the Astronomy Lectures from Professor Wall; the children seem delighted 

with them. The study will be useful in as much as it is elevating, and whatever raises us 

heavenwards is good. The sketch of the skeletons of the community was enjoyed by all 

and caused much amusement. We laughed over each ‘grim head’ - hard hearted 

wretches that we were.”83 

On returning to Mary’s Mount she wrote to the Melbourne Loreto on the Feast of 

the Assumption, 1889: 

“I hope you have all spent a happy feast of our Blessed Mother. You ought, as you 
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are her own, out of the world chosen, and with our Divine Lord in the midst of you, not 

exposed on the altar as here, but all the more affectionately your hearts will burn round 

His little crib in Our Lady of Angels. You will offer Him many sweet flowers, the 

dearest to His heart, humility, charity, patience, obedience, poverty and zeal for His love 

and glory in this poor cold world. Benediction bell is announcing Our Lord’s levee, so I 

must be off.”84 

After an attack of bronchitis M.M. Gonzaga required a change, so the long 

promised visit to Portland took place: 

“As I intend to spend the octave of All Saints with you, D.V., this is only to tell 

you we will all spend the feast spiritually together round our Blessed Lord in His 

humble home in our midst. The chapel is being made ready for Exposition, and I 

suppose you expect the same happiness in your wee Bethlehem. What is there in this 

world wanting to us when we kneel before Him on our altars? Only one thing, to be 

saints, saints in very deed. But you are ‘All Saints’ in Portland, and I hope you will pray 

well for those who are trying to be saints. There is only one way to succeed, we know it 

well enough, but we find the lesson hard to learn from youth to age. With such a Master 

to teach us, it ought not to be so. Perhaps the fault is we do not go often enough to Him 

to be taught. Well, we will all go tomorrow, and who knows what may be the result.”85 

From Portland, Rev. Mother again wrote to the children: 

“Loreto Convent, 

Portland, 

November, 1889. 

My dearest Children, 

When I write to you I like to tell you of my surroundings, specially if they are not 

the usual ones of Mary’s Mount, with which you are familiar. Not many of you know 

Loreto, Portland, and there is today a great wish in my heart that I might have you all 

here with me to enjoy what I am enjoying. I sit on the verandah - the little chapel on one 

side and the great ocean on the other - and look out on the scene just below the Convent. 

I feel the balmy air that comes from the Southern Ocean, laden, with health and vigour 

to the poor tired body. The mind and soul seem to rest in the peaceful surroundings this 

beautiful Sunday morning, God’s day of rest. Have you not often, my children, felt your 
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hearts spring up to Him on such a day, thanking Him for making this world so 

beautiful? Have you not resolved to serve Him faithfully from the early morning of 

childhood to the very last hour that He will leave you in this exile to work for Him, 

before taking you to your beautiful home in heaven? 

However beautiful this world may be, we ought never to forget that it is only an 

exile; and if it has its sunny mornings, it has its rainy days and sombre evenings - and 

many of them, if we live long - before the dark night of death comes, when we can work 

no more. A shadow seems to have passed over the sunlit sea; there was just a cloud 

above it, now it is gone, and the bright blue water sparkles and plays round the 

headlands and sands, leaving on each a snow white wreath of foam. Portland Bay, on 

such a day as this glistening in the sunshine, and reflecting the intense blue of an 

Australian sky, always reminds me of our Blessed Lady’s Blue Mantle adorned with the 

sparkling gems of her many graces and immaculate purity. I pray that this Mantle may 

ever surround the children of Loreto; and keep them safe for Our Divine Lord amidst 

the sunshine and clouds, storms and calms of life’s voyage until they arrive safely in the 

harbour of heaven, and enter into the joy of the Lord forever. 

How is it, dear children, that when I write to you I feel so inclined to treat of 

serious things - matters of vital importance - such as life and death, the soul and God? It 

is I suppose, because I look forward to spending the eternal years with you, and all 

those dear ones with whom the time of converse and companionship here must 

necessarily be so brief. Life is a serious thing, “Life is real, life is earnest, and the grave 

is not its goal.” Yes, my children, death is not the end of all, it is the beginning, really; 

rest is not to be found in the grave; but in God. When I write to I you I must write what 

is uppermost in my mind, and such thoughts are there now on account of the dear 

Sister86 who has so lately gone from us to God; may she rest in peace; and whilst 

enjoying the happiness and rewards Our Lord has promised to those who forsake all 

things for Him, may she remember us who are still in exile. Do you think the dear soul 

just gone home to Him now regrets the early sacrifice of her life to the service of God, 

to Whom she gave it from the days of her childhood - the sacrifice of home, relatives, 

and friends, even her native land, at the call of God? No; surely, in the service of God 

she found the hundredfold He has promised. The exile is ended, the work done, the 

dangerous voyage of life over, the haven of heavenly rest and joy reached at last - happy 
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soul, pray for us. We have yet to fight the good fight with God’s enemies and ours, 

before we get our crown and palm. 

Let us not be dismayed, dear children, there are more for us than against us in the 

battle for right - saints and angels, our Immaculate Mother, and God who gives 

sufficient grace to everyone to be saved, and then rewards magnificently every good 

work done for His dear sake; even a cup of cold water given to the thirsty, or the 

sacrifice of the widow’s mite. We shall never have reason to regret a sacrifice for God. 

Let us remember, too, that time is still given to us, and let us not squander the precious 

days, in every hour of which we may lay up treasures where they cannot be stolen from 

us. The old year will be near its end when you get this letter on the feast of Our Lady of 

Loreto - the happy Christmas time will be about to commence, and also a New Year. 

May both be full of happiness and blessing for you, my dear children, and for all who 

are dear to you! 

Do not, in the midst of your joy and abundance, forget the representatives of the 

little Babe of Bethlehem, who loved us so as to give His Life for us. Share with Him 

some of the good things He has given you, and though you cannot give to Him now in 

Heaven or in the poor stable of Bethlehem, remember He tells us whatsoever we do for 

others, even for the least on earth, He takes as done for Himself. He is in our midst still, 

and in many a church, poorer than the stable of Bethlehem, alas! He lacks, perhaps the 

faithful worshippers, the loving hearts that surrounded Him there. Let you, at least, dear 

children of Loreto, not he wanting to Him on Christmas morning. As you go to the Altar 

of God, who giveth joy to your youth and join in the Gloria in Excelsis Dec, and feel the 

peace promised to those of good will, pray for all in your home, all in Loreto, and for  

Your affectionate old Mother in Jesus and Mary, 

Mary J. Gonzaga I.B.V.M.”87 

Writing to Portland after a visit to Melbourne, Rev. Mother mentioned the many 

convent schools she had visited in Melbourne and of the unvarying kindness of the 

nuns. 

“Are we not all workers in Our Lord’s own vineyard, engaged at the same work 

and expecting the same reward for Eternity…. N….says: “Let the nuns teach the higher 

classes, other teachers can take the lower ones”. I say, mind the lower ones, and the 

higher will mind themselves with any good teacher. Did anyone tell you about our visit 
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to Abbotsford and all the old Loreto pupils who are nuns there?” 88 

She sent Ballarat news back to the city: 

“On the feast of the Sacred Heart in Dawson Street all our day pupils and their 

little brothers and sisters were consecrated to the Sacred Heart by the Dean; he gave 

badges to 42. We had the same here for the boarders”89. 

“Feast of the Ascension. I hope Our Lord gave you a special blessing today in 

memory of the one He gave His dear Apostles before He ascended into Heaven. He has 

not left us orphans either, as we have Him still in the Chapel. Exposition today, and I 

am just going down to pray for you all and for my poor self. I feel I have too much to 

think of and look after. Every year it seems to increase and I to decrease. I would never 

be able to get on, only Our dear Lord has given me such good, devoted children, that 

they bear the heaviest part of the burden. May God bless you all!”90 

In December she wrote the general letter to the children on the importance of 

domestic work and domestic virtues. Part of this letter has already been quoted with 

reference to her scheme of education, but the introduction and ending must not be 

omitted: 

“Loreto Abbey, Mary’s Mount”, 

Ballarat. 

20th December, 1890 

My Dearest Children,  

A few days ago as I was leaving the school here a dear young “sub-editor” I 

suppose I must call her, for want of a special name, ran after me and said, “Mother, will 

you write your letter for the “Eucalyptus Blossoms”? We want to have it soon”. “Yes 

dear,” I said, “If you will kindly tell me what to write about. Send me the headings, and 

then I shall try.” Yes, the headings were to be sent, and next day a large sheet of blank 

paper was presented to me with just “My dearest children,” written on the top. Not 

much you will say, yet to me very suggestive, as a Mother always finds something to 

say to her dear children, something which is interesting to them, though it may not be to 

anyone else. 

Well dearest children, what have I to say to you now? You know I generally speak 
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to you of my surroundings or of what is uppermost in your minds, or my own for the 

time being. Sometimes I write from the sea, then it is of waves and coral islands, or the 

great Exhibition in Melbourne is occupying your attention, and we discourse of it, or I 

am at a new Loreto, and I write from the roof of the house, as I did last May. New in 

Mary’s Mount all young heads and hands are busy about the Juvenile Exhibition just 

opened in Ballarat.... Have courage, for many a great and noble work has been done by 

an unlearned, but upright, simple large-minded woman, who only sought to do her duty. 

I would like to say much more on this subject, domestic work, particularly to you dear 

old Loreto girls, whose school days are over, and who may be called on to help in your 

father’s house, or in your own, to make a happy home, one of the noblest works any 

woman can undertake. This is within the reach of many, as it does not mean a wealthy 

home, but one where love and order reigns - where God, the Giver of every good gift, is 

served faithfully and cheerfully, and where in return He gives His peace and that joy no 

one can take from His friends. To make such a home, a certain knowledge is necessary, 

to be gained by education or experience often of a very painful kind, and sometimes 

whilst gaining this experience a few failures cause the effort to be given up in disgust, 

and then things are allowed to arrange or disarrange themselves as they please; a bad 

plan, and one sure to bring much discomfort and unhappiness into a home. We should 

pray more for guidance and counsel from above, and then humbly and bravely strive to 

do our duty and fulfil the Will of God on earth as it is in Heaven, where the sweetest 

order prevails even among the angels. Strive earnestly to be the angels of your home, 

dearest children. Remember the angels announced peace on earth to those who had good 

will, and of this I am sure, that whatever you lack you have good will. Be good to all 

and everyone as far as you can, but above all and before all, be good to those in your 

home. Try to make it like the home of our Infant God and Saviour, full of sweet peace 

and holy joy, so you will have as happy a Christmas as even I could desire for you”.91 

During the year 1891, M.M. Gonzaga was occupied with plans for the new 

Novitiate wing which was completed the following year. It is a three-storey building 

with verandah and balconies and has a flat roof similar to that at the Albert Park Loreto. 

When the plans for the roof were submitted to the builders, they at first declared the 

scheme impossible. However, Rev. Mother explained to them what she wanted and as 

soon as they understood that she wished it, they set to work and, as she said, 
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“Accomplished the impossible”. The following description is her own: 

“We mount three flights of stairs, pass the Novitiate and catch a glimpse of a 

pretty fernery adjoining. On past rows of cells till at last the flat roof is reached and we 

are glad to sit a while to rest, and feast our eyes on the smiling scenes around. We are 

actually on a level with the tops of the tall pine trees, so the air is delightfully fresh here 

even at the close of a sultry summer day. Turn your eyes earthward to gaze on shadowy 

lake and sunlit park, hill and dale and spreading common. Within the grounds the view 

is equally attractive. Enclosed by the hawthorn hedges are shady alleys leading into 

orchard and flower garden, tennis court, playground and paddock with the Infirmary 

gabled vine-clad cottage in the centre. 

At each end of the roof there is an archway. In one is a statue of the B.V. Mary, 

presiding from her height over all the Convent as its veritable mistress. Above her head 

is a flagstaff, from which on feast days waves her flag, pale blue and white, bearing the 

arms of the Institute. In a central position stands the telescope protected from wind and 

weather by a strong encasement of wood and iron. 

This telescope with its eight inch reflector was presented to M.M. Gonzaga by 

Captain Baker of the Melbourne Observatory, a kind friend who gave the children many 

interesting lectures on “The Marvels of the Sky”. 

In the second arch above the roof, is hung the big bell “St. Michaels”. The bell is 

so large and heavy that when first erected it was almost impossible for one person to 

swing it unaided. Rev. Mother then had a wheel attached to minimise the force required 

so that the least touch was sufficient. M.M. Gonzaga would laugh heartily while telling 

the following story: “A novice, forgetting the change that had been made, went to ring 

the Angelus. Grasping the rope and exerting all her strength, she rang the first stroke, 

and then found herself lifted in the air by the reaction of the wheel. - (!!!)” 
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MOTHER M. GONZAGA BARRY 

 

CHAPTER 17 

1875 -1891 

NOTES OF EXHORTATIONS TO NOVICES AT MARY’S MOUNT. 

 

We have seen Mother Mary Gonzaga crossing the ocean, on business connected 

with her Convents; we have followed her step by step, as she extended her sphere of 

work to various points in Australia; and now it is time to present a glimpse of her busied 

in the congenial task of forming the young religious who were to carry on the work she 

had inaugurated. 

In addition to giving these first Sisters to Ballarat, Rathfarnham and the houses 

depending on it in Ireland, had generously supplied help as need arose. But from the 

beginning Mary’s Mount had been rich in vocations which indicated that in good time 

Australia would be able to furnish worthy successors to the holy, capable and devoted 

nuns, who had planted Loreto under the Southern Cross, and rooted it securely in 

Australian soil. As in most households where there are children growing up, the interest 

centres in the nursery, it may well be believed that the Mary’s Mount Novitiate which 

was early peopled by promising postulants and novices, held a foremost place in Mother 

Mary Gonzaga’s heart and hopes. These first fruits of her missionary zeal, who had 

offered themselves to the services of the Lord, were very precious to her, and she and 

their Novice Mistress, devoted themselves to their sanctification. M.M. Gonzaga gave 

an exhortation to the Novices from time to time. The following notes taken by one of 

those novices will give an idea of the lofty ideals Mother Mary Gonzaga placed before 

them, and of how diligently she laboured in her “garden of girls” destined to produce a 

harvest of holy nuns. These notes are only fragments of an entire course, but they are 

sufficient to give an idea of Mother Mary Gonzaga as an educator. 

 

ON THE FOUNDATION OF RELIGIOUS LIFE. 

“My dear Sisters, 

I see our last exhortation was on the beautiful virtue of Charity, the crown and 

perfection of all, for the Apostle tells us it is “the bond of perfection”. Ah yes, it must 

run like a thread of gold throughout our whole life, or it will not be likely to he found as 

the crown at the end. Well, what I wish to speak to you about today, is what I may term 
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the fundamental virtues of the religious life. I mean just to touch upon them briefly, for 

it would take many an exhortation to develop them, - and you can reflect upon them 

yourselves. Now I think you will be a little surprised at hearing what these fundamental 

virtues are, until, upon reflection, you see how they contain within themselves all other 

virtues. 

This is the feast of the dedication of one of the most celebrated Churches in 

Rome, one of the many magnificent temples erected to the honour and glory of 

Almighty God. Now just at present many of us are busy with the thought as to how we 

shall erect a church here amongst ourselves, and I am quite certain there is not one of 

you who, if she had it in her power would not most willingly do it - not only willingly, 

but delightedly - aye - and most magnificently, too, I am quite persuaded of that. 

My dear Sisters, it is in our power to erect a temple to Almighty God, and such a 

one as shall far surpass in magnificence, all the material temples of the world. This 

dwelling place of God is your soul. Of every soul in the state of grace (as of course the 

souls of religious ought to be, and must be) Our Lord says, “He and the Father and the 

Holy Spirit will come to her and take up their abode with her”. But how to make this 

temple more worthy of the Divine Presence? You know that in a church or building, it is 

the four walls that mainly support the whole, and upon the solidity of these depend the 

strength and durability of the building. It is they, and the roof of course, that protect and 

ensure the safety of all contained within the edifice. Now to come to what I wish to say 

to you. Let us see what are the fundamental virtues, the four walls of the religious life. 

First, Faith. This virtue may well be taken as the foundation of all others for “without 

faith it is impossible to please God”. A true, earnest living faith - this was the gift the 

great St. Teresa most earnestly desired above all others, a spirit of faith. She who was so 

familiar with the practice of the most sublime virtues. Secondly, Sincerity. This may 

seem a strange virtue to recommend to religious, but I speak of that deep and perfect 

self-knowledge seen in the light of the infinite sanctity of God. Thirdly, Mortification. 

Remember we have come into religious life to take up our cross and follow Our Lord on 

the blood-stained way of Calvary. Let us then take it up generously - lovingly - Love 

will do for us, what a little bird’s wings do for it. Think how painful a little bird would 

find it, if it had to climb over mountains and creep through forests. But how easily it 

gets along, when, with the aid of its little wings it can rise over all obstacles and pursue 

its course with joy and freedom. It is just the same with us. If we are lovers of the cross, 

we will rise over all that could hinder our progress. On the wings of love, we shall scale 
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heights that otherwise we could not dream of. 

The fourth and last is Generosity, that spirit of a loving soul which gives and does 

not count the cost, and never thinks she has done, or can do, enough for our Dearest 

Lord. These are the four walls which would give you a solid, perfect edifice, having 

over all, the roof of God’s Charity.” 

 

THE SPIRIT OF FAITH. 

“Now, my dear Sisters, 

It may seem strange that in our last exhortation I said nothing of humility, not so 

much as a word, nor of obedience, nor of many other excellent, and solid virtues. True, 

but a little reflection will show you the reason. You will see it is because there is not 

one of the four virtues which I called fundamental (Faith, Sincerity, Mortification, 

Generosity) that does not contain in itself, the perfection of humility, obedience, and 

many other virtues besides. 

Let us look at the first virtue I named, Faith, and see what else is contained in it. 

Faith is the whole spiritual life. It enables us to believe in what we do not see, and gives 

us a clear insight into what infinitely surpasses that which is made known to us through 

the medium of our senses. A want of faith is the greatest evil of the present day. The 

spirit of the age is not to believe anything that cannot be seen or handled. You will meet 

with little boys and girls who will tell you they believe nothing but what they can see 

and understand, and it is the same the whole world over. The proud mind of man, 

refuses to yield with humility even to God Himself - nay, even denies His very 

existence. They are like those worldlings of past ages, who in their unbelief in eternity 

cried - “Come let us crown ourselves with roses. Let us eat, drink, and be merry, for 

tomorrow we die”. “Fools!” says the Holy Scripture. 

An evil resulting from the want of Faith is the loss of the beautiful spirit of 

reverence. It is fast dying out of the world, that lovely spirit which in bygone days, was 

manifested towards superiors in every state of life. It was shown by children to their 

parents, and others placed over them, subjects to the civil powers, and so on. But now 

all that is changed. It is rather the parent that (in many cases) obeys the child. The child 

manages everything it chooses for itself, aye, and for others too. 

Such being the prevailing spirit of the age, is it any wonder that when a young girl 

enters religion, she still has some of it clinging to her, and therefore, the spirit of 

humility, obedience, and childlike simplicity, so absolutely necessary in religion must 
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be to her very difficult to practise. Now what will lessen if not remove this difficulty? A 

spirit of Faith. If she has that, she will see in her superiors and in each of her sisters, nay 

in all persons with whom she may come in contact, the representatives of God. And 

what can be more reasonable than to submit to obey God Himself? 

I would like to say much more on this subject, but I see that we have not time. 

You can turn it over in your mind during the day and consider some of the virtues 

contained in this great one of Faith, and make up your mind to begin to erect a temple 

worthy of God. Build on the rock - that is to say Jesus Christ - then He will come and 

take up His abode in your heart for ever.” 

 

DEVOTION TO THE BLESSED VIRGIN. 

“Let us have filial confidence in Our Lady. Let us show this love by a devotion in 

preparing for her feasts, adorning her altars, having processions in her honour, and 

seeking to inspire the children with like sentiments. You will say, “Solid devotion does 

not consist in this.” No, it does not, any more than a log of wood is the fire. But see 

when you put some good logs on even a small portion of fire, how soon a pleasant 

warmth cheers the whole room. It is the same with these practices, if they are placed 

over ever so small a portion of solid devotion, what a great and fervent love will soon 

warm our cold hearts. 

Our Lord wishes us to go to His Mother in all our necessities. He Himself came to 

us by her. Why would one wish to choose any other way than this most sweet and easy 

one of going to Our Lord?” 

 

TO THE SISTERS OF THE SECOND DEGREE, MARY’S MOUNT. 

EIGHT DAYS RETREAT, DECEMBER, 1883 

“My dear Sisters, 

My heart goes out when I speak to you, for when I first thought of entering the 

Institute, I longed for the great privilege of living Our Divine Lord’s own humble, 

hidden life on earth - as He has called you to do. But I was not worthy of such a grace. I 

was put under obedience to banish the thought as not God’s will for me - and now I see 

the wisdom of this order - for, whatever small use I am with the pen, I would be very 

little with the hands at the all-important work of good household management. I am one 

of those who can direct others to do the thing I am utterly incapable of doing myself - 

and where would our schools be if we had no one to do the work, and see to the 
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children’s comfort and happiness. Ah! The music lessons and all the other fine arts 

would count for little in the minds of the parents if the children were not well fed and 

cared for. The first question the child is asked by the parents on her return home for 

holidays is, “Do you get good food, etc., etc.? So my dear Sisters, I always want you to 

give the best to the children, well and carefully prepared, and do not think that your 

work is not just as important as the teaching. Both are of equal importance. We are one 

great machine working for God. When all the wheels are well oiled and kept in good 

order, the machine works perfectly - but let one little cog get out of order, and the whole 

machine is at a standstill. Let one of us seek self and not God’s dear interests, at once a 

little cog wheel (it may be a tiny one) is out of order and the whole machine either jerks, 

skips, or does the work badly. If the children see an ill-kept house, carelessly prepared 

food, and clothes badly washed - what is to be thought of our spiritual machine? 

So my dear Sisters, value your high calling to imitate Our Lord’s own life upon 

earth. You can be quite sure that everything you do, is for His glory, if done for Him - it 

is so hidden and humble, and therefore safe; whereas the other Sisters’ work may be 

turned to fruits of vanity by the bad use the children may make of their 

accomplishments. So, do not look on your state as lowering in any way. I often say to 

the other sisters, “What would we do without our helpers?” I think very badly. We 

would often go hungry after a hard day in the school if we had to prepare our own food, 

and do our own work. I love and value your life, it was my first love, and we never lose 

our first loves - they cling around the heart when others fade away with years. 

Another thing I would like. It is that you would try to advance, not only in the 

spiritual life, but in all the best and newest methods of doing your work. Remember it is 

all for God’s dear interests, not our own petty, selfish ones. No, enlarge your hearts, 

make “Advance Australia” your motto, in the higher sense of advancing God’s interests 

in this fair young land, and our Loreto just budding in it, so that it may flower and bring 

forth much solid fruit for God. Let solid fruit come into your life so that you may be the 

pillars and strong foundations, that those who come after you may learn from you and 

lean upon you. Give your light and help to others, don’t keep them shut up for your own 

use only. Let the common good of the Institute make you all broadminded and large 

hearted - God does not want our hearts cramped and obedience is never meant to do 

this, - make life bright and happy - as it is, thank God.  

Seek only one thing, desire only one thing - God alone and the imitation of Our 

Divine Lord in His Humble and Hidden Life.” 
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TO THE NOVICES 

ON THE FEAST OF THE NAME OF MARY. 

“My dear Sisters, 

Pope Innocent XI established the Feast of the Holy Name of Mary to call down 

the especial protection of our Holy Mother at a time when the whole of Christendom 

was threatened with severe trials, and also in thanksgiving for the favours she showed to 

those who invoked her aid against the enemies of her Son. In the year, 1683, exactly 

202 years ago, a vast array of Mahommedans and Pagans were laying waste the whole 

of Europe. Everyone gave way and Christendom seemed on the point of being 

destroyed. Many Christian princes fled to save themselves, leaving their poor subjects 

weak and unarmed to meet this mighty host. But there was one, and only one king in 

Europe who could not bear to see his Master’s children thus falling a prey to His 

enemies, but determined to go and fight His battles. He called his soldiers (a mere 

handful compared with the hundreds of thousands that surrounded the Mahommedan 

Commander). He told them they were going to fight under the protection of the Mother 

of God - and they must fight courageously for they were sure of victory. Then John 

Sobieski caused the Holy Sacrifice to be offered in her honour - after which they raised 

the Standard of the Cross, and marched against the foe. In the meantime, the General of 

that vast host was feasting in his camp with 100,000 soldiers idling around him -

watching to see the Christians cut to pieces. He would not allow his body-guard to take 

part in the fight, so sure was he that the puny Christian army could not stand against the 

immense hordes that had gone to meet them. It was not till the Cross appeared almost in 

front of his camp, that he was aroused to the danger. Then he had to flee and his army 

with him - killing each other in their flight, and leaving their spoils and weapons, and 

thousands of slain, on the battle-field. The spoils were sent to various Churches in 

Rome dedicated to the Mother of God as a mark of thanksgiving for the miraculous 

victory she gave her children. 

And now, what have we to learn from this? A great deal - far more than can be 

considered in one short half hour, but one thing in particular, we must take to heart. We 

are fighting the battle of Our Lord, and we are fighting particularly under the protection 

of the Father of God. There are many institutes consecrated to the different mysteries 

and virtues set forth in her life. There are nuns of the Annunciation, of the Visitation, of 

the Presentation, there are Sisters of Mercy, Charity, etc. But there is only one institute 



 

(193) 

that I know of that is - the Institute of the Blessed Virgin Mary -; and we are its 

children, chosen in a special manner to fight the battle of her Son. 

In thinking this over, it struck me that the enemies we have to contend with might 

easily be compared with that mighty host that was bearing down on Christendom in the 

17th Century. That Army was composed of (1) the Turks, a Mahommedan nation that 

hated the very name of Christ and Christians; (2) of the Tartars, a cruel, savage nation 

that had at that time overrun a great part of the world; (3) lastly of numerous apostates 

whom the Turks had conquered, or who had joined them through fear and with hope of 

some gain. Now who are our enemies? First, there is the devil, who may be compared to 

the Turks, then the World, like the Tartars always at hand to fight with the Devil against 

the poor weak soul; and lastly our own miserable selves, ever ready to turn apostates, 

and give ourselves to the Devil for some small gain, or through fear of inconvenience 

and trouble. These are the enemies we have to fight against, and not only for a short 

time, or some months, but all our life long - only excepting the few hours we spend in 

repose; and God gives us that time for rest that we may be better able for the conflict. 

Every morning that we rise from sleep we have these three enemies to fight against - 

and we cannot sit down and fold our hands, for if we do so they will gain ground. The 

Devil is never idle and he is not going to let us take his throne and crown quietly - he 

does his best to keep us from it. St Peter says, “He goes about like a roaring lion, 

seeking whom he may devour,” and woe to us if we have not someone to help us. 

Let us then have a great devotion to the Mother of God and Queen of Heaven, and 

“fly unto her in all our necessities”. If we have her for our strength we are sure of 

having her Divine Son, and if God is on our side, who shall be against us? It is true we 

are poor weak creatures and not able to do the least thing of ourselves, not even to 

pronounce the Name of Jesus, but let us say with the great Apostle, “I can do all things 

in Him Who strengthens me”.  

And then the world too, always on the side of the Devil, pursuing us with 

implacable hatred. What is the reason of its hatred? It seeks the things of this life; it 

seeks pleasures, worldly honours, and we have turned round and despised it. We have 

said, “I want none of your passing riches, your great names, I want to be poor, to wear 

poor clothes, to be despised and forgotten”. This was showing great contempt of the 

world, and no one can bear to be contempted. To prove more strongly how we despise 

what the world seeks, we vowed poverty that deprives us forever of our right 

whatsoever to any of this world’s goods. If we wanted them we would have stayed in 
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the world and have done our best to acquire them. We might have succeeded and we 

might not. Then again the world seeks liberty and we despised that too - vowing 

obedience, and thus giving up our own will entirely to the guidance of another’s. 

As we have chosen all this, let us go on courageously beginning each day to fight 

God’s battle in our own soul, and strive to give Him what is in the power of each of us - 

one perfect soul. Let us not think anything too difficult or anything easy - for with 

God’s grace we can do everything, and without it we can do nothing.” 

 

ON THE NECESSITY OF PERFECTION. 

“My dear Sisters, 

I am sure you are all convinced of the necessity of perfection, but perhaps there is 

no other point upon which people are so apt to go astray. They do not think of the 

degree of perfection intended for them. This is often the case in religion, particularly 

with novices. Some novices and postulants too, think that as soon as they have said 

goodbye to the world, and put on the holy habit of religion, they ought all at once to be 

transformed into perfect souls and they are very much astonished when they find they 

are not. They think they ought to be making a vow like St. Teresa always to choose the 

most perfect, or like the great St. Alphonsus never to lose a moment of time. On the 

other hand, there is a discouragement equally foolish. They come to their Superiors and 

declare they are going all wrong, and oh - and oh - it’s all no use. Well I would say to 

them, “Do you desire to be perfect?” “Oh yes,” they will answer, “I want to be, but I am 

not.” 

Now this is all nonsense - whoever expected they would be? There is no great 

perfection expected from novices. When people see a very perfect novice always doing 

and saying the right thing, and never making a mistake, they are very glad - but they are 

at the same time very much surprised, and this is the surest sign that it is unexpected, for 

people are not surprised at an ordinary occurrence. For instance, the sun rises every 

morning and gives its light, and no one is surprised, but on the contrary everyone would 

be very much surprised if it did not. But with novices’ perfection, all that is looked for 

in them is the desire. 

When I see one of these perfect novices always doing everything right, I sigh for 

her and tremble, for the most important part of her perfection is in danger, and that is 

her humility. Once that fails all her other virtues are of no use. I could answer for the 

perfection of anyone that would have these two things; goodwill, and humility, and I 
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would promise to do for her what I cannot do for myself, make her a saint and a great 

saint too. I would not care what were her faults or disposition, if she has goodwill or 

desire of perfection, there is no degree she may not aspire to, with humility as the 

foundation. Now if I had a revelation (which I should be sorry to have) about a person 

desiring to enter religion that her goodwill should never fail her, I would say, “Oh let 

her come by all means, let her come at once.” 

I have had to do with a great many persons during my religious life - of different 

dispositions, hot-tempered, sulky, active, lazy, over-anxious, and easy-going persons - 

but as long as they had goodwill and humility they advanced steadily in perfection when 

either of these failed - goodbye to their perseverance. People may say it was this, it was 

that - caused them to leave religion, but believe me, it was none of these things. It was 

that they were wanting in either of these two virtues, either they did not desire to 

advance or they had not humility to bear their trials. 

Perfection cannot be gained all at once - at least it rarely can; that gained by slow 

degrees is the most solid. You wish to set seeds so as to have beautiful flowers. If you 

do not want to wait a very long time, you will set annuals, say in the spring, and the 

following summer you have a lovely plant bearing brilliant blooms. But then when the 

summer passes away, these plants wither away too, and if you want to have more 

flowers next summer you must set your seeds again. But suppose you have a little more 

patience and desire to have something more lasting, for instance, the beautiful fragrant 

rose. You have only a little seed. You put it down in the earth and next year we go to 

look how it is getting on. We find a tiny plant not an inch from the ground. We go again 

the next year. Perhaps it has grown another inch or two, but still no sign of any flowers. 

After five years, just about the time of your novitiate, you may be able to gather five or 

seven. Each year it will increase in strength and beauty and bear more beautiful flowers. 

Even after we have finished our short life it will stand firm so long as it gets water and a 

little care. 

So do you need the water of grace? If you are faithful that will never be wanting 

to you. Do not be thinking you must be perfect in a day. You will have faults all through 

your novitiate, maybe for many a long day after your profession. The only essential is 

that you have the real earnest desire to overcome these faults, and humility to bear them 

- for it is a very humiliating thing to be always doing wrong. It would show very little 

humility to get discouraged and give up because you could not be as perfect as you 

wanted. 
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I remember a person coming to me once and saying, that not finding herself 

perfect she concluded she had no vocation. Did you ever hear such nonsense - because 

she did not find herself perfect she thought she had no vocation! 

Strive to have that true humility that is the foundation of the edifice - the root of 

the tree of perfection. We know very well what the root of the tree is. It is nothing very 

beautiful. It is hidden away under the earth. But as long as that is sound, the tree will 

stand firm and bear flowers and fruit, while if that decays the tree soon follows. If only 

some little fibres of the root were sound it would be better to cut all the rest away, then 

the tree might be saved. In the same way, the edifice, though it may be a beautiful 

mansion, richly ornamented both within and without and admired by all who see it; 

when a day of storms comes, if the foundation be not sure, woe to the mansion - it will 

be nothing but a heap of ruins when the storm is passed. 

If you are not suited to the religious life your superiors will not be slow to find 

out, and indeed it would be a sad day for you if you were obliged to leave Our Lord’s 

house - but I hope that may never be the case. 

 

ON MORTIFICATION 

“My dear Sisters, 

Mortification is a very necessary thing and your rules on this point are so precious 

that you have scarcely anything to do but to follow them. However, through want of 

thought and reflection we often let pass many little opportunities of mortification; so it 

is well to get a right understanding on this point. 

The very name of mortification shows it is something which everyone would 

naturally shrink from. Some seculars say, “Oh it is only religious and saints that practice 

mortification. They are continually doing hard penances and denying themselves. But as 

for me, I couldn’t go in for that kind of life”. They acknowledge that if we want to be 

saints, we must mortify ourselves. St. Ignatius used to say when anyone remarked that 

such a brother, or such a father, was a saint, “He will be one if he mortifies himself,” 

and never was said a truer word. 

Let us see what mortifications a good nun practises. She rises when perhaps she 

would like very much to stay in bed. She goes to bed when she would rather stay up. 

She eats when perhaps she does not feel inclined, and she does not eat when she is 

inclined. She gets through her ordinary duties at regular hours. She makes a meditation 

or spiritual lecture when she has no wish for it at all. She practises a little corporal 
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mortification but always under the mild direction of a confessor or superior, who 

scarcely ever allows as much in this respect as the person’s fervour urges her to seek. 

And this I think is about the sum total of the mortification of a fervent religious. 

Well, now let us look at a worldling, a thorough worldling. See all they go 

through for their pleasure. If they did half that for their souls, see the merit they would 

have, and they would be looked on as saints. I had a letter the other day from one of our 

old pupils. She said she would give anything for a sleep such as she used to have in the 

convent long ago, but she couldn’t, and then she was at Mass yawning until she was 

ashamed, and had to go into a bench by herself. There is the life of a worldling, out 

night after night, four or five nights in every week until she is tired out. Then she says, 

“Tonight I will have a good night’s rest”. But no, she can’t; it will be said to her, “There 

is such a place, such a dance to go to, you must accept that invitation”. She may say, 

“Well, really I do not feel able to go, I know I won’t enjoy myself, for I am too tired”. 

But then she must go or offend her friends. Is this no suffering? There she will again 

lose her night’s rest. 

Why, if one of you were to be sent to dry rub the passage till eleven or twelve 

o’clock you would think you were very much to be pitied - and perhaps you would be, 

but dry rubbing would be light work compared with what that poor child of the world 

has to go through. She goes off to that ball when she ought to be going to her bed. Her 

first sight of the ballroom is perhaps one of bitter disappointment. She sees she is 

eclipsed, as her dress is exactly copied by someone that she would not for worlds be 

dressed like. Then through the evening she meets people she did not want to see, she 

has to dance when she does not want to, and cannot dance when she does want to. 

Perhaps she has a sick headache or a toothache, and here she is obliged to stay on till the 

small hours of the morning. And what has she after all this? She may have some little 

passing pleasure, but what is it compared with all the agonies she has been undergoing? 

And suppose she was not tired and had been looking forward to the pleasure for some 

time, and really had all the enjoyment she expected - what remorse came afterwards for 

lost time and many a prick of conscience if she had no other end in view but her own 

pleasure. If she were a woman who went more through a sense of duty she owed to 

Society, there might be some little consolation. 

Then again, there is no joy in the sacrifices that are made for our own pleasure; 

but look at the joy of a mortified religious. It is a common saying that there is no laugh 

like that of a monk or a child; a child because of the innocent heart, the monk on 
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account of the mortified spirit. Did you ever hear the hearty laugh of a real child, so full 

of mirth and happiness; and the laugh, too, of a mortified religious? It is a mistake to 

think that those who go in for great mortification are sad or morose. Look at the most 

austere orders; they have always been remarkable for their spirit of joy. On the contrary, 

it is a sign of a want of mortification to see a sad or dejected looking person - unless 

caused by sickness, then of course there might be a reason for lowness of spirits. 

Otherwise, if a Sister came to me and complained of being sad; I would say, “Dear 

Sister go and practise some mortification, then come back to me, I promise you, you 

will be in better spirits”. When I was a young girl and could do as I liked, I used to try 

fasting now and again, and I have never since had such a good appetite as I had then. I 

looked upon a piece of dry bread as something to be relished. 

 

ON THE FEAST OF ALL SAINTS. 

(After reading an extract from a Sermon). 

“My dear Sisters, 

The rest of this beautiful sermon goes mainly to prove first, that the Saints in 

Heaven take a very great interest in our spiritual welfare, second, that we have the 

privilege and right to claim their intercession. Now we have no need of argument to 

prove this, for we know and believe it fully. It is to the first part of this discourse that I 

wish to draw your attention: The Imitation of the Saints. Now there is no question but 

that God means all of us to be saints. He had no other end in view in calling us aside 

from the world into His own holy house, where we are as it were, always face to face 

with Himself in our little chapel. 

“God is wonderful in His Saints.” Of how few there are who really, earnestly, 

strive after sanctity, who make it the business of their lives! The ordinary Christian 

living in the world, never thinks of God save on Sunday morning to go to Mass, and for 

a moment or two twice a day at morning and evening prayers, and perhaps with 

numberless distractions and hardly a real thought of God. For when there is no 

contemplation of God in holy meditation, there cannot be a realisation of His Presence, 

and to such a person meditation is unknown. Yet this Christian has the intention of 

serving God, tries to avoid sin (mortal sin), not to do anything very wrong. And for this 

sort of service, our good God, in His loving mercy, has promised a reward. Well we 

know He Himself has told us “In My Father’s house there are many mansions”, and it 

will probably be some of the lower places so to speak, that will be bestowed on such 
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souls. 

But for religious; Oh! Our Lord will not be satisfied with such a middling service 

from those chosen souls. They must strive after the perfection of their souls and follow 

Him. But how? Our Lord answers, “If anyone will come after Me, let him take up his 

cross and follow Me”. These three things are what are necessary. We must will our 

perfection with a strength and determination of will to overcome every obstacle that we 

shall meet in our journey to Heaven and we shall meet with difficulties. No one ever 

travelled that narrow path and found it strewn with roses. No, it is a painful uphill 

journey, and we must persevere steadily unto the end. Our Lord says: “Be thou faithful 

until death and I will give you the crown of life”. Oh! How lovely is that crown! Is it 

not worth struggling for! 

Then after willing our sanctification (for good desires are but little use if they do 

not produce fruit in actions) we must take up our cross - our daily cross - and lovingly 

bear it. And then we must follow Our Lord as all the saints have done by imitating His 

Virtues. 

It seems to me it would be a very suitable exercise for this feast if each one when 

kneeling before Our Lord in the Blessed Sacrament, would spend some time in thinking 

of the many special graces God has given her, to enable her to become a saint. Such a 

reflection cannot fail to fill her heart with love for God, for there is no one here on 

whom He has not bestowed many special graces. Then turn to yourself and ask yourself 

what return have you made Him? Certainly it is not because God has been wanting in 

generosity to you. What then is it? Let each one ask her own heart and her Guardian 

Angel will surely whisper sweetly in her ear the reason of her want of success. 

With some religious the great obstacle to their progress in the way of sanctity is a 

sort of indifference - a want of earnestness. They are content to live securely in religion, 

sheltered from the dangers of the world, and going through their duties with more or 

less success. They have, of course, always an intention of pleasing God, but without that 

active earnest determination to advance despite every obstacle, striving by a perfect 

beauty and purity of soul to please Him daily more and more. Ah yes, it must be daily, 

hourly, that we strive with all our strength to become more and more fervent in God’s 

service. How well imbued with this spirit was that great servant of God, St. Teresa. 

What was her first thought on waking? “My God I rejoice to have another day wherein 

to serve Thee more perfectly than I did before, for there is no one in this world that has 

so great a love for God but that it is capable of being made more perfect”. And when 
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night came, did St. Teresa take any complacency in the day just passed, so full of good 

works? Oh no! Her only thought was that another day had passed, and that she was a 

day nearer to the possession of God: and so she was, and to her canonisation. 

Then again the obstacle with some religious, springs from pride - a spirit that 

revolts at the entire subjection of the will by humble submission to obedience, and is 

inclined to be obstinate and self-opinionated. If this should be the difficulty, resolve to 

surmount it. You know what St. Ignatius thought of this virtue of obedience - he knew 

by divine inspiration that obedience founded on humility was better than all other 

austerities. Obedience is better than sacrifice because it is in itself the most perfect of 

holocausts. 

Whatever each one finds to be the particular obstacle to her sanctification, let her 

resolve now, today, with the assistance of God’s grace (for of ourselves we can do 

nothing whatever) to entirely overcome it, and to let nothing come between her soul and 

God. If you feel wanting in courage, think of the saints, of their difficulties and trials, 

and of the generosity with which they braved every danger that they might arrive at the 

possession of God, whom they so ardently loved. And let not your resolutions be but for 

today, or for any other special festival. Let their force and efficacy appear in your 

ordinary actions, in your daily life such as begins on Monday morning. And so 

throughout the week until it ends and another begins - for such as your day, so your life 

will be. Days pass into weeks, and weeks into years, and so on to the end, when you 

will be called on for your account - and who knows but that may be some Monday or 

Tuesday morning of ordinary life! 

It will fare badly with those religious who go on to the end in a careless way. 

Many a mother in the world living patiently in the midst of family cares and troubles 

will shame the daughter who left all to follow Christ. Many a poor worldling intoxicated 

by the follies and vanities or the world, and fallen into sin, but who afterwards touched 

by remorse has repaired the past by a penitential life, and by accepting resignedly the 

crosses God has in mercy sent her for her purification, will shame the religious, who, 

called by God in her youth, before she comparatively speaking, knew aught of the 

world, yet has led a tepid life, careless of the higher perfection to which she should have 

tended with all her strength. 

Let not that be the fate of any of you, dear Sisters, but let us earnestly endeavour 

to walk in the foot-steps of the Saints. They will charitably help us by their intercession, 

for we may be quite sure there are no souls in whose welfare the saints of God are more 
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interested than in those of religious - who by their separation from the world have made 

profession of being imitators of them, as they were of Christ. They will assuredly obtain 

for us perseverance to the end, when they will gladly lead us to share their everlasting 

joy, and to receive our crown from the hands of Our Lord and Spouse, if only 

henceforth we serve God with a constant, generous will, and fervent, loving heart.” 

 

THE NEW YEAR. 1888. 

“My dear Sisters, 

This is our first meeting this year - what shall I say to you? Well, I think I could 

not find a more important subject for an exhortation, than the importance of a good 

beginning. This year there happens what will generally occur only once in 111 years, 

viz: three figures alike in the date. Let us see what lessons we can learn from this 

circumstance. Let us look back to the last time it happened. In 1777, where were we and 

what were we? We were non-entities except in the loving designs of God. In 1888 what 

are we? We still should be non-entities in our own eyes at all events, whatever we may 

be in the eyes of God. In 1999, where shall we be? It just depends on ourselves, whether 

we shall be in Heaven or only on the road. I trust we shall be in Heaven, but we may be 

preparing a very long delay on the way, if we are not generous lovers of the cross.” 

 

SELF DENIAL AND THE INTERIOR SPIRIT 

LENT. 1888. 

“My dear Sisters, 

We are now entering on a most holy season, a time when, if we are in earnest, 

we may lay up for ourselves treasures of merit and grace. What is the spirit in which we 

should spend Lent? The Church has never at any time thought much of a little more 

meat or butter. She has always accommodated herself in these minor matters to different 

peoples and circumstances. If we look back to the time of the hermits in the desert we 

shall find that the discipline of the Church was very different from what it is at present, 

and if we think of all the nations that compose the empire of the Church, we shall see 

that no two of them are obliged to observe the same regulations in those matters. But the 

spirit of the Church, a spirit of penance is the same always and everywhere. “Unless ye 

do penance, ye shall all likewise perish.” This is a terrible saying to poor worldlings 

who fear the very name of penance or suffering. But for you, you who are called to a 

life of penance, what should be your spirit?” You belong to an Institute which for the 
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past 200 years, laboured and suffered for Christ. You are called on to follow in the 

footsteps of those who have gone before, in the footsteps of Our Lord, in union with 

Him, and in reparation to Him for His Passion. 

But then you may ask me - “Am I never to do anything that will give me 

satisfaction? The whole day long must I be doing what I do not like?” No, for to the 

soul that gives itself up generously to work for the good God, He gives pleasure and joy 

in the abundance of His consolation. “Take My yoke upon you - for My yoke is sweet 

and My burden light.” 

It is a fact well known from experience that no one in the world has so much joy 

and happiness as the mortified religious. This is the hundredfold promised by Our Lord 

- “Amen I say to you, you shall have a hundredfold in this life and the Kingdom of 

Heaven”. 

Mortification is not a pleasant subject. It has not that aroma about it that many 

other virtues have - like the perfume of flowers exhaled in the sunshine, but it has the 

perfume of incense brought out by the fire of love, and it is absolutely necessary for our 

salvation. 

The necessary accompaniment to this virtue is a true interior spirit which is, as it 

were, the roof to the spiritual edifice of our sanctification. If we have a house with 

strong walls we are safe from wild beasts, robbers, etc., but strong walls are not 

sufficient for comfort. If we have no roof we are exposed to all the fury of the elements, 

rain and cold, so the interior spirit is to mortification what the roof is to the house. Let 

us seek God as do those princes of the heavenly court, who continually see the Face of 

God even while intently occupied with the care of men. Now “to see the Face of God” is 

to enjoy the happiness of Heaven; he fulfils his charge with infinite joy and satisfaction 

because “he sees the Face of God”. That is the point. Let us see the Face of God, see 

Him in all we do, seek nothing but the accomplishment of His Divine Will, and like the 

Apostle, forgetting the things that are past, press ever forward, with our whole hearts 

and generously devote ourselves to Our Lord - and then we shall indeed enjoy the 

hundredfold here, and the Kingdom hereafter”. 

 

LETTER TO THE NOVICES WRITTEN IN LORETO CONVERT, 

ALBERT PARK. JULY, 1889. 

“My dearest children of and in St. Joseph’s Novitiate, 

All your welcome and affectionate letters are here before me on the table, and I 
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would dearly like to reply to each in particular, but such an attempt would be beyond 

my power in the way of time, - so, you will all take this little letter as if it were 

addressed to each one separately. All your letters were interesting to me, some 

particularly so, - but I am not going to say which these were, for I quite agree with dear 

Mother M. Stanislaus in thinking nothing so useful and necessary as little acts of self-

denial and mortification, particularly of curiosity. That reminds me to ask, if you ever 

took as a Particular Examen, for a week or so, Faults of Curiosity, in thought, word and 

deed? - being careful at the same time to avoid minding anyone else’s business, but 

your own. If ever you did this earnestly I can understand how surprised you felt at 

yourself, and if as yet you did not make this Examen, I can promise you there are many 

surprises in store for you! From the accounts we get down here of Ballarat weather, I 

should not be surprised on my return to be welcomed by a number of beautiful icicles 

with veils and caps on! - Only that I hope the warmth and fervour under the veils and 

caps would be capable of melting any amount of ice or frost. Indeed, the love of God 

can throw a halo of sunshine over the darkest and coldest day. Don’t you think so my 

little Sisters? I am sure you do, for, you all seem to appreciate God’s love for you in 

having chosen you out of the world to be “His Own”, and His Blessed Mother’s too. I 

was speaking to a young lady lately, one of the world’s favourites, but against her will - 

and she said to me, she often wondered people did not rise in a solid mass and rush into 

the convents out of the misery of the world! I replied, it was most fortunate they did not, 

- as few Communities would be prepared to receive such an avalanche of Postulants. St. 

Francis de Sales says somewhere, about all the world scaling the walls of convents if 

the world knew the true and solid happiness to be found in a truly Religious Life. Yet, a 

true Religious Life is one of Poverty, Humility and Mortification; one where Prayer and 

Charity go hand in hand all day. You know pretty well how the dear Institute progresses 

in Melbourne by hearing of the work of the Sisters. Already, thank God a good 

impression is seen and felt in the school; when a larger circle comes under their 

influence, this will be more widely felt, please God. Yet, I cannot but think it a most 

fortunate thing to begin with a small number, it is so much easier to train them 

individually and then these become Trainers in Co. with you (oddly expressed, but you 

know what I mean). To make yourself really helpful on the Missions when your 

Novitiate is ended, if it ever can be said to be ended, you must, besides being a real, 

genuine good Religious, try to be many-handed, many-sided, - What? How? Well these 

newly coined words mean to be able to do many useful things, none of then perhaps 
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requiring much talent or cleverness, - but earnestness - neatness - steadiness, above all 

goodwill and the “great genius of painstaking effort”. A many-sided character is capable 

of great things, and little ones too - because a lively interest is taken in various things, 

often quite opposite, - as Science and children’s amusements, Housekeeping and 

Gardening - Cooking and Painting - Needlework and Literature - Pupil’s Manners, etc. - 

and their Spiritual Progress, etc. Make sure of one thing, don’t set out to live for 

yourself alone - nor try to travel to Heaven “solo”. “A Goodly Company” seen and 

unseen will help you on the way. The Post has just come, and with it photos of dear 

Mary’s Mount which I am glad to see and letters about the House and Lands which I am 

not so glad to see, as they are a little disappointing but all for the better yet, please God. 

Continue to pray and believe me ever. 

Your affectionate Mother in Jesus and Mary, 

M.J. Gonzaga I.B.V.M. 

A later letter: 

“Welcome out of retreat, my dear Novice-children. I am sure you feel renovated 

in spirit to serve Our Lord with renewed love and fervour. He is so good and loving, so 

generous and kind, that even when doing our very best, it seems so poor a thing. But He 

values the widow’s mite, and has a reward for the cup of cold water. It is not what we 

really do that matters, but what we desire, and are determined to do with His grace and 

our Mother’s help. She will always help her own dear daughters if they love her truly: ‘I 

love those who love me’, Holy Church says of our Mother Mary. 

May God and our Blessed Mother bless you, my dearest children.” 
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MOTHER M. GONZAGA BARRY 

 

CHAPTER 18 

1891 - 1894 

THE HOME FEELING OF MARY’S MOUNT. 

EDUCATIONAL CONGRESSES THERE. 

THE SHADOW OF THE CROSS. 

SYDNEY FOUNDATIONS. 

 

The Midsummer holidays, which sent the boarders of Mary’s Mount home to 

loving parents all over Australia, brought also many members of the various 

communities back to their Mother House where M.M. Gonzaga welcomed them with 

maternal affection. The Annals say of these home-comings: “The Sisters first thought of 

holiday happiness was to go to Rev. Mother’s room, and to pour out to her with full 

hearts all the joys and sorrows, the plans, successes, and the disappointments of the past 

year, to see her smile of approbation, and to hear her gentle words of motherly advice 

and interest. This was the occasion for Mother Mary Gonzaga to inaugurate the 

Educational Congresses in which the Sisters who had proved themselves more than 

usually gifted or proficient in any particular subject were enabled to give to others the 

benefit of their experience. The Conferences were held every morning for several days, 

all the community and novices being present. 

Articles on School Management and methods of teaching various subjects were 

read and discussed, and many lights were thus obtained and resolutions taken for future 

guidance. The following were among the subjects treated at the first Conference in 

1891: Catechism, Religious Instruction, the Sacraments, Scripture History, Sodalities, 

Spiritual Retreats, Method, Programme, Discipline and Order, and How to teach 

Needlework, the paper on which was read by Rev. Mother as an illustration of the 

advantages of Method, and which was rendered the more useful and interesting by her 

preface and various comments throughout the lecture telling her own experiences in 

teaching plain sewing. 

From this time the Educational Congresses formed an integral part of the summer 

vacation. At each conference M.M. Gonzaga presided, introducing each subject and 

summing up each lecture with a crispness of illustration which enlivened the whole! 

Speaking of the necessity of securing the children’s interest and co-operation she 
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narrated an experience of her own when taking up a class, which, in the hands of 

seculars, had acquired a bad reputation for carelessness and laziness. To begin with she 

made the children realise that a clean page of their life’s history had begun and that she 

would judge their characters only by what they produced for her. Then she assured them 

that she would only allow them to do very little at a time, a few lines of poetry or a few 

facts of geography and when they exclaimed that they could do more, she insisted that it 

was not more she wanted but the perfection of that little. “Would you believe it?” she 

said laughing, “The whole time I had care of that class, the only difference of opinion 

was their desire to do more, and mine that they should do less, and the greatest reward 

they could be given was to be allowed to attack a second verse of poetry which was to 

be recited with perfect intonation and enunciation.” 

July of 1891 brought a cross to Rev. Mother in the death of Sister Mary Aloysius 

Thompson, one of the professed Sisters who had come out in 1882 to share the 

missionary work in Australia. 

A circular letter carried the news to all the houses and manifested the good 

Mother’s charity for the dead, and her desire to see it cultivated in her children. 

“My dearest Sisters, 

This month opened with the sign of the cross very visible in the near future. We 

all saw that our dear Sister Mary Aloysius could not remain much longer with us. 

Before the month was a week old, she had gone we trust to a better world where she 

will help us with her prayers, - particularly those who don’t forget her in theirs. This 

reminds me to say I am afraid we are not careful enough about giving our suffrages to 

departed friends whose mortuary cards begging prayers are sent to our convents. I do 

not mean our Sisters, to whom we are bound to give this charity, but all who crave our 

poor prayers. I was much touched by some communities to whom Mortuary notices 

were sent replying almost immediately saying: “All the Sisters have offered their Mass 

and Holy Communion for dear Sister Mary Aloysius”. I thought if a board were put up 

with headings of Masses, Communions, Beads, Various Prayers, under some of the 

Mortuary Notices, it would be interesting to note how soon, and how many devotions, 

would be offered for the Dead. The words of the Imitation often keep sounding in my 

ears. “Do now, beloved, do now all thou canst - - - men will sooner forget thee than 

thou imaginest.” And again, “Thou mayest do many good things when thou art well, but 

when thou art sick, I know not what thou wilt be able to do”. I have always observed 

this in the sick and dying, that either of two things come out very prominently; natural 
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disposition or solid virtue. It is a fact that no one is disposed to be sweet, patient, 

cheerful, mortified, and self-denying, in pain and weakness. But if these virtues have 

been steadily and perseveringly practised in health, and in slight ailments, they will 

shine out in the last illness with merit and edification. But just as a tree must have taken 

deep root to be able to bear the strong wind in a storm, so virtues must be deeply rooted 

to be able to bear the strong hand of Death trying to shake them - better to say to uproot 

them. A dying person once said to me: ‘My prayers are cold, because I feel Our Lord so 

far away from me. I am sorry now I did not learn to speak to Him affectionately and 

more familiarly”. This sentence made me sad for many a day, because I felt it must be 

an awful thing to know you are dying and going to be judged by Our Lord before you 

have tried earnestly to make Him your Friend, felt and conversed with Him as such. 

Think of that beautiful chapter in the Imitation which treats of friendship with Jesus - 

particularly where it says: “Without a friend thou canst not well live, and if Jesus be not 

Thy Friend above all, thou wilt be exceedingly desolate”. And again: “Of all therefore 

that are dear to thee, let Jesus always be thy special beloved”. Let us then, my dearest 

Sisters, learn to speak heart to heart with Our Lord, reverently, of course, yet always 

trustfully, confidingly, lovingly. The same with Our Blessed Mother, St Joseph, our 

good Angel, and the dear Saints who have lived and suffered and died. Then we shall 

not feel lonely on our death bed; we shall feel ourselves surrounded by these most dear 

friends, and we shall long to see them in the land of the living - our Home with God. It 

is a good thing in health to prepare for sickness; when we are sick we often think of 

what we will do when we are well, but when we are well we do not think enough of 

what we will do when we are sick, and it would be a useful meditation sometimes. We 

could also use slight pains and aches for practice. Our dear Sister Mary Aloysius edified 

us all very much by her patience, resignation and even cheerfulness. She showed great 

courage too, as naturally she had a dread of death; yet hers was the most tranquil, 

peaceful, and gentle departure I have ever witnessed. Death is truly an echo of life R.I.P. 

Let us live like Saints that we may die like Saints, and often pray that God may send 

saints into the Institute of His Blessed Mother.” 

In 1891, Mother Mary Gonzaga was anxious to begin a Foundation in Sydney 

where she was invited by His Eminence, Cardinal Moran and many friends, who 

expressed the most ardent desire to have a house of the Institute there. Randwick was 
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recommended as “the healthiest suburb of Sydney, where you are bound to succeed”92. 

A small house, “Selbourne”, on Coogee Bay, was secured to serve as a temporary 

convent until a more suitable place could be obtained. Rev. Mother of course consulted 

Dr. Moore about the undertaking, and it is only fair to reproduce part of his fatherly 

letter showing how completely he had been won to her views as to the advantages of 

‘fresh woods and pastures new’.  

“I would not recommend you to go to Sydney by train, it is a terrible journey. 

There is a P. & O. Steamer going, on Monday I think, and you would be much benefited 

by the sea trip. I am sending you over today the little oil painting of the late Bishop (Dr. 

O’Connor). 

Wishing you a pleasant trip and every blessing”. 

Cardinal Moran’s letter of welcome speaks for itself: 

“My dear Mother Mary Gonzaga, 

It affords me great pleasure to give formal approval to your establishing a Loreto 

Convent in the Diocese of Sydney, and I beg to assure you that your devoted Sisters 

coming to aid in the great work of religious Education will receive a most cordial 

welcome from myself, our clergy, and Catholic citizens. I fully approve also of your 

selecting Randwick for making a commencement of your educational Institution 

amongst us. In the course of time I hope that many other branch convents may be 

multiplied in the colony for the glory of God, and the honour of Our Blessed Lady. I 

pray you to convey to Mother General at Rathfarnham the sincere expression of my 

thanks, and my deep indebtedness to her for permitting your good Sisters to come to 

labour in this missionary field amongst us. 

Wishing yourself and companions every blessing, 

I remain yours in Christ, 

Patrick Francis Cardinal Moran, Archbishop of Sydney.”93 

In the following January 1892, the new community, five in number, arrived in 

Sydney on the S.S. “Austral”, Mother Gonzaga having preceded them in her motherly 

anxiety to have everything prepared for their reception. She wrote from there telling of 

the ready sympathy of many devoted friends, and the fatherly kindness of the Cardinal. 

A diary dealing in the little things which made up family life was kept and sent on 
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to the other communities. A few extracts will illustrate the good relations which existed 

between the hierarchy and the new foundation. 

 “Dr. Higgins came, a true friend of Loreto. He told me how it came about that we 

were invited to Sydney. One day speaking to the Cardinal he asked him had he ever 

invited the Loreto Nuns to come to Sydney. The Cardinal answered, “No”. “Well,” said 

Dr. Higgins - “If your Eminence were to ask them, I am sure they would come”. 

Whereupon the Cardinal said, “You write and invite them”. “It may seem strange” went 

on Dr. Higgins to us, “but I felt lonely without the Loreto Nuns”. 

Our little Mother very tired, and for a wonder longing for bed. 

The Cardinal’s carriage drove up unexpectedly. We already had five visitors in 

our only furnished room. They had to retire to the next room (unfurnished) carrying 

chairs with them. We then received the Cardinal who could not have been nicer, kinder 

or more fatherly. He settled everything, and gave permission to have all as at Ballarat. 

We discovered that in our grounds we have cuckoos and Laughing Jackasses 

(Kookaburras). It was droll to hear five or six of these hilarious birds laughing together, 

like a merry set of human beings. We found in the garden several odd-looking trees, 

which were new to us. The bottle brush is hung with bottles, or something very like 

them - the hibiscus has magnificent scarlet flowers, each as big as a breakfast cup. 

There are banana plants, lemon and fig trees. The fernery needs arranging, and will be 

beautiful when in order. The cuckoo is the first bird heard every morning. 

Forgot to say the little Mother arranged we were to go as pilgrims to take 

possession of our new home, walking two and two and saying the Rosary. We sent all 

the baggage we could in a cab with a very careful and cautious man. Rev. Mother and 

Mrs Walsh our friend and benefactor, leading the way, we following began the Beads. 

Before we got to end of terrace two Priests came forward and two other visitors. They 

were invited to join the pilgrimage and did so. We must have looked a formidable party. 

Arrived and found luggage had come and been taken away again. Cautious man did not 

understand, and would not leave goods till there was someone to receive them. Mrs 

Walsh sent for all we wanted, and we were left to enjoy ourselves alone. Steps heard 

coming up to the door. Enter Dr. O’Haran carrying a new Mass book for us; he looked 

very tired. Settled at 8 o’clock for the Cardinal’s Mass on Thursday, 21st. Rev. Mother 

looks so happy getting ready for the great day. Altar frame carried upstairs, white silk 

antependium to be made before tomorrow; silver lamb in centre. It will be lovely when 

we have Our Lord in our midst, and the house blessed. Our little Mother was mounted 
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on top of altar draping the picture of the Sacred Heart when I got up from tea. She must 

have made a rush.  

Thursday 21st: There was a cross prepared for us to bless the day. When I went 

into our poor little Mother’s room I found her very sick - came to her after breakfast and 

found her no better. At 8 o’clock the Cardinal drove in with Dr. O’Haran and two other 

Priests in attendance. The Cardinal beamed and said, “I am so glad to see Loreto 

established here”. After breakfast the Cardinal walked round the grounds and took great 

interest in everything. He regretted he could not see our Mother, and said he would pay 

her a visit on Saturday, and that we could take boarders if it suited us to do so. Settled 

chaplain and confessor.” 

On the feast of St. Agnes the first Mass was said, Rev. Mother remarking that the 

dear little martyr seemed to take a personal interest in the new foundation. She herself 

was suffering acutely at the time. Writing to one of the Sisters for the feast of St. Agnes 

six years later, the memory drew from her the brief reference and wish - “I’ll never 

forget my first St. Agnes in New South Wales! May your feast be very unlike it in every 

way, prays your affectionate Mother”. 

The diary continues: 

“Friday 22nd. Our kind friend Fr. Treand said Mass, and brought with him a large 

picture of Our Lady of the Sacred Heart and four smaller ones, as presents. Our wee 

Mother better today, thank God, and able to eat. The Walsh family formed part of 

congregation for Cardinal’s Mass. Mr Walsh sent poultry also two cows and feed for 

them for a couple of months. They are truly kind friends”.94 

This diary was supplemented by a letter from Mother Gonzaga: 

“My dearest Mothers and Sisters, 

Lest you should think me defunct I add a few words to dear Mother Mary 

Aloysius’ interesting diary, although she has left me nothing to tell you about our 

doings here. All your dear letters were a joy to my heart and I hope to reply soon D.V. I 

wish so much our Sisters here had some specimens of kindergarten work. Not one have 

we, and I thought with your great charity you would only be glad to do a good work for 

those in distress and poverty. So will you spend some of your leisure(!) in doing it? If 

all who can made one thing we would have a nice collection. And I want an honourable 

loan - the book done for my feast, the big album.” Squeezed into the tiniest corner was 
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the ending. “I must stop now for obvious reasons, and 

10,000 loves to all.”95 

It was not long before the inconveniences, incident to 

this humble beginning forced the Sisters, as in the 

Melbourne foundation, to seek another temporary refuge 

before building a permanent house.  When approving of the removal Rev. Mother 

remarked that the Holy House did not settle down until the third time, so that in both 

foundations this might rather be a subject of congratulation than despondency. This 

proved to be the case, for the third move to Hornsby, afterwards Normanhurst, brought 

with it great happiness. The opening of the school for the second time at Aston Hall, 

Randwick (in June 1892) again brought Mother Mary 

Gonzaga from Ballarat, for “journeyings often”, though 

sometimes involving great fatigue, never prevented her 

personal superintendence of the wellbeing of her children. 

A second welcome from the “princely Cardinal” 

awaited her. 

“We shall always be most happy to welcome you to Sydney, and the more 

frequently you come the more welcome you will be. The Sisters at Randwick appear to 

have selected the first Sunday of September for the blessing of the Convent. I paid them 

a visit yesterday afternoon and I am happy to say Our Lady is taking good care of them, 

and making everything joyous and bright at her new home.” And later, “I am in 

manifold ways in your debt, especially for your many greetings and kind prayers on the 

feasts of the past few months. I should have written to thank you and your excellent 

communities for all this kindness, but that I know that an old Cardinal will easily 

receive forgiveness from you, and from all the devoted Sisters. During the past months 

we have all been as busy as bees in Sydney, and it is very consoling to find that the 

work of our Divine Master is making progress on every side. We owe a great deal of 

this abounding spiritual fruitfulness to the fervent prayers and self-sacrifice of our 

religious communities, and the excellent education they give to the children. I am 

confident they will have a rich reward”.96 

When preliminaries had been arranged in Sydney, Rev. Mother returned to 

Ballarat in time to witness the success of the University Extension Lectures given in 

                                                 
95 Ibid. 
96 Series 211 Item 71, Cardinal to Gonzaga Barry, 16 Aug. 1992, Loreto Province Archives Ballarat. 
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Mary’s Mount by Professor Morris.*97 

She refers to them in her letter to the children. 

“Loreto Abbey, 

Mary’s Mount, 

Ballarat. 

17 March, 1892 

My dearest children, 

Last November, when it was fondly hoped the “Eucalyptus Blossoms” would 

have been in full bloom by Christmas, I wrote part of my letter to you, but on reading it 

over now, I find it looks so like ancient History, that I put it in the waste paper basket, 

where perhaps it would have been well if I had put many a letter I posted. Who has 

written many letters and not regretted some! Although this remembrance should teach 

us prudence, as whatever is written remains, however circumstances or even ourselves 

may change, yet it should not check the spontaneous expression of sincere friendship, 

which is the greatest solace of absent friends. I don’t think I ever regretted any letter 

written to my dear children - even when I had to pain them a bit by talking very plainly 

to them; somehow they always took it well, because they felt it came from a heart that 

loved them even when it blamed, and from one who had their true interest and 

wellbeing at heart. 

And now that I have begun to talk of letters, let me say a few words about young 

girl’s letters - how many thousands of them I must have seen, as considerably over two 

hundred have passed every month through my hands for a quarter of a century! In a 

former letter I said something about school-girls making their letters interesting to the 

dear ones at home. I shall not refer to them now, but rather to the letters written by girls 

from their own homes to absent friends, - letters which show the heart and soul as 

clearly as a mirror shows a face, innate goodness, sweetness, piety, and purity of heart, 

education, refinement of mind - or alas! Ill nature, bitterness, uncharitableness, 

vulgarity, unkind remarks and the use of slang phrases! I can imagine you now, with a 

look of surprise, lay down your book and say - “Surely Rev. Mother does not mean that 

she ever gets anything so - so awful as slang in her Australian girl’s letters”. Well, no, 

perhaps she never gets such vulgarity in letters addressed directly to herself - but she 

wishes she might be as sure with regard to letters addressed to others. 

                                                 
97 Professor E. Morris, M.A.; Litt. D. was Professor of Modern Languages in the University of Melbourne. The University 
Extension Lectures were only begun in Victoria in 1891 - in Sydney not until  1892. 
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Now, my dearest children, I will ask you, for love of Our dear Lord and your 

Immaculate Mother, to make a few resolutions regarding your letters, and if you 

observe them faithfully you will have reason to rejoice, save yourself many regrets, and 

I shall be proud of my old children’s letters whenever or wherever I may see them. 1st. 

Never write an unkind or sarcastic remark of anyone - if you live long, you will 

probably alter your judgment and regret it; if you die soon you will probably suffer for 

it in Purgatory, as you may not have had the time to repair the injury. 2nd. never write 

silly, vulgar, or slang expressions. It is a small mind, or poor education that cannot 

express itself without them. I won’t tell you what not to say, lest you should have to 

accuse me of writing what I censure; besides slang is a hydra, ever changing its heads. 

3rd. Never write a letter to anyone that would make you feel sorry or ashamed if it fell 

into the hands of those you respect and whose esteem you value. My dearest children, if 

you knew all I know of the pain, shame, and misery young girls have gone through on 

account of thoughtless, silly letters, that ought never have been written, you would not 

think I make too much of them. You may remember the little practice recommended in 

one of your school sodalities, to put your letter on Our Blessed Lady’s Altar, or before 

her statue, or to show it to your good angel, ever at your side; before posting it, just read 

it over to that dear friend first. And that reminds me to say, try to read your letter over 

before posting it - an advice I do not always follow myself, but sometimes when I have 

done so, I have felt amazed that the omission of a little word changed the whole 

meaning of a sentence. 

The interesting University Extension Lectures that you have the pleasure of 

listening to at present in Mary’s Mount deal forcibly with that period of literature when 

poets emancipated themselves from the stiff, high flown style of the classicists, which 

was often pedantic and unusual, and sought true poetry in the simple grandeur of nature, 

and found it in little things as well as in great - in the wild flower of the field, and the 

tiny brook, as well as in the lofty mountains and mighty rivers, in the little child and 

humble peasant, as in the hero and prince. So, dear children, you will try to emancipate 

yourselves from the artificial thraldom of mere fashion. Let your thoughts, principles, 

words and acts be elevated to whatever is true, noble, and beautiful, because real. 

Nothing is beautiful that is not true. Shun affectation and imitation of others, study and 

strive to improve yourselves, and then be your town true selves. If people took half the 

pains to improve themselves that they take to be like other people whose manners and 

ways they affect, the world would be much better for having more original and genuine 
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types of nobility. We may be truly noble without a high sounding title; as one of the 

poets you have been studying says: “Rank is but the guinea stamp” - character and high 

principles are “the gowd for all that”. The lectures on literature will help you, if like 

these poets of truth whom you have been studying, you too, “dare to be true”. 

Inaugurate first in your own hearts, then in your homes, a “movement” that tends ever 

upwards to whatever is true, whatever is pure, whatever is good here on earth - until the 

time comes when we may cease from our labours, and rise to a better, truer, brighter 

world where God, who is Truth, will reward us. I may not in this letter as usual wish 

you a happy Christmas, as that joyous season is past, but the New Year is still young, 

and I may wish and pray for all graces from our Heavenly Father for each of you, to 

enable you to serve and please Him during every day and hour to its close, and may the 

last day of 1892 find you well and happy - 365 times better than on the first day of this 

year of grace. You know better is a comparative of good, so I believe if you be good at 

the beginning, you will be better at the end, and if you progress thus year by year, you 

will be making ready for the best of all, the entering on the eternal years, when together, 

we shall rejoice forever in the presence of our good God, with all those we loved on 

earth, but parted from for a little while. Oh! How little it will seem in Heaven! Pray, 

dearest children, for 

Your affectionate Old Mother in J.C., 

Mary J. Gonzaga I.B.V.M.98 

Her advice to the children on letter writing is supplemented by some remarks on 

the same subject in a letter written to one of her own Nuns: “I must congratulate you in 

making such progress in the letter writing of late; there is really nothing like practice for 

it, and nothing grows upon us so rapidly as a non-writing spirit. If I am a day without 

writing I have to drag myself to the desk as a penance. But one thing you young people 

should be very careful about is - dating letters; I have several now before me, and not a 

date on one of them, I must guess when they were written. Impress this little fact on 

children - the utility and necessity of dating letters and all written documents.”99 

Some letters to the Sydney house show her interest in the new Loreto: “Your 

boarding school is progressing in true Sydney fashion, slow and sure, probably the best 

                                                 
98 ‘A Mother’s Letter to Her Children’, ‘Eucalyptus Blossoms’ 1891. 
99 Series 210 item 197, Gonzaga Barry to Cecilia Hurley, 5 Aug. 1892, Loreto Province Archives 
Ballarat. 
The reader will be reminded of St. Teresa’s letter of 19th November, 1576, to the Prioress of Seville whom she scolds for writing 
her dates at full “perhaps to hide her bad figures” and begs for less Latin in her letters; “Heaven preserve my Nuns from being 
Latinists - they must be simple, and not rhetoricians”. 
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way. I hope the Angels looking down will rejoice with you to see another “Holy House 

of Loreto” founded and flourishing. You will smile at the idea of a flourishing house. 

But, my dear Sisters, we do not need a large community and school with success and 

riches to make a religious house flourish; rather a few fervent souls aiming at perfection 

and only anxious to please Our Divine Lord and good Master. Have great zeal, much 

humility, and love for God and our neighbour, unbounded trust in Him and in our 

Blessed Mother, then all things are sure to go on well and succeed in the truest and 

highest sense of the word. I was glad to see an increase in the Sydney Children of Mary. 

Dr. Carr came to Albert Park today for the reception of nine. He gave the Ladies a 

beautiful sermon on “Women’s Privileges” and then gave Benediction assisted by Dr. 

Graber and Father Watson S.J.. Great progress here in every way. Deo Gratias! This 

foundation is a little plant that has not got much encouragement from anyone but from 

God. But God is the best Patron and Protector, and, after Him, our Blessed Mother. I 

went over this morning to the Primary School: twenty five little girls made their First 

Communion at S.S. Peter & Paul’s and breakfasted in the school. Such a breakfast 

table! It was really lovely, worthy of the great feast day. It was the first time the people 

had anything of the kind in South Melbourne. Many said they wished they could make 

their First Communion again, they were so edified at the piety and recollection of the 

little ones. I gave each a medal, Agnus Dei etc., and Dr. Graber blessed a nice statue of 

Our Lady they have got for the school. Then there was a procession. Just got your letter 

full of good news, thank God, with just a touch or shadow of the Cross to show Our 

Dearest Lord does not forget us. How like a kind Father the Cardinal is! May God bless 

him and reward him for his kindness to the little flock of our Blessed Mother”. 

“Holy Thursday, 1893. Portland.  

To all I wish the happiest Easter they have ever spent, and as abundance of holy 

joy to help them to the Easter we all hope to spend in Heaven. I wonder shall we have 

any ‘Branch Houses’ there! Our Lord speaks of many mansions in His Father’s 

beautiful home, but I rather think we shall be all together in Mary’s court, and that she 

will be not only our Queen, but our ‘chief Superior’ and Mother. God grant that we her 

daughters may bear a strong resemblance to her - a family likeness. I was telling the 

Sisters here today they must by their great love and fervour make up to Our Lord for 

being so few and for the coldness of the outer world. Many are quite forgetful that it is 

Holy Thursday, and know not the great Gift He bestowed on us today in the Blessed 

Sacrament. But the little children, God bless them, don’t forget. We had scarcely 
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finished breakfast, when a crowd of little ones were at the hall door, with their hands 

full of flowers, ‘coming to adore Our Lord’. The wee Chapel looks really lovely. I 

seldom saw a more devotional Reposoir. A happy Easter to all, great and small, the 

smaller in your own eyes the greater with God. You will not forget your very small 

Mother in your many prayers this holy time. I never forget you; as I cannot do much 

more for you, I pray for you daily”. 

In a later letter she speaks of missionary friends who had suffered much in 

Northern Australia and the surrounding islands; You really are Our Lady’s most 

favoured children in a spiritual sense, coming so frequently in contact with such holy 

people, and kind too, as all really holy people are, because they are like our dearest 

Lord: - holy Bishops and Priests, Missionaries, martyrs in desire and probably in 

reality.100 It must do you good to see that generous devotedness to God, and rouse up in 

your hearts a desire to imitate them, at least in the daily and difficult martyrdom of 

Religious Life. I would not be in the least surprised to hear you were all desirous of 

getting off to either the Northern Territory or New Guinea. Sr. Bruno would not have 

much cooking to do there, but might be roasted instead herself. But seriously, it must 

lift you up above yourselves and much of the petty miseries of life, and that is so great a 

good I envy you, though I am very, very happy in this quiet little corner. Did I tell you 

the school here is going to be for Juniors only, a school of the Holy child, and of happy 

childhood too, I hope. This place is a Paradise for little ones where they will be 

educated, not crammed. Pray for more, they can be sent from above, I know. I only 

desire those who would be much better here. If you saw how improved the little ones 

are since they came, rosy cheeks, and trying to be as good as gold. If the least 

troublesome, well, “no beach nor dips”, and that’s enough to lay the spirit. I will send 

you our new prospectus.” 

The prospectus was accompanied by a formula composed by Mother Gonzaga for 

the reception of each new child. In it solemnity and simplicity are combined. It refers to 

the ‘Angel Guardian’ who leads the little ones to the altar of the Holy Child, where, in 

presence of the community and children, she responds to a series of questions put by the 

Superior who then formally receives her: “Come, dear child, and offer your heart to 

Jesus. Ask Him to accept you as His own little child, and beg Our Blessed Mother to 

bless and protect you.” Then follow an act of consecration, procession and hymns. 
                                                 
100 The Missionaries of the Sacred Heart were frequent visitors at the Sydney Convent and often spoke to the Sisters there of the 
life of self-abnegation of the Fathers in the Mission Stations of the Pacific Islands. The Fathers of the Society of Jesus also had 
charge of a Mission for the North Australian Blacks - some of the latter practising cannibalism. 
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“Little King, so fair and sweet” being Rev. Mother’s favourite. A little party in the 

evening is not forgotten. In a letter noting this ceremony, the spirit of piety pervading 

the school is remarked. “Every three are to represent the Holy Family, and one is the 

Guardian Angel over all. During May our little ones offer a flower to Our Blessed 

Mother every evening after night prayers, if they have been obedient all day. The other 

day our ‘little shamrock’ as Moya, our Irish child, calls herself, asked “Sister, am I good 

today? Shall I be able to crown Our Lady?” “We only crown Our Lady on the first of 

May!” “Well may I flower her, then?” 

Early in the spring Mother Mary Gonzaga paid another visit to the Sydney Loreto. 

She took advantage of her stay there to make her eight day’s retreat, a record of which 

remains: “Resolutions made in Retreat, 14 October, 1893. Placed in the Sacred Heart 

that loves me. Can I fail and be ungrateful? My Blessed Mother St. Joseph and St. 

Teresa will obtain for me grace to be faithful if I do my part and honestly strive. They 

are very easy resolutions, not high, but high enough for me, such as every good novice 

practises. God specially punishes the faults of superiors; often a whole community or 

order suffers, - and God has been so good to me! To me! St. Teresa says: “In an age like 

ours, no imperfection ought to be seen in those who are to teach others”101. Then follow 

the resolutions, which refer mainly to the disposal of her time, an almost impossible 

thing to regulate, since she was so continually at the beck and call of others. Simplicity 

and humility pervade them all. Witness the last, “Have at least one good thing 

accomplished to offer Our Lord after the day; get ready to die if called in the night.” 

Immediately after the retreat she writes to Portland to welcome a new Superior: 

“Just a welcome to your old home, where I am sure, you will be very happy and make 

others happy too. We, Superiors, ought to thank God daily, and often in the day, for 

giving to our care such souls of good will. Indeed I do feel most grateful to Our Lord 

and most unworthy to have charge of them. Prospects of school here are not very 

cheery, but, ‘God is ‘rich enough for us all’. You will have more little ones next week 

D.V.102 Act towards them as their own mother would, only with more patience and 

supernatural sweetness than any earthly mother, and so you will gain their precious 

souls for God. They will look back on the days of their happy and innocent childhood as 

the best of their lives, and always feel full of gratitude and love for you whom they will 

                                                 
101 Barry, Gonzaga, ‘Spiritual Notes’. p.128 
102 Series 210 Item 61, Gonzaga Barry to Boniface Volker, 16 Oct. 1893, Loreto Province Archives 
Ballarat. 
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associate with religion and God”103. “I was glad to hear of ‘possession’ being taken of 

the new dairy, and of its nice name Nazareth. You will not doubt that good things will 

come from it. St. Brigid should have something to say to it. Tell Sr. Brendan St. Brigid 

was a ‘great hand’ at milk and butter. Thank the children for their lovely sea-weed. I 

have already used it up on letters. You all seem to want some remedy for attacks of 

ambition: “Academy”, “Scholarship”, in Portland city! You will want a University next. 

My ambition for Portland is to see it the Nazareth of the Institute in Australia. There is 

nothing to prevent the inhabitants of the Holy House practising all the virtues of the 

hidden life of the Holy Family. I finished a delightful retreat yesterday, Our Lady’s and 

St. Teresa’s feast. It was very quiet and peaceful. No lack of spirituals here: the 

confessor, Pere Treand M.S.C. is a saint, and a kind one too. I will send a little picture 

to the children with my love as I could not find time to reply to their letters.104 Did you 

get Gorey Jubilee papers?” This reference is to the Golden Jubilee of the foundation of 

Loreto Convent, Gorey. Great celebrations were held there in September and many 

presents received among them a statue of the Sacred Heart, Mother Gonzaga’s gift to 

the old convent home of her youth. 

On the 10 November Rev. Mother was again in Mary Mount and thence wrote 

back to Sydney. “I never spent a happier month in my life, thank God,” she wrote, “and 

I am sure my visit to Sydney did good to soul and body. All, from oldest to youngest 

Sister, were so thoughtful and kind that I have no words to express what I feel towards 

them. The only thing I could have wished was that you and all might just not mind me 

so much but let me want some little thing now and again”. She was glad to be in time 

for the consecration of her old friend Dr. Delany who had been appointed coadjutor 

bishop of Hobart. During his five years in Ballarat he had been unwearied in promoting 

the cause of Catholic Education and had given much practical help to Mother 

Gonzaga’s plans. 

This year, 1893, had been a trying one for Australia. The closing of Banks and 

failure of large firms had brought disaster and much consequent distress. Therefore Rev. 

Mother in her next two letters to the children draws their attention to the treasures ready 

to their hands; of Time, Merit and Happiness, Kindness and Unselfishness. 

 
                                                 
103 Series 210 Item 60, Gonzaga Barry to Boniface Volker, 3 Oct. 1893, Loreto Province Archives 
Ballarat.  
104 Series 210 Item 62, Gonzaga Barry to All Saints’ Children, 16 Oct. 1893, Loreto Province Archives 
Ballarat. 
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“Loreto Abbey, 

Mary’s Mount,  

Ballarat. 

6 January, 1893 

My dearest Children, 

I have been so busy for the past months, that I have left my letter to you to the last 

moment - and now it comes into my mind to make two remarks. One is, it is a very 

good thing to be busy; and the other, it is a very bad thing to be too busy. I do not know 

if you will agree with me that there is nothing in life more wearying than having 

nothing definite to do. Of course, whilst we live, we must be doing something - but alas! 

- many young people with splendid possibilities in themselves, and around them, 

manage to make that something a mere dawdling - a kind of mechanical routine, 

sauntering through their day of life when they ought to be “up and doing”, and that 

earnestly, the work the Great Master has given them to do. 

The worst of it is, they are not “up” at all until very late in the day - they are 

strangers to morning’s first sweet hours, when the dew is on the grass, and fresh 

perfume in the flowers. A young girl should always bring with her to the breakfast table 

a breath of the pure morning air, a visit to the church for the early Mass ensures this - 

or, if it is not possible, to enjoy the privilege of assisting at the morning sacrifice in the 

church, she ought to offer to God in the early hours of the day, Prayer, and 

Thanksgiving from a loving, grateful heart; and this, ascending to Heaven like Incense 

in his sight, will bring down the dew of blessings from above, not only on her own soul, 

but on the home where she dwells. 

The late riser loses all this; indeed, the one who has nothing particular to do, is 

constantly losing vast treasures of Time, Merit, Happiness, Pleasant Memories, and 

many other minor joys, which would amply repay the trouble of exertion in a good 

cause. All the time that is lost in dawdling, looking out of the window at nothing in 

particular, speaking to no purpose, glancing at books or papers, yawning, wishing for 

something we cannot have; standing before a mirror, looking at, perhaps, very 

uninteresting features; “trying on” a hat or a dress, going out shopping without any 

definite intention of buying, or buying things we do not want; visiting persons we do 

not care to see; at home, waiting for persons we hope, may not come; risking health, and 

even life, in crowded assemblies and feeling most of the time dreadfully bored, 

returning home too tired to pray or sleep, and then beginning the next day again. Da 
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capo. So on from day to day, until years slip by. Not many lives are quite so aimless, 

thank God; but oh! the pity of it that there should be any such, when the time given us 

to live and work in this world is so short, compared with the great Hereafter, when the 

just rest from their labours - what of those who have not laboured at all?  

Excuse this very serious strain, dearest children, it is dictated by my love of you, 

and by sorrow to see some bright young lives sacrificed for nothing, whilst all around 

are possibilities of doing good, and of making the world richer for your having lived in 

it. I don’t mean richer in material wealth, but in what is of infinitely more value - Piety, 

Kindness, Unselfishness, all that goes to make up a pure, noble, Christian life. Whilst at 

school you have only to follow the path marked out for you, taking up each duty as it 

comes, and doing it as well as you can, with a good and perfect intention; but when your 

school days are over, then it is that we, who have taken pains with your education, feel 

anxious about you. So much depends on what course you will take, for your happiness 

in this world and the next, and do you know dear children, that I think your best 

safeguard after Religion and Piety - is to take an interest in your home. That may seem 

strange, but I must explain what I mean. An interest in Home means a thoughtfulness 

for every member of the family, a desire to make each happier, better, more comfortable 

- and of course you cannot do that without many a sacrifice of self. Your will, your way, 

your pleasure, and gratification, must often be sacrificed for the good of others. You 

will gain more than they by so doing, but you may not see this all at once. There is great 

humility, charity, unselfishness, in this; you gradually learn to think more of others and 

less of yourself; the contrary is a common fault in youth. Then, from thinking of and 

doing good to the household, you will gradually think of, and desire to do good to 

others outside your home, while those within it, who have felt the benefit of your 

devoted affection, will generally be inclined to help you. Whereas if you begin to do 

good first in the outer world, you have to work single-handed, and may get out of 

sympathy with your own dearest and nearest. That is to be avoided if possible, and may 

be avoided except in those homes where utter worldliness prevails, and God is a 

Stranger, Who is not taken in, and even these, tact and love and piety, will work 

wonders. 

Now, I said it was a bad thing to be too busy, and so it is, taking upon one-self 

such a multiplicity of works of piety, charity, improvement, art, literature, etc. etc., that 

the day should be thirty-six hours, instead of twenty-four, and even then we should rush 

about at the speed of an express train, with scarcely time to give a nod to our friends en 
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passant, and no time for a few kind and gentle words that would be like oil on troubled 

waters - no leisure for the visit to the invalid relative, and the pleasant chat that would 

leave him or her cheerful and comforted for half the day - no time to sit down quietly 

and help with the sewing or mending for the household, or to arrange and beautify the 

home. So many societies and meetings have to be attended, so many hours taken in 

various arts and sciences, such a crowd of acquaintances to be visited, that there is no 

time to do anything thoroughly, but everything is rushed through superficially, and little 

or no good is done. Now, do I find fault with girls joining societies for a good purpose, 

or seeking to improve themselves in every way possible? Not at all. I think you, my 

children, who know me would not accuse me of this, I only want you to avoid a 

mistake, overburdening yourselves with too many things all at once, and then setting off 

at a great rate up hill, (all good work is up hill to our poor nature) losing breath and 

courage, finding you have too heavy a load, coming to a standstill, throwing aside one 

by one your good undertakings, and then leisurely walking down hill to the dead, dry 

level of an aimless life.  

I want you to begin at the right place. As in building you must commence at the 

foundation, but you must not stop there, if you mean to build the house; so charity 

begins at home, but it does not remain shut up in the house. Charity is the sun of virtues, 

and if it exists it must shine within and without, near and far, and you will find as a rule 

that the girl who does the most for home and her own relatives, will be the one who has 

the most time to give to good works and charities abroad; it is only the selfish, the vain, 

and the frivolous, who have no time or sympathy to give to anything but themselves - 

who lead aimless lives, and who pass away at death, leaving the world none the poorer 

than if a straw floated down a mighty river and was lost in the sea. 

I intended to tell you a few things you could do out of the hundred and one 

possible things which help to make life useful and interesting, a joy in youth, and a 

happiness in old age - but the printer has just sent to say he is waiting for this letter, and 

I cannot forget printing is expensive, and I ought not to waste leaves of the precious 

Eucalyptus Blossoms with my poor scribbling to my children, so I will only repeat - let 

home be very dear to you, never be too busy to help there, and lend a helping hand and 

a kind heart to all good works within reach. Be sure to merit a place under your 

Immaculate Mother’s blue mantle, in that sweet shelter from the world is dazzling glare; 

work while you have the day, and then, when the night comes, peacefully and gladly 

you take your well-earned rest.  
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Some time ago, whilst reading, I met lines that I thought suitable to you, my 

dearest children, but, as I cannot find them now I must quote from memory: 

“I live 

For the aim that I pursue; 

For the cause that lacks assistance, 

For the wrong that needs resistance, 

For the future in the distance, 

And the good that I can do.” 

If you begin the New Year with this good intention, and carry it out faithfully to 

the end, with the aid of God’s grace, 1893 will be so happy, bright, and well spent by 

you, as to satisfy even. 

Your affectionate old Mother in J.C., 

Mary J. Gonzaga Barry. I.B.V.M.105 

 

“Loreto Abbey, 

Mary’s Mount, 

Ballarat. 

18 December, 1893. 

My dearest children, 

Everyone you meet at present, seems impressed with one idea; there is a spirit of 

expectation in the very air of the house, a feeling of preparation, of getting ready for 

something; and what is it? Ah! ‘Tis Christmas is so near, and the holidays the long 

vacation. Whence comes that indescribable feeling that haunts all hearts at Christmas? 

Young hearts look forward to this great Festival as a time of enjoyment and happiness. 

Parents rejoice in the society of their children home from school. Friends meet who 

have been perhaps long separated; everyone wishes everyone “A Happy Christmas”, 

and an obligation seems to be laid on all Christians to be cheerful and happy. And yet, 

dear children, we should remember in the midst of our joy, some things, too often 

forgotten by the young hearts that rejoice in a merry Christmas; first, what is the origin 

of the unusual joy at this time of the year, above all other seasons? The answer to this 

question tells us the origin of the real cause of any joy there is in this world - God. He 

alone can fill the human heart with lasting joy, and satisfy its immense longings. 

                                                 
105 ‘A Mother’s Letter to Her Children’, ‘Eucalyptus Blossoms’ 1892. 
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“Behold, I bring you tidings of great joy,” said the Angel, on that first Christmas night, 

long ago, and this joy has gone on echoing through the ages, down to our own times and 

will continue to the last Christmas, whenever that may be. 

A Saviour born to redeem us! The worldly, the selfish, the proud forget that the 

cause of the universal joy among Christians is the Birth of the little Babe of Bethlehem, 

and so they think of everything but Him. They think of home, and friends, and 

pleasures, of presents and good cheer. Every kind of enjoyment this world can afford, 

they take as their due, and murmur if they have not these things. And He is forgotten! 

Yet He is the joy of angels, and of all hearts that love Him. 

Another thing too often forgotten by the young and the happy, is that Christmas 

time - so glad a season for them - is one of great sadness for many; a sadness that it may 

not be in your power dear children, to remove entirely, but which you could often 

alleviate by gentle consideration, kind thoughtfulness, or a generosity in giving that 

which would cost something - in the present - to innate selfishness, but which would be 

given back with a hundred fold of joy, in the future. 

Christmas is often a time of sadness for the old, for those who have outlived the 

friends who made Christmas long ago so full of joy. Now they are alone, even though in 

a crowd, for no one remembers, no one knows the memories which throng round their 

Christmas day. Very sweet to them are the kind attention and loving sympathy of the 

young, even if only shown by their listening with interest to reminiscences of the past. 

How busy memory is at this time! 

Christmas is sad to the poor, particularly to those who have seen better days. 

Could you not, dear children, show them that attention and delicate consideration they 

would be sure of receiving if they still possessed influence and wealth? 

Christmas is sad to those who were always poor, and never could have any of the 

good things of life. Think of the men and women who are hungry while you feast on 

luxuries, of the little children who have no gift to make their young hearts glad this 

Christmas time; and for the sake of Him who came into this world a little child in want 

and poverty, make some hearts rejoice over gifts given from your abundance, or better 

still, from your self-denial of selfish gratification. 

Again, Christmas is a sad time for the sick and suffering, who can take no part in 

the world outside their silent room. Visit them; console them by the very act of showing 

them they are not forgotten. 

And, dearest children, if you have learned well the lessons your Holy Faith 
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teaches, if the Spirit of Christ - our sweet Infant Saviour - is the ruling principle of your 

lives, you will feel deeply, and then help others to feel, that true happiness is not to be 

found in wealth, luxury, or selfish enjoyment; these things can only give a passing joy; 

they are like the artificial lights which can be made appear in the sky at night bright, 

beautiful, many-colored, but of short duration, and making the darkness seem more 

when they have passed away. 

But Faith, Hope and Charity make the real sunlight of life, lasting all our day, and 

never changing but to become Eternal. Jesus is our true light that shineth in darkness. 

Oh! That we could only believe that He often permits, and even sends darkness into our 

lives that we may turn to Him - “the light of the world” - and in that Light, see Life in 

its true colours, Life and the end for which it was given us; not to squander the years in 

idleness and frivolity, but to learn how we were created for nobler things. If, dear 

children, you early took this view of Life, you would not be so cast down when the 

world does not go well with you, or with those you love. 

As the rain is to the flowers and herbs of the field, sorrow and tears are to the 

heart. All sunshine and no rain, and the earth dries up, and every green plant withers. 

All prosperity and no sorrow, and the human heart too, becomes parched; dried up with 

constant sunshine, it can produce none of the sweet flowers or fruits of Christian 

virtues. “What does he know, who has not suffered?” 

Do you know, dear children, young Australians have much to be grateful for, in 

the trials which have come in their once amazing prosperous land; they ran the risk of 

growing up selfish, worldly, caring only for wealth and the pleasure it brings; with little 

affection for home or kindred, taking without gratitude, the generous provision made by 

Parents, whom they saw receiving and using God’s gifts in the same thankless manner. 

But slowly a cloud spread over the sunny land, the rain of sorrow fell heavy on 

many a heart, bringing to life, and causing to flourish, virtues that drooped and would 

soon have died in the brightness of continued prosperity. 

Dearest children, learn now in your youth, that Adversity has secret uses, that 

money is not everything, that home affections can make you very happy, without other 

and more exciting pleasures; above all, learn betimes, to turn to God - the giver of all 

good gifts - trust Him, even when He tries you as gold in the furnace; pray to Him; cling 

to Him as to a wise and loving Father who knows what is best and always gives it to His 

children, even though that best may not be the pleasantest. If you learn how to believe 

and to do all this, then truly you will have reason to rejoice that you lived in a time of 
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“Depression” and “Retrenchment” when the very flood gates of affliction seemed open. 

Much that you prized may be swept away, still you will have nothing to regret, if, when 

the clouds are past, you find that home ties have been strengthened, and your own hearts 

made braver, more trustful in God, and more compassionate for the woes of others. You 

may not see the truth of this now, but before you are half as old as I am you will see it, 

and will bless God for the wholesome lesson given in the days of your youth. 

In the meantime, let no murmur of discontent escape you; let your smile make 

sunshine in the home; show the dear ones there, how you appreciate the sacrifices they 

have made for you, and be the first to prove how happily you can do without the little 

indulgences that for many years you enjoyed at this festive season. 

There is no surer way of being happy, than in trying to make others so. If ever you 

feel tempted to grumble at the want of something you desire, just make a little Litany of 

all the good things you do enjoy - temporal and spiritual - beginning with common 

things for which you may have never yet said a Deo Gratias, and which notwithstanding 

are pure gifts of God’s wondrous love. 

“For the life Thou gavest me and preserved amid danger to this day.  

I thank Thee, Lord. 

For my home, food, raiment, and restful sleep. 

I thank Thee, Lord. 

For the beautiful air, the sunshine and the flowers. 

I thank Thee, Lord. 

For sight and hearing, and the use of my limbs. 

I thank Thee, Lord. 

For friends and many innocent enjoyments. 

I thank Thee, Lord. 

For the power of thought, memory, understanding and will.  

  `     I thank Thee, Lord.  

For the many things I have been able to learn and to do. 

I thank Thee, Lord. 

For the spiritual favours; Faith, the Sacraments, being the adopted child of 

God and heiress of Heaven by Baptism. 

       I thank Thee, Lord.” 

I said, “Make a little litany,” it would be a long one, if you mentioned a hundredth 

part of all the blessings the dullest life enjoys. Then there are evils we are preserved 
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from: sin, accidents, diseases, etc., etc. Oh! Your Litany would never end if you named 

all the things for which you have to thank God; but choose a few of His favours every 

day, and heartily give thanks for them. You will find this practice will brighten your life 

wonderfully, and make you ashamed to complain of the little worries that must come 

constantly. 

Now this is a long letter and a very serious one, but we are living in serious times, 

dear children; a sweet seriousness never mars happiness, and though even during 

vacation, there may be some depression, and need for retrenchment, still a brave, bright 

spirit will enable each one of you to spend a Christmas as happy even, as could be 

desired for all Children of Loreto,  

By their Old Mother in Jesus Christ, 

Mary Gonzaga I.B.V.M.106 

Mother M. Gonzaga’s plan of building in Sydney was not abandoned, but it was 

not until 1896 that suitable land could be obtained. She prayed that God would make 

His will on the Feast of the Sacred Heart 12 June, 1896, and point out the site He 

wished for the new convent. On that day some friends brought the Nuns to see some 

land about equally distant from Hornsby and Wahroonga. It had been raining, but just as 

the Nuns arrived at the site the sun burst through the clouds and formed a beautiful 

rainbow over the estate. “Look,” exclaimed Rev. Mother, “This is Rainbow Land! This 

is where Our Lord wants us to be,” and “Rainbow Land” she called it ever after. Rev. 

Mother then wrote the following letter to His Eminence giving details: 

“My dear Lord, 

I came here last week to see about the land at Hornsby of which I told your 

Eminence when writing from Melbourne. Friday 12, Feast of the Sacred Heart, two of 

the Sisters went with me and we were met at Wahroonga station by Miss Coffee who 

brought us to see some land for sale in a very desirable position. It is about ten minutes 

drive from the station of Wahroonga, four minutes by train from Hornsby, 22 acres of 

good land for £100 per acre, which seems very cheap. The position is good, 750 feet 

above sea level, and within easy reach of two lines of Railway, one from Strathfield, the 

other from Milson’s Point. I would like to know what your Eminence would advise 

about it, how I should proceed to get the money (£2,500) as soon as possible lest 

someone else should think of purchasing it, or the price be raised. If your Eminence 
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wished I could go to St. Mary’s to see you about it any time you suggest.”107 

The native name, “Wahroonga” signifies “our home”, and Rev. Mother 

considered it a happy coincidence that her first visit to the property was from the 

Wahroonga railway station. “I hope it may not only be ‘our home’ but the home of the 

Sacred Heart, Our Blessed Mother, St. Joseph and the Holy Angels,” she said. Later, the 

State Authorities changed the name of the nearer railway station, ‘South Hornsby’ to 

Normanhurst. 

The outlay for the ground was considerable (£2,500); much more was required for 

a building. “Don’t be in a hurry to decide. Pray, work and wait. God will do the rest. 

You are reported as about to build at once,” she writes to the Sydney Superior. “Say 

freely to all inquiring friends that you will build when you have paid off the debt on the 

purchase, but not till then. Worldly people will commend your prudence, and business 

people will believe all the more in your stability. Who knows, if you pray well, but 

someone may be moved to help you out of your difficulty in a way you cannot forsee”. 

The foundation stone of the new convent at Normanhurst (which was to be the 

‘head house’ and boarding school of the Institute in New South Wales) was laid by His 

Eminence Cardinal Moran on the 28 February, 1897. The Nuns were able to take 

possession of “St. Joseph’s Loreto” in the following October, forty 

pupils being soon enrolled. The grounds which later formed such an 

attractive feature, owe their beauty to one of the very best of Mother 

M. Gonzaga’s Sydney friends, Mr. Frank Coffee, by whose advice 

and help the property had been secured. He planted the orchard with 

300 fruit trees at his own expense even before the convent building 

had begun. 

The day school was still continued in Randwick until 1901, when circumstances 

obliged the community to remove to Fern Hill, Milson’s Point, North Sydney. There 

they took a temporary residence, Fern Hill, for six years and then removed to Elamang, 

a fine old house large enough to accommodate their 

numerous day pupils, and also a few weekly boarders 

whose parents wished them to remain near home. Elamang 

had been owned by generations of Milsons, one of the best 

known Sydney families; from them the point nearby was 
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named. The house dated back to the earliest days of the colony and was strong and 

venerable. Its eighteen inch stone walls proved to be dry and in good condition, and 

pleased Mother Mary Gonzaga better than the four inch brick walls which builders of 

today consider sufficiently substantial. Judicious repairs soon made Elamang habitable 

and comfortable, without taking away anything of its old world aspect, which had a 

charm of its own where so many dwellings are brand new, and bare of all association.” 
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MOTHER M. GONZAGA BARRY 

 

CHAPTER 19 

1894 

SECOND VISIT TO EUROPE. 

 

In 1894 Mother Mary Gonzaga paid a second visit to Europe, as it was necessary 

to have many matters settled for the Australian Mission by the Mother General. Her 

companion on this occasion was Mother Mary de Sales Field, who had been one of her 

community at Enniscorthy and followed her to Australia in 1876. The last day of March 

saw the travellers en route for Melbourne, whence they sailed in the S.S. Orizaba. As on 

her first homeward voyage, Rev. Mother devoted much of her time on the ship to 

writing to her absent children. The first letter was from Adelaide: 

“As usual we go provisioned, thanks to our kind friends, as if for a tour round the 

globe, with nothing to be had on the ship. Very rough weather so far, for our greater 

mortification and spiritual profit. At Adelaide Mr. McD. came on board with his sister 

and they took us to the Convent of Mercy where we got a reception just as if they were 

our own. God bless them! They are a splendid community from South America, with a 

sweet little Rev. Mother. We remained with them from Monday to Wednesday and 

kindness was lavished on us. On Tuesday we were driven to see their orphanage at 

Goodwood, 80 children. The orphans sang, played Kindergarten games, recited and 

danced for us, while we made their hearts glad with a play-day and a feast day of lollies, 

etc. To see what the Sisters do and endure for these children would make any of us feel 

humbled, but their reward will be great. Afterwards we drove to the Dominicans at 

Cabra, a lovely convent. There were great rejoicings at seeing M.M. de Sales; all her 

shipmates of 1876 were there except one. ‘His Grace the Anglican Primate of Sydney’ 

is on board. He came this morning to ask after my health, and is disposed to be very 

friendly. His Grace’s two graceful daughters are with him. Everyone, following the 

Captain’s example, is very nice and kind to us. He came to say anything we required on 

the ship we were to order and get. But oh! how much rather would I be in a little quiet 

corner in Portland!”108 

 “Near Suez - - - We are to coal again at Port Said. I shall never forget the coaling 
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at Colombo; it went on for a whole day and night, every port-hole closed to keep out the 

dust, and indeed the natives too. Three immense iron machines for lifting the coal and 

throwing it into the hold were working by steam incessantly. One was right over our 

cabin. It was well to be deaf then, but even I heard it. Yet it was better to stay on the 

ship than to go on shore - - - We were saying our Beads last evening with Madge and 

Mrs Walshe who would not miss her Rosary for anything. Over came the Captain, 

magnificent in gold lace and cocked hat, to ask Madge to go to the drawing room. M.M. 

de Sales replied graciously, but Mrs W. said, “Oh, go away, Captain, and let us finish 

our prayers.” I am often thinking of you in our five houses, and wishing I could know 

how you are. I offer up the not knowing as an act, and keep on hoping for the best. If we 

do God’s Will all will be for the best for all of us.”109 

There was no Priest on the vessel, but at Naples a glad surprise awaited the 

travellers. “Just as we were at breakfast, who should walk into the saloon and come over 

to our table but Father O’Farrell C.SS.R.. I was delighted! We have had confession, 

Mass and Holy Communion since he came, thank God”110. 

Many greetings reached the voyagers as they neared the Old Land, with 

invitations from the houses of the Institute in England to visit them en route. They 

reached Plymouth 9 May, and proceeded to London to the Convent of the Institute at 

Haverstock Hill, where they were heartily welcomed. Mother Gonzaga, having learned 

that her friend and namesake Mother Gonzaga Joynt, the Provincial of India, was 

staying at a convent in Hammersmith, set out in quest of her. “We had to drive through 

Hyde Park and Regent Street, the celebrated Rotten Row. Saw Windsor in the distance 

and passed close to the beautiful monument; the marble arch, erected by the Queen to 

the memory of Prince Albert. Saw many other things too numerous to mention as the 

auction bills say. We did not know for certain where Rev. Mother Joynt was staying, so 

called at Nazareth House and told all about their dear Sisters in Ballarat. We found our 

Nuns with the French Sisters of Charity and we were delighted to meet. They would 

have come with us to Haverstock, but were bound for Ireland next morning. We left our 

kind sisters in London with mutual regret on 15 May and proceeded to Manchester. The 

moment we arrived the big gate flew open, and all the Sisters were out on the lawn to 

welcome us; it was almost like going to one of our Australian Houses. I found some old 
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Gorey children there whom I taught more than thirty years ago. As usual every kindness 

showered on us. We delayed in Manchester longer than we intended, as the Whitsun 

holidays and preparations for the Queen’s coming to open the new ship canal made it 

unpleasant to travel for a few days. (£25,000 was given by the Manchester people to 

prepare for one hour’s stay of Her Majesty in the city). 

York. We left on 19th and in two hours and a half reached York. I recognised the 

venerable old door of the convent at once from the photograph. The Sisters were at 

dinner, but the Rev. Mother received us most affectionately and had dinner awaiting us 

in the parlour where there was a great fire lit for the Australians. Until we left there 

were fires constantly wherever we were, and they were needed, though it was the end of 

May, for the next day we had snow. After dinner we were taken to the community 

room, and I never, even in Ireland, got a more hearty welcome. They are dear Nuns and 

many saints, I really believe. One old Mother was going round asking the Sisters “Is 

Mother Gonzaga just what you thought she would be?” Happily for my self-love I did 

not hear the replies. The boarders’ baths in York are the finest I have seen anywhere - 

every kind, from shower to swimming bath. I would like our children to have such. We 

were seldom alone, the Mothers and Sisters coming whenever they could, and 

entertaining us with such interesting histories of the old house and of those who had 

lived and died there. We have enough to think of for a life-time when we think of York. 

I must tell you later of the chapel and the ‘Priest’s hiding hole’ under the floor into 

which I went.”111 

“The grief for the loss of their good friend, Father Morris, S.J. R.I.P., is intense 

and no wonder. I don’t know if you heard about his death. It was a glorious and 

beautiful one: whist in the act of preaching and repeating Our Lord’s words: ‘Render 

therefore unto Caesar the things that are Caesar’s, and unto God the things that are 

God’s112. I wrote to Professor Morris, his brother, and sent him the account given by an 

eye-witness. You will get prayers for dear Father Morris, indeed his kindness should 

never be forgotten by Ours”. Professor Morris, who had lately given the University 

Lectures at Mary’s Mount, was a non-Catholic, Father Morris being a convert. The 

reply of the Professor showed how deeply touched he was by the account and by Rev. 

Mother’s thoughtfulness and sympathy. 
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While at York she strengthened many friendships begun by correspondence from 

as early as 1880 when the venerable house celebrated the bi-centenary of its existence, 

on which occasion the then youngest house of the Institute, Mary’s Mount, Ballarat, 

was represented by symbolic gifts and Australian curiosities. 

Arrived at Rathfarnham, Mother Gonzaga had the joy of seeing again her brother 

and sister. John Barry had married a second time some years previously and had now 

six little ones to present to her, the eldest girl being called Mamie after her aunt. 

The news of the youngest (Kathleen) had reached her at Naples, and it was a new 

joy to see and know them all. Her only surviving sister, Sissie Barry, decided to settle in 

Australia, accompanied Mother Gonzaga on the return voyage, and received a warm 

welcome at Mary’s Mount which was her home till her death in 1917. 

The travellers arranged to be in their old home, Loreto Gorey, for St. Aloysius 

Day, 21 June. Of the numerous congratulatory letters which reached her on her feast, 

two were of special interest to her. The first was from their ship companion Father 

O’Farrell, C.SS.R., “First let me wish you a very happy feast of your glorious patron, 

St. Aloysius. May he obtain for you and for all his devout clients many graces which the 

Church asks for us. I can easily imagine what joy there will be in Gorey on Thursday. I 

hope Mother M. de Sales will endeavour to represent Australia worthily. I wish I could 

be there to make a speech and tell these old world people all you have been doing under 

the Southern Cross for God and the Institute, and not only for your own Institute but for 

ours too, and for all that your Catholic heart and generous heart and hand could reach. 

However if I can’t be in Gorey to tell your old children and friends about you, I can tell 

our Blessed Lady a good deal here where I am (Mt. St. Alphonsus, Limerick.)”113 

Mother Gonzaga Joynt wrote from Loreto Convent, Bray: “Here I am in one of 

Nature’s loveliest spots, thoroughly enjoying the wooded knolls and shady dells of our 

beautiful Bray, Loreto. I am in raptures with the scenery, and completely at home with 

the dear kind Sisters. Rev. Mother brought us to Dalkey on Monday, and we came here 

the next day. Dalkey is a grand convent, the rocks and the sea are great attractions, but 

Bray has all charms. You are in the place you love best, my dearest Mother, and it is a 

pleasure to know that, but I wish I were with you for our Patron’s feast. In my prayers 

you will be lovingly remembered all day long”.114 
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Though so far from her Australian children, Mother Gonzaga Barry remembered 

each festival and anniversary. On 19th July, on which day nineteen years before the first 

Loreto Nuns arrived in Australia, she wrote to one of the pioneers, this time from 

Balbriggan, another sea-side Loreto: “What memories this date calls up! And what 

mercies since from our good God, with some crosses, just to mark out clearly our road 

to Heaven. For both mercies and crosses I know you are grateful, and thank God as I do 

today.115 This is a nice quiet place where one could do a good deal of praying and 

writing. I have made some acts of thanksgiving to Our dear Lord for sending you kind 

Father Keating S.J. for the Retreat. All and everyone of the letters from Ours are full of 

praise and better still of good desires and resolutions to be ‘Oh so good and holy after 

such a grace’. May Our Blessed Mother and all the good Angels guard and preserve 

these fervent resolutions for many a day. Even those who were not absolutely in the 

retreat, say they profited by it immensely. I shall expect to find you all improved saints. 

Don’t fret about money for me. I shall have enough to get home, and some to spend 

please God. I don’t know how it spins out. I gave Rev. Mother General a cheque in all 

your names for £25. I got two novenas of Masses said to get money for you, and will 

get two more said in thanksgiving.116” 

For a long time the various communities under her jurisdiction had been most 

anxious that their Mother should pay a visit to the Grotto of Lourdes to ask Our Lady in 

that sanctuary, to obtain her cure from the deafness which her constant strenuous work 

had aggravated. But in her humility she refused to ask for this cure, saying always - 

“No, I leave myself entirely in God’s hands to do with me what He thinks best.” 

However she was always grateful for prayers offered on her behalf. The following 

letters were written, to her by an old and valued friend Fr. Patrick Duffy S.J. The 

martial ring is typical. Fr. Duffy was one of the Catholic Chaplains who had gallantly 

gone through the horrors of the Crimean War. Devotion to Christ the King was the 

inspiration of his life. Every spiritual duty well done was a “heavy gun” fired in the 

service of the Leader. 
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“August 16, ‘92. 

My dear Rev. Mother, 

I am exceedingly grateful to you for your nice long letter received yesterday, the 

Feast of Our Lady’s Assumption. It did indeed bring a joy to my heart to find it - and to 

read after it those sweet little leaflets you enclosed. I have never seen the lines:  

“Let me not die until I’ve done for Thee 

My earthly work, whatever it may be.” 

and would much like to have them. I feel sure they would be to my taste. Yes, my dear 

Mother, it is almost “too good to be true” to think what is before us - so is the prospect 

of our eternal recompense magnificent. The bare thought of it spurs a man on 

wonderfully to do his work whatever it may be. “Momentanum! Aeternum!!” The 

longest life here is but a moment! The joy that is in store for us beyond the grave will 

never end!! Courage, then, I say to my fellow soldiers - shut your teeth, and go at it as 

long as the fight may last! T’will soon be over for some of us. Yesterday was a great 

feast of mine. On today I begin my 59th year in the Society of Jesus! For me, the end of 

the battle cannot be far off. In the meantime I have, thank God, but one thought and 

purpose - to strike for Christ, right and left, and desperately while yet I have the time. 

Out and out and out for the Leader! Heedless of all besides! This is second nature to me 

- and I claim not a particle of credit for it - for I could not do anything else. I would not 

raise my little finger, so to speak, in any other cause. Truly ‘tis a glorious cause - and to 

fight in it, and for it, is my whole being - thanks, eternal thanks be to God. 

As to your novena of Masses - my promise was faithfully kept. All the nine were 

said and on consecutive days. And now as to your hearing I propose a common attack 

on Heaven in your favour by prayer. Let there be a time appointed, and let us all - all 

your friends go to work simultaneously. I promise 9 Masses as my contribution: nine 

heavy guns fired for your relief. You say - “God will certainly do what is best if we ask 

Him earnestly”. Of course He will. Then, let us ask Him earnestly. What if we arranged 

the Novena to begin on the 10 September, and end on Sunday the 18, Feast of the 

Dolors? It could do you no harm at all events. What if we try? I am very grateful to you 

for praying for me to Our Lady on the Assumption during Exposition. God reward you, 

my dear Mother,    Yours very sincerely, in Jesus Christ, 

   P.E. Duffy’ S.J.”117 
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In his second letter he says: “Thanks very much for your nice lives. Plainly the 

Masses did you no harm, at all events. I shall continue to pray for you and the convent 

every morning at the Altar. Fellow soldiers help one another in time of war. Our life on 

earth is all a warfare, the Holy Ghost tells us. Is it not jolly to fight? And in such a 

cause! And following such a Leader! I could not keep quiet. On the war path! Sword in 

hand. You talk of rest! No rest for me, I hope, till comes the Eternal Rest. Then we’ll 

sheaths the sword, not sooner. Goodbye, my dearest Mother, and whenever I can do 

anything for you, don’t hesitate to ask.”118 

Her brother and friends had insisted on her going to Lourdes on the return journey 

and defrayed all the expenses of the visit. Her Nuns were full of hope that a cure would 

be wrought, but Mother Mary Gonzaga only thought of the joy of visiting a spot where 

there had been so many manifestations of the power and mercy of the Mother of God. 

She was at Lourdes on Rosary Sunday 1894, a time of many pilgrimages, and so had an 

opportunity of hearing several Masses in the Grotto where Our Lady appeared to little 

Bernadette Soubirous; of joining in the wonderful processions of the Blessed Sacrament 

which are so striking a manifestation of ardent faith, and where so often the blind are 

made to see, the deaf to hear, the lame to walk, and those suffering from ulcerous sores 

to become whole. Lourdes made such an impression on Mother Mary Gonzaga that for 

many months after her return to Australia she would keep all the Nuns entranced during 

recreation telling of the wonders she had seen. Her heart overflowed with love for the 

Blessed Mother of God though she had not been cured of her deafness, nor even asked 

that the infirmity should be taken from her, leaving herself entirely in the hands of God 

who knew what was best. She asked instead for a spiritual grace the nature of which she 

would not reveal but which she acknowledged she had abundantly received. Some 

letters give her impressions. “My greatest treasures are from Lourdes. An English lady 

gave me a precious relic of the very stone on which Our Lady stood when speaking to 

Bernadette. She also got a piece of the rock near this stone cut for me; it is about the 

size of your hand; I intend to get it set in marble with an in inscription for our 

Australian Lourdes. I also got some chestnuts from the tree round the Grotto. One fell at 

my feet the last time I visited it, and Mrs H. said, “Surely, Our Lady sent you that!” I 

hope the nuts will grow in Australia. I lit a large candle in the holy Grotto for each of 

our Australian communities, and put their names in the receptacle beneath Our Blessed 
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Lady’s feet. Rosary Sunday at Lourdes was as if a little heaven had come down on 

earth. I never could have imagined anything like it. Thousands of pilgrims from all parts 

of the world; whole villages, men women and children; confraternities led on by their 

Bishops and Pastors; Priests and Nuns of various religious Orders, all with lighted 

candles walking in the procession. His Eminence Cardinal Persica was there also. Five 

or six Masses were going on together from daybreak till midday. The illuminations at 

the Grotto, in the square and at the churches in the evening were indescribable - - - At 

Rome I prayed for you all in the holy places we visited.” 

The visit to Rome was merely en passant, as the “Orizaba” had to be caught at 

Naples. From Mother Gonzaga’s diary we learn the haste in which they had to take their 

glimpse of the holy places. “10 October. Left Marseilles having been met there and at 

Nice by former Mary’s Mount pupils and old friends. 10.30 next morning Rome was 

reached, and a hearty welcome received at the English convent. Afternoon visited some 

Churches. When mounting the great flight of steps in front of St. Peter’s I noticed a tiny 

plant of shamrocks growing between the steps. The great basilica was too vast to be 

taken in during such a hasty visit, but it was something to have knelt at the tomb of the 

holy Apostles. St. Andrea delle Fratte is a very devotional church. 12 October. Mass 

and Holy Communion at the church of the Roman College. Saw St. Aloysius’ rooms 

where he made his vows (I renewed mine) and the infirmary where he died; prayed for 

all his clients by name; saw his writing and that of St. Ignatius and the frescoes of his 

life and death; arranged for a Mass to be said where he died or made his vows. Visited 

St. John Berchmans’ rooms and chapel of the Sodality B.V.M. After breakfast went to 

St. John Lateran; magnificent chapel of Pope Clement XI. Here, the table on which Our 

Lord said the first Mass instituting the Blessed Sacrament; Altar on which St. Peter said 

Mass; heads of the two Apostles. In courtyard pillars from Solomon’s Temple, Pilate’s 

door, and stones from Well of Samaria. Ascended the Scale Sancta on our knees, saying 

the prayers for the indulgences; visited altars in Passionist’s Chapel.’ Went to St. 

Clement’s church, but it was closed as all churches in Rome close at midday; went to 

adjoining convent, and door-keeper obligingly showed us the church, roof and frescoes 

beautiful. 

At 3.30 went to St. Mary Major’s; saw the chapel of the miraculous picture of St. 

Luke, the picture of the Institute, bought very good copies. Saw the Borghese chapel, 

magnificent picture of Our Lady of Snow. Body of Pope Pius V. is buried there; we got 

shrine opened. Saw altars, relics, pictures innumerable; bought beads, medals, etc., and 
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touched the holy places with them. Visited shrine of Our Lady of Perpetual Succour at 

Redemptorist Church, also church of St. Praxedes, in centre, statue of the virgin martyr 

kneeling. Drove to St. Stanislaus’ shrine and altar at San Andrea on the Quirinal; en 

route wrote a little billet recommending all our novices and all his clients, to place at his 

shrine. As we came home, called at Sacre Coeur Convent to see Mater Admirabilis, she 

looks very simple and lovely in her little oratory. Had little time, as near Ave Maria 

bell, and no religious out in Rome after that. The Sacred Heart Convent, Trinita dei 

Monti is just above the convent where we were. Polish church also near. 

Saturday 13 October. Heard Mass in the tribune of the convent chapel (St. 

George’s). Fine pictures over altar of St. Gregory and the English children. After 

breakfast to St. Augustine’s church, magnificently decorated being the eve of the 

miraculous statue of Our Lady with the Infant Jesus. Crowds of all degrees going up to 

kiss foot of statue which is covered with brass, statues covered with jewels; recent 

miracle worked with oil from lamp, procured some, also picture. Went next to church of 

Our Lady of the Sacred Heart and spoke to Fathers of our Missionaries of the Sacred 

Heart in Randwick. In the afternoon visited Capuchin church, Blessed Crispin’s body in 

the shrine. Saw spot where the Infant Jesus was placed in his arms in front of the altar; 

statue of B. Crispin and picture of Bishops and nobles coming to consult this saintly 

lay-brother. Went down to crypt and touched with beads the hands of many of the old 

saints, procured Mass to be said for us. 

On our way to Campo Santo saw Church Maria degli Angeli and went in for sake 

of the Angels; saw tombs of Clement XI and St. Bruno; splendid frescoes; statues of 

Angels of Justice and Peace, St. Michael, Meditation and Prayer, larger than life; 

miraculous picture of Our Lady crowned; striking pictures of Anna Maria Taigi and 

several other holy servants of God. Visited the Ara Coeli to see Bambino; a brother 

unlocked the shrine, brought out Bambino and invited us to kiss the feet. Went to 

church of St. Lawrence, saw stone on which he was burnt, his tomb, mosaics very 

beautiful; saint’s apparition to Pius IX pillar and statue in square erected by that Pope. 

Then out into Camp Santo, place set apart for religious; beautiful little chapels and 

monuments as “The Mother’s Last Embrace”, “The Two Brothers”, “Little child 

coming to see Mother” etc. Coloured portraits on the monuments. Crowds here; beggars 

surround cab, only place where they do so. On return went to St. Silvester’s for 

Confession (to Monsignor Merry del Val); statue of Our Lady of England in this church. 

Many other places seen: the Minerva, St. Catherine, St. Genevieve, St. Agnes, (Mass in 
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crypt). At the Gesù prayed for all our S.J. Fathers. At St. John Lateran saw slab on 

which the soldiers cast lots for Our Lord’s garment and the Tabernacle of precious 

stones. Saw the Column of the Flagellation at St. Praxedes.” 

These hasty jottings show how much was compassed during the brief stay of the 

travellers in Rome. The quiet of the return voyage helped Mother Gonzaga to set in 

order the almost bewildering variety of impressions received. The Provincial of India 

(M.M. Gonzaga Joynt) and her party had hoped to meet the Australians at Port Said or 

Colombo, but were disappointed. “We were told you had passed the day before,” she 

writes to Reverend Mother. “God alone can bring us together again in this life, and I 

hope it will be His holy Will to do it. The morning we reached Paris we drove to Notre 

Dame des Victoires for Holy Communion. I recommended all your intentions to our 

good Mother as fervently as I could; I feel sure you did the same for us at Lourdes”.  

In the meantime the “Orizaba” had arrived in Australian waters and the travellers 

received their welcome home, more glad, if possible than on the return from the first 

voyage seven years before. 
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MOTHER GONZAGA BARRY 

 

CHAPTER 20 

1895 

MOTHER PROVINCIAL. 

FIRST YEAR OF OFFICE. 

 

When the cablegram announcing the appointment of Mother Mary Gonzaga Barry 

as Provincial for Australia arrived from the Mother General (Rev. Mother Michael 

Corcoran), towards the end of December 1894, Mother Mary Gonzaga issued a circular 

letter “in accordance with the new Decree for Foreign Missions to assemble the 

members of the Provincial Council for a general meeting which will be held in January 

1895. The Sisters are exhorted to strive to obtain light and grace for all assembled in it 

by fervent prayer to the Sacred Heart and to Our Immaculate Mother. They will also 

invoke the special Protectors of the Institute of Mary, St. Joseph, St. Michael and the 

Holy Angels. Much of the happiness, progress and well-being of the Institute in 

Australia may depend on the result of this Council. Therefore the Sisters chosen to take 

part in it should consider that a work of great importance is committed to them. They 

should prepare for it humbly and prayerfully, and by the fervent practice of the 17th & 

18th Rules draw down on themselves and others God’s special blessing. Indeed all the 

Sisters of every degree in our convents in Australia should certainly remember that they 

have been chosen by Our Lord to be the Foundation Stones of His Mother’s Institute in 

this continent, and to serve as examples and beacon lights to those who will come after 

them. How solid and deep then should be their humility, obedience, and poverty; how 

fervent their spirit of prayer, recollection and charity; how generous their zeal and love 

for souls. Let there be nothing narrow, shallow or selfish in their views, remembering 

that others will build on the lines they lay down. Let them not disappoint Our Divine 

Lord and dear Spouse, who has trusted them so fully with the work dearest to His 

Sacred Heart. As the conduct of the children reflects honour or the contrary on their 

mother, let us all strive to become holy, fervent and worthy children of our Blessed 

Mother, Mary Immaculate, and true Religious of the Institute of the Blessed Virgin 

Mary.119 
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At the close of the Provincial Council, January 20th 1895, Mother Gonzaga 

explained the necessity of a local Superior for Mary’s Mount repeating her words 

uttered some time previously: “I put in a strong plea to Mother General for a local 

superior for the Mother House as well as for all the other houses. I told her I found I 

could not conscientiously be both Superior and Provincial (that I could not 

conscientiously be either would be nearer the truth)”. Mother Mary Xavier Yourelle was 

appointed first local Superior of Mary’s Mount and Mother Mary Aloysius Macken as 

Socia of Rev. Mother Mary Gonzaga Barry who was formally installed as Provincial. 

It was the feast of the Holy Name. Her exhortation on the occasion has been 

preserved. “Next to seeing those we love, comes the joy of speaking of them, breathing 

their names; the very words fill us with gladness. So should the Holy Name of Jesus…. 

Some enter religion because they feel it impossible to save their souls in the world. 

These often waste much of their lives, “securing themselves”, as it were against 

Almighty God. They must feel sure of their salvation beyond a shadow of a doubt, even 

in this life, and to attain this they consult theologians and all manner of profound books 

of spirituality. They treat Almighty God as if He were a tyrant, waiting to pounce upon 

and destroy them at any moment. Others enter religion to fulfil the will of God in their 

regard. These sometimes apply themselves to the practices of virtue in a hard dry way, 

for duty’s sake, or from a love of perfection, often with much self love and very little 

disinterested love of God. Some enter religion solely because of personal love of Our 

Lord, and these if faithful to grace, learn, as the years go on to regulate their entire lives 

by the desire of pleasing God alone. How it transforms life, this trustful affectionate 

manner of regarding Our Lord! It is possible not to learn the secret for years, or only 

late in life, and yet it sweetens all labour and puts an end to all feelings of discontent in 

circumstances the most trying. Even human love effects this. A girl in the world will 

leave a happy home and go joyfully to a foreign land, or will endure all manner of 

privations and hardships for the sake of some loved individual, who, after all, may 

prove utterly unworthy of her devotion. A sad awakening often follows; the false 

glamour disappears and with it the girl’s happiness. We have given our hearts to One 

who cannot disappoint. Why not cultivate a more intimate, personal love for Him? It 

would change the whole aspect of things around us. Superiors might be strict, 

companions uncongenial, work trying, but none of these things would have power to 

disturb us, for divine love is more powerful in its effects than that which is only natural. 

The best, the noblest have faults. Let us make Him our Friend who alone is faultless and 
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unchangeable! He who rewards even a cup of water given for His sake will richly 

recompense the offering of our whole heart’s love. A cup of water, such a little thing, 

just to fill a cup and hand it! What will He give for a heart’s affection poured out in 

sacrifice to Him?” 

Mother Gonzaga’s own personal love of Our Lord grew ever stronger and tender. 

Her Nuns and the children loved to notice how her face lit up when she pronounced the 

Name of Jesus. So, too, when she said, “Our Divine Lord! It would seem more loving to 

say dearest Lord, but I say Divine, to make reparation for so many who do not 

acknowledge His Divinity”. St. Bernard’s hymn, “Jesus, the very thought of Thee,” was 

an especial favourite with her, and she used to say she often “sang it in her heart to Our 

Lord”. 

A general letter of the 14 March seems to continue her thought of the 

transforming power of divine love for, as she says “Without faith there is no charity”120. 

The connection is easily traced. “The feasts of our two great patrons, St. Patrick and St. 

Joseph seem to bring us all together again, in spirit if not in reality. And is not the spirit 

a reality? To faith it certainly is, and faith is the great virtue St. Patrick’s feast 

inculcates. I thought at meditation that we do not sufficiently cultivate a spirit of lively 

faith. If we only had that virtue in an eminent degree we should be happy, no matter 

what betide. Only think how it would lift us up and out of all our small worries and 

anxieties for the present and the future; God over all. He knows and loves and will 

provide if we only trust and pray. When did He ever fail us? This seems more like hope, 

but there is no hope without faith, and, of course, no charity. Faith is defined 

somewhere as belief in the unseen. If we could realise in our fellow creatures the unseen 

God, working through them for our good, always for our good, if we only keep close to 

Him by faith. No matter then whether they love or hate us, are kind or unkind, they 

unconsciously work for our good and help us to heaven. There we shall not require 

faith, for then we shall see. Faith is the great principle of the interior life. It made St. 

Joseph the saint he was. He looked below the surface of things and saw God in all, in 

the commands of a Roman Emperor, as well as in a Virgin Mother, in a helpless Babe 

on straw. So let us look below the surface, and we shall find the gold of God’s 

Providence in every person and event of life. Charity comes from this spirit of faith: 

“Whatsoever ye do to one of these, ye do it unto ME!” 
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At recreation during this year Mother Provincial never wearied of giving details of 

the holy places she had visited in Europe and particularly of the wonders of Lourdes. In 

thanksgiving for the spiritual graces she had received in that holy grotto she was eager 

to build an Australian Lourdes. Her letters give some account of her progress: “X has 

undertaken to be builder and architect for our Lourdes Grotto. He sent for me today, ‘no 

one else would do’ but myself, and, after proving to his entire satisfaction that the thing 

was quite impossible, he declared that if he had to turn these “Hirons Hinside Hout” he 

would do it. ‘These irons’ were the old belfry outside the Enfants de Marie oratory. He 

has taken it down and the material is to serve for the frame of the grotto. The dear old 

ladies of the Confraternity keep coming up with their Offerings ‘for Lourdes’, so now I 

have a few pounds with which to begin.121” Although she speaks of ‘the architect’, the 

grotto was erected according to her own plans and minute direction. It took some time 

to complete, for the stones had all to be drilled and threaded with strong wire. In 

connection with its dedication Mother Gonzaga arranged a united procession of the 

children of all the Ballarat Loreto Schools, and Confraternities on the feast of the 

Immaculate Conception, when Mass was to be celebrated in the grotto by His Lordship 

Dr. Moore. She loved to bring the children to the grotto on Our Lady’s feast nights 

when in later years she had it illuminated with electric lights. 

To spread the love of God and of His Blessed Mother every labour was welcome. 

This thought found place among the resolutions of her retreat which she made in 

Sydney: “I cannot expect to live much longer, then all the more earnestly let me give the 

time that remains lovingly to Our loving Lord, strive daily and hourly to please His 

Sacred Heart, to repair the past and win souls for Him”. Her ‘Mother’s Letters’ to the 

children attract them to this love. That written on May Day giving a picture of her 

childhood’s May in Ireland has been already quoted in part, but it goes on to answer 

questions and to point out some dangers that threaten her Australian children. 

“Someone asks; “Were there no ferns on Our Lady’s Altar?” No, dear children, 

they were not to be found on the altars of long ago. Fanny Fern had not then written her 

famous book, and though the ferns were as beautiful then as now, they had not become 

fashionable, and anyone who at that time would go seeking for ferns to bring home and 

put in conservatory or drawing room would be considered rather eccentric. Thus 

fashions change as time speeds, but God, and childhood, and nature have always the 
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same beauty. 

Now, why have I written all this about a child’s May memory long ago, if not to 

show you, dear children of the present day, that simple, innocent pleasures can give as 

much real joy as the most expensive and elaborate ones, and indeed more in the 

retrospect, for in these simple joys there lurks no after taste of bitterness. Do you too, 

store up for the future some such pleasant memories of childhood and youth; it is within 

the power of everyone to do so, and surely should not be a difficult matter for you, who 

are far removed from that dire poverty which makes some children’s lives so sad. But 

even the poor can have cheerful retrospects if they choose; the memory for instance, of 

how they spent that heart’s wealth (love and pure unselfish kindness), which even the 

poorest may lavish on those around, thus making others’ poverty less keen. Then, 

happily in this land, even the dwellers in cities have the beauties of nature sufficiently 

near to be able easily to enjoy the sight of them, by stream and hill-side and dale, from 

the time of the golden wattles blooming till the days when the vineyards and orchards 

are all autumn tinged. Yes, try to acquire taste for simple pleasures, and don’t be in a 

hurry to say goodbye to childhood’s days; their light-hearted mirth comes never again 

though the memory of it returns as the years roll by. But pray that your memories may 

never at any time bring with them that blush or sigh, and for this end keep steadily in 

view that model of perfect womanhood given to us by Our Saviour Himself: “Behold 

thy Mother”. True, there is no daughter of Eve that can be immaculate as she was, but 

we may all aim at an innocent and useful life, and with God’s grace keep our daily 

record pure and fair. Slight stains will soil the pages now and then, in spite of our 

efforts, but tears of contrition will quickly efface them, and the memory of God’s ever 

generous, forgiving love, will sweeten our recollections of the past. 

I do not deny, dear children, that this retrospect must be purchased somewhat 

dearly, i.e., by self-denial. Remember that the present in which you are now living will 

one day be the past, and so do not wilfully darken or sully it. Lay aside that book which 

would teach that of which you had better be ignorant, that journal that would disclose 

ways of iniquity in which happily you need never walk. Give not your friendship, or 

affections to one who only knows and cares for the things of this world, and is of the 

world. Go not to that spectacle or amusement where you must see and hear things 

hateful in the Eyes of God, and which you could not even think of in the presence of 

your Immaculate Mother Mary. Above all, beware of self-indulgence which leads surely 

to sin; when we think only of ourselves, our comforts, our pleasures, our likes and 
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dislikes, we drift down a dangerous stream indeed. Do what you know is right, caring 

not what you feel about the matter, and before long you will rejoice at having resisted 

inclination for duty and conscience sake. 

You are not displeased, dear children, with your old Mother for speaking so 

seriously, are you? You know how I long to see you bright, happy, and above all good, 

from childhood to old age, a blessing and a joy to all with whom your life may be cast. 

Those who have the education of youth in the present day, know too well how soon the 

freshness of early childhood is faded and spoiled by careless contact with the world at 

the “Children’s Ball,” or at the Theatre, and needs must grieve, too, to see such aping of 

the manners of grown-up people. How little baby ladies often smile contemptuously 

now-a-days at one who loves a doll or a good round game. Ah! The bloom is easily 

rubbed off the sweetest fruit. And again the noble and attractive dignity of early 

womanhood is often spoiled by the assertive, self-confident manners of girlhood with its 

loud tone and frivolous laugh, its affectation of man’s dress and manners. Sometimes 

when we meet such girls we are forced to exclaim: “Are these the children we knew and 

taught, and to whom we devoted the best part of our lives, hoping to see them grow up 

noble, good women, who would keep the sweet freshness of untainted youth, even with 

the wisdom of maturer years.” May such be your happy lot, my dearest children, is the 

prayer of  

your old and affectionate Mother, 

Mary J. Gonzaga Barry.122” 

She writes to the Nuns in Mary’s Mount for the great feast of the Institute:  

“You have the first claim on a letter for the feast of our Immaculate Mother 

Mary’s name. I often remind her of that claim, and I feel sure she does not forget it 

before the throne of God. But we must remember the Church makes her say, ‘Love 

those who love me”. If we want to have the special love of our Blessed Mother, and of 

course we do, we must have and show a special love for her. 

Our Divine Lord has put in our power a very efficacious way of showing our love, 

and that is by endeavouring to instil into the hearts of the children given to our care an 

affectionate love of their Blessed Mother, that will be to them a safeguard and shelter in 

the storms of life. We should never lose sight of how surrounded by temptations these 

children will probably be as soon as ever they enter the world, and we should try to 
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prepare them now, for the combat. 

On the other hand, they are but children now, and we should suit their exercises of 

piety and devotion to the capacity of children, surrounding them with everything that is 

bright, pleasant and attractive. We must take pains, and give ourselves a little trouble to 

attain this. See how the enemy spreads his snares, and makes them look bright and 

pretty to ensnare young and old. 

It is not only with children but with ourselves we shall find exterior things react 

on the interior. When we see great preparations for a feast of the church, music, altar 

decorations, processions etc., we find feelings of devotion sensibly aroused within us. 

Believe me, these things are lasting and often exercise a more powerful influence in the 

retrospect than even in the present. I remember so vividly the great preparations for 

certain feasts in my youth, and the effect they had and have on me yet, after a lapse of 

forty years. 

Besides, in a community where there is such a spirit, tepidity will never take root. 

Each and all are interested, active and eager in everything that concerns the honour of 

Our Lord or His Blessed Mother: indifference or sloth has no place there, and so the 

enemy gets no chance. Fervour, piety, brightness and happiness reign supreme, and this 

is felt by all who come in contact with such a community and school; it is perceived by 

the most superficial observer. 

So let us all renew our resolutions in honour of our Blessed Mother’s holy name, 

to try individually to promote an affectionate heartfelt and visible devotion to her. This 

we may often do by giving generous encouragement and admiration to others who strive 

to do something for her. Let us beg Our Lord to put something in our way by which we 

can honour His dear Mother, even if it gives us trouble. Our devotion, above all others, 

should be a burning love of her. It should be the characteristic trait of the Institute. 

“Let us promote this devotion even if it gives us trouble”: the words seem almost 

prophetic in the light of after events. The good influence of the Confraternity of the 

Holy Family (established in connection with St. Joseph’s, Dawson Street) had been felt 

in every Catholic home, and the exemplary lives of the Children of Mary who also 

formed the Altar Society and took a leading part in every Catholic activity had borne 

fruit in vocations to many religious orders. Yet both societies found themselves the 

object of Dr. Moore’s displeasure and Rev. Mother was forced to write to him: 

“It has come to my knowledge that you do not wish the meetings of the 

Confraternity or of the Children of Mary to be held in St. Joseph’s School. I now appeal 
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to yourself personally to know what your wish is, and when I do know it I will carry it 

out strictly. Over eighteen years ago I undertook that Confraternity at the express desire 

of our Bishop, and I will give it up now if it is the expressed desire of your 

Lordship”123. 

She prudently asked for his decision in writing. The result is expressed in a 

confidential letter. 

“I go down to Dawson Street on Sunday to disband the Confraternity (now four 

hundred members) as ‘unnecessary’ after eighteen years! The Children of Mary there 

are everything they ought not to be!’ God help us and give us true patience! It is the old, 

old story. It is good for me, O Lord, that Thou hast humbled me. All we ever did for the 

schools in Ballarat seems to be forgotten. If we had not been so generous we might be 

richer, but I don’t regret our gratuitous work since it was done for God. He will repay it 

with interest, if not in this world, in a better one. Day comes after night if we are only 

patient and wait”. 

Loyalty and submission were to be shown by the community by silent resignation. 

Mother Provincial wrote to the superior of Loreto, Dawson Street: 

“In the meantime let the Confraternities and the action of the Bishop be a strictly 

forbidden subject of conversation. Let the Sisters not be one bit put out; all will be for 

the best, and the very best. It is very foolish for a Nun to worry over anything that 

passes with time; it was not for that we became Nuns. Our dear Lord gives us ups and 

downs as it pleases Him; both are equally good for us if we take them in the right spirit. 

Now don’t fret or be anxious, but look forward to a bright future, please God.124” 

Mother M. Gonzaga was never cast down by difficulties and would put the best 

construction on whatever happened. If it were inexcusable she would laugh merrily and 

quote the lines:  

“For every evil under the sun 

There’s a remedy or there’s none; 

If there’s one, be sure to find it, 

If there’s none, then never mind it.” 

In this way she dismissed another disappointment which met her during the first 

year of her Provincialship. As soon as the Melbourne Loreto had been founded in 1889, 
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she consulted the Archbishop, Dr. Carr about the advisability of securing a house near 

the University for a Loreto Hostel where Catholic graduates might reside and be 

coached for their examinations and thus escape many dangers with which they would 

otherwise be surrounded. Dr. Carr approved the project and again acquiesced when the 

subject was broached in later years. Many of Rev. Mother’s friends, Bishops and 

Priests, encouraged her design: “I congratulate you on your last move,” wrote one, “I 

am sure you will eventually succeed. This is the finest idea you have had yet, and I hope 

you may be able to carry it through. If others would only catch a spark of your 

enthusiasm! I shall say Mass for the success of the undertaking. Like most (indeed all) 

of God’s works it will have its difficulties, but, please God, it will ultimately prove one 

of the great blessings conferred through a little woman for the glory of God and the 

salvation of souls.” 

In July 1895, she wrote to the Chancellor of the University, Sir Anthony 

Brownless, who was also in favour of the project and considered it opportune. A house 

in East Melbourne had been rented for the winter by Rev. Mother’s sister, Miss Barry 

and Mrs Murtagh, a sister of the late Dr. O’Connor. Here it was thought a 

commencement might be made which Rev. Mother hoped “might lead to something else 

of more importance, a Catholic Women’s University College”125. But God’s time had 

not come. As in so many of her plans, here was the pioneer’s part to face all the initial 

difficulties and prepare the way for future success. She wrote to the Archbishop, 

acquainting him with the details and asking for his patronage and approval. His Grace 

answered that he “feared the attempt would result in failure and would only excite 

adverse criticism”126. So in all humility and deference Mother Gonzaga deferred her 

scheme to a future day. As a matter of fact, it was not until 1918, nearly three years after 

her death that St. Mary’s Hall, the Women’s Branch of Newman College (affiliated with 

the University of Melbourne), was opened in the very house which Rev. Mother had 

desired to purchase about twenty three years before. 

Her letter to the children from Sydney, thanking them for their letters for her feast 

attracts them to noble ambition and interest in all that is best in science and literature. 

“My dearest children, 

I have all your dear and welcome letters here on the desk before me as I write, and 
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they make so goodly an array, that tho’ I read each of them with great pleasure, I think it 

would be quite impossible to reply to each separately as I would wish. So I have written 

all your names on a list that I will post with this general letter, and you will, dearest 

children, take this as if it were addressed to you each individually. If I have omitted any 

name you will kindly supply it for me. 

I did not get all your letters the same day, but even so, the post man, who brought 

many on St. Aloysius Eve, remarked with a smile that he pitied me if I had to answer 

them all! I do not deserve pity, for if I only had time, it would be a pleasure to write to 

each of you, my dear little correspondents, (I should not say “little” but young). 

Well now you will get this, I hope, just before beginning your holidays, very 

pleasant ones, I hope too, not only for yourselves but for all in the dear homes you are 

going to. I am sorry we could not have our usual little conference in the school before 

you left, but, please God, I will see you when you return - then we will begin to prepare 

for Christmas! How quickly life speeds on, and the older we grow the quicker it seems 

to pass. A child’s day is a long day, - as we grow old it gets shorter. But as I often told 

you dear children, what you have to do now is to set steadily before you a noble aim in 

life, and work up to it, so that, be your days long or short, they may be useful and happy 

- a good preparation for the eternal years that are to come, in a Heavenly Home, 

prepared for us by Our Divine Lord, and that we can lose only through our own fault. 

Now to speak of something more commonplace, yet interesting. I hope you still 

diligently read those beautiful books, which will help so much to educate you in the 

truest sense, and form your taste so that you will absolutely regret and dislike all the 

silly rubbish that so many girls fritter away their time in reading. I say nothing of bad 

books, because I hope your conscience is too well formed to relish them. When you go 

out into the world you will see them, and be brought into contact with them and with 

those who read them. But for your soul’s sake, and the purity of your mind - above all 

for God’s sake - do not yield to the temptation of reading them, altho’ like some deadly 

poisons they possess a fatal sweetness. 

Do you still take an interest in the new photography, the discoveries by the 

Rontgen Process - the X Ray? I thought of you all lately, when I read about a wonderful 

discovery by Count de Charbonet: It is the process of making the most beautiful silk out 

of wood! Now positively worked out in large factories in England. You may have seen 

it in the Graphic. As this silk is not only beautiful but very cheap, it may form the 

material of your next summer uniform! “And you shall walk in silk attire” of the 
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thinnest texture in the hot days. But in the meantime and during the holidays take great 

care of the beautiful white robe God gave you in Baptism, as His Child, and told you to 

bring unstained before His Judgement Seat, so that he might give you the robe and 

crown of life. May we all meet there, dearest children, in joy and gladness, and praise 

forever Him who has been so good to us, so merciful and kind. 

Your affectionate old Mother, 

Mary J. Gonzaga Barry127 
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MOTHER MARY GONZAGA BARRY 

 

CHAPTER 21 

WESTERN FOUNDATIONS: ADELAIDE TERRACE, PERTH: 1897. 

OSBORNE: 1901. 

 

In return for Mother Gonzaga’s greetings to Mother Provincial of India for the 

Golden Jubilee of that foundation, the loving wish came in reply: “May each division of 

your grand Australia have one or more of your houses!” This was in 1891 when the 

Institute had not spread beyond the little state of Victoria. Six years later there were two 

flourishing houses in New South Wales and one in West Australia. The story of the 

latter foundation must now be told. As early as 1895 we find this entry in M.M. 

Gonzaga’s note book: St. Barbara’s Day, 4 December. Dr. Gibney, Bishop of Perth 

West Australia came here at the recommendation of our Bishop, to offer us a foundation 

in Perth, where, he says ‘the people are pouring in, and gold is pouring out like 

anything’. He offers sites for two convents.” 

No action could be taken then, beyond transmitting the offer, to Mother General 

for consideration and preparing a new band of young religious for the coming labours. 

This project also added to the burden of Mother Gonzaga’s business correspondence so 

that she writes: “Perth is now added to the horrors of mail day.128 Shall I never be done 

writing letters? I fear not while I can hold the pen. Fiat! I hope the Sisters do not think I 

am forgetting them, but I have so much to write about to seculars and superiors. L.S.D. 

is not the least of the worries, but our times are in His Hand: ‘trust God, see all, nor be 

afraid! God’s Will before all! Our Blessed Mother and St. Joseph are keeping the dear 

Angels busy sending us subjects for all our work.” 

During the Christmas season the exercises of the Long Retreat (30 days) were 

given for the first time to the young religious. Then followed the Reception and 

Profession Ceremonies. “Our little brides,” look so happy and good Rev. Mother wrote, 

“They are living examples of fervour after their long retreat, and it is practical fervour, 

for they are ready to put their hands to everything. We have lovely Nuns, thank God! 

All are impressed with the preference given to spiritual things”. 

These Ceremonies year by year, brought new joy to Mother Provincial with a glad 
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realisation of all that they implied: “Remember, dear Sister, you, this day, become the 

spouse of Jesus Christ”: every word was deep with meaning. “I was struck today,” she 

said, “by a sentence in the Ceremony. ‘I have chosen a life of Poverty, Humiliation and 

Mortification.’ I am afraid we too often forget our choice in daily life, but our dear Lord 

has patience with us still, and keeps us with Himself.” And in a letter she wrote: “May 

tomorrow bring back to your heart all the happiness of your Profession Day. I don’t 

think I could wish you more happiness on earth. But when we get to heaven we shall 

feel fully all the happiness that day purchased for us and see all God’s infinite mercy in 

having chosen us out of the world”129. 

In her desire to keep abreast of educational movements Mother Provincial 

engaged Miss Barbara Bell, a Diplomee of the Training College, Cambridge, to come 

out from England and give a course of lectures and teaching exercises in Mary’s Mount 

for the benefit of the novices. This course took the place of the usual School 

Conferences, the inauguration of which was noted in a former Chapter. Mother Gonzaga 

foresaw that before many years, registration of teachers would be required, and when 

the time came (nine years later) it found her prepared. 

After a year at Mary’s Mount, Miss Bell visited other Loretos, and saw that in all 

the schools the most efficient methods were employed, so that, when Registration of 

Teachers was required in 1906, there was no difficulty in obtaining it for all the Sisters. 

After Miss Bell’s engagement with Loreto was completed, her services were sought in 

several dioceses to do the work of Training, so that immense help was given to the 

Catholic Schools in Australia. 

With regard to what is perhaps the most difficult department of education, Sub-

Primary teaching, Mother M. Gonzaga had in 1899 engaged an expert from Europe to 

train the Sisters in the Kindergarten system. It had always been used to some extent in 

the Junior Schools of the different Loretos, appliances being specially imported as they 

could not then be obtained in Australia, but after this date it could be more thoroughly 

carried out. 

She never let the Sisters forget that the most important part of their training as 

religious teachers was their growth in holiness. This was the principal theme of her 

Easter exhortations and letters: 
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“Good Friday, 

May Our Lord fill your hearts so full of Easter joy and peace that there will be no 

room for anything that would displease Him. I have just come from Calvary where I 

prayed my best for you all and during the holy hours of watching before the Blessed 

Sacrament last night, too. Have you the Blessed Sacrament today? We have not. I do 

not think we Nuns realise all Our Lord is to us in the Sacrament of Love until we find 

ourselves in a house where He is not. 

Poor Mr. R. is nearing the end of his painful pilgrimage, suffering like a patient 

saint. I sent him today a basket of the flowers and grapes that were nearest to Our Lord 

on the Altar of Repose. Mrs R. is not able to give him any relief. She has her portion 

with Our Blessed Mother at the foot of the cross. 

May your Easter be a bright and happy one! I was going to say full of perfect joy, 

until I remembered that could not be until our own resurrection day, or rather ascension. 

Then we shall enter the beautiful Home Our dear Lord purchased for us at the price of 

His Good Friday suffering. Then our joy will be full. In the meantime we must all have 

our Good Friday in this life, and bear our crosses lovingly and generously. Let us not 

complain of the few short days before that glorious Easter dawns. They will quickly 

pass like these last days of Lent. Our only regret then will be that we did not do and 

suffer more for our good God, who has been so generous and loving to us.”130 

Another letter: “It seems to me that in Portland one can realise Easter well. I do 

not know why, but I suppose it is the sea and the beautiful quiet that usually reigns there 

that make it something like the fishing village where Our Lord spent so much of His 

time with His Apostles.131 Let us all rejoice in the Lord! “Sisters of All Saints”, what a 

proud title you have, and how humble I am sure you feel with it all. For those who 

claim a special relationship with the saints must be humble, or else there is no family 

likeness. Well, my dear little humble saints, we will pray for you tomorrow, and you 

will pray for us that we may begin now in right earnest to be saints, all saints and no 

imperfect cowards running away from every little difficulty on the way to heaven. May 

we all meet there round our Blessed Lady’s Throne!”132 
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Late in the year 1896, Mother Provincial set out with two of the Mothers for the 

voyage to Perth, West Australia, to fulfil her promise to Dr. Gibney to select a site for 

the proposed convent. Perth, at this time was increasing in population by leaps and 

bounds, owing to the impetus given by new gold discoveries. Like New South Wales 

and Tasmania, West Australia had borne the odium of a penal settlement and the gold 

fever alone rendered it attractive to the later settlers. Perth, the capital, on the Swan 

River, about twelve miles from the port is almost in the same latitude as Sydney. The 

distance between the two capitals, as the crow flies, is about 2,400 miles, some hundred 

more being added when following the ordinary route. Mother Provincial expected to 

make but a short stay in the West where the Nuns were hospitably entertained by the 

Sisters of St. John of God, but November had arrived before anything was definitely 

settled. Some details are given in her letter in October. 

“This will show you that your Mothers in the West have not been unmindful of 

you. We shall often think of you on the feast of your holy patron, who grows dearer to 

you every year, I am sure; for as we grow older, we seem to know the saints better, and 

value our holy vocation more and more. Our Lord’s infinite goodness and love appear 

in a clearer light, until we wonder how it was that He gave us such a grace as to 

withdraw us from the world and make us His own, thus saving us from dangers of 

which in this life we can only have a dim idea. It will be one of the joys of heaven to see 

this clearly. 

I am sure you would like to know something of our life here. The best thing we do 

is to first learn, and then practise Patience, for we have a great deal of waiting to do in 

Perth. People move rather slowly here, and don’t understand what it is to hurry 

themselves. You write, and must wait long for a reply; you send a message, and must 

wait days for an answer; people come to see you and talk for an hour about nothing. 

We want to take a house for next year while waiting for our convent to be built, 

but houses are hard to get in Perth. Before the foundations are laid, they are engaged by 

people who come from the other states and who have to stay in hotels until the new 

house is built. Houses are being run up on all sides, and agents told a friend of ours that 

if they had fifty houses ready built at present there would be three applications for each 

of them. Yet, we are asking St. Anthony to work a miracle, and dear St. Joseph, who 

knows what it is to go round looking for house-room. I am sure we shall get it too, when 

we have learned well our lesson of Patience. 

The garden and field here slope down to the great Swan River, but I do not care to 
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go there, for I think it is the snakes’ playground. A big one opened its mouth at Sister 

Veronica the other day when she went there to pick up some fire kindlings, and a little 

one came up on the verandah to pay her a visit. She did not appreciate its attention and 

the poor little thing was killed. As a rule I am not fond of snakes, but I don’t think I 

could kill one if I could get rid of it otherwise. May the spirit of St. Alphonsus take 

entire possession of your hearts.”133 

A different scene is described in her Christmas letter for “The Blossoms”. 

“My dearest children, 

It is very unwise to leave to the last moment something you have to do and that is 

what I have done with this letter; however I am not altogether to blame, since I have an 

excuse - what daughter of Eve has not one ever ready? Mine, dear children, is that I 

have been away from dear Mary’s Mount for a considerable time at our other convents, 

and also in the “Golden West”, as some like to call West Australia. I suppose you are 

aware that His Lordship the Bishop of Perth invited our Nuns to his diocese and kindly 

offered them a foundation there. He also expressed a wish that we should pay a visit 

before establishing a convent. Loreto Sydney also claimed a visit, that arrangements 

might be made about the new Convent to be built upon the beautiful site lately 

purchased at Normanhurst. I must tell you about that Loreto another time, as I think 

you, dear children, take an interest in every Loreto, no matter where it may be. 

Certainly, wherever I go, to Melbourne, Sydney or Perth, I find dear old pupils ready 

and willing to devote their best energies to their Alma Mater, and whilst believing that 

their own particular Loreto is far superior to any other, they still will cheerfully do all in 

their power to forward the interests of the Loreto near at hand. This esprit de corps is a 

pleasant thing to meet, and it is very noticeable in our young Australians. May they 

never lose a characteristic which is so evident a sign of a grateful heart and of a due 

appreciation of the pains taken with their education. 

But see, the recollection of these dear grateful children has led me away from the 

Golden West. I wanted to tell you of something I saw there which rejoiced my heart and 

recalled another fair scene, one which I witnessed in the Old World at Lourdes on 

Rosary Sunday 1894. 

Now, Rosary Sunday, 1896, was the day chosen for a great procession of the 

Blessed Sacrament at Subiaco near Perth. The old Monastery built there by the 
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Benedictine Monks, before they advanced to New Norcia, is now occupied by Sisters of 

Mercy and is used as an Orphanage. It was from the Monastery that the procession set 

out and such a magnificent procession as it was! The Bishop, Dr. Gibney, wished all the 

Religious in and near Perth to assemble to do honour to our Hidden God and right 

gladly they responded; as for the secular people, they flocked in thousands towards 

Subiaco. It was a beautiful profession of Faith. The Blessed Sacrament, under a canopy 

borne by Catholic gentlemen, was reverently carried by the venerable Abbot Salvado - 

the only mitred Abbot in Australia, and a true friend and apostle of the Aborigines. 

Then followed the train of Priests; Nuns of four different religious orders; children in 

processional uniform; girls and boys from the Orphanage; Children of Mary, and a great 

gathering of the devout laity of every age and condition. All followed our Blessed Lord 

through the immense grounds of Subiaco, up hill and down dale, under the grand old 

trees and over the grassy carpet so beautifully strewn with wild flowers. Now and again 

there was a pause at the temporary altars erected in natural bowers where Benediction is 

given, the vast multitude then knelt in silent reverence, but as the procession pursued its 

way, they answered one and all to the Hail Marys of the Rosary, repeated aloud by His 

Lordship, Dr. Gibney. The kind Sisters of Mercy at Subiaco gave hospitality to all the 

Religious when the devotions were ended, and then we turned our steps homewards, 

tired indeed, but bearing in our minds and hearts a beautiful memory of this Rosary 

Sunday, a memory that will last and bring pleasure along with it for many a day to 

come. 

In a former letter, I think I advised you to become collectors of many such 

memory pictures, all of which should be placed in the clear light of a happy Past and 

thus be enjoyed as long as life may last. But you must not forget to begin the collection 

early. Use your young eyes and store away pictures of all that is beautiful in God’s 

creation; from the passing glimpse of a tiny wild flower, or of a little brook with the 

fringe of ferns and grasses, to the magnificent view of a lofty mountain, or of a broad 

river with its white sail - boats skimming like birds over the smooth, bright waters. 

And always, on the sight or remembrance of such things let your heart spring 

upwards to Him Who created them to beautify our land of exile. Bless Him too, for the 

power given to His creatures to make such grand and exquisite things as the stately 

Cathedral, the marble wonders of statuary, the paintings which recall great deeds and 

noble lives. And again, I repeat it, treasure up the memory of all such things, noble, 

beautiful, pure and good, and then, even if your pathway lead through dusty, crowded, 
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darkened ways in this world, there will be sunshine in your hearts and you will breathe 

still the clear untainted atmosphere of your youth which will give you strength and 

courage to do your duty to God and your fellow creatures.”134 

Having made all the business arrangements for which her presence was necessary, 

Mother Provincial returned to Mary’s Mount, friends in Perth undertaking to secure a 

furnished house for her as soon as a favourable opportunity offered. Having done all 

that was in her power, she was content to await God’s time saying: “Don’t worry about 

anything that is in God’s Hands; He will arrange all without anyone’s help”. Her trust 

was well founded; early in January 1897 a telegram announced that “a furnished house 

had been taken on Adelaide Terrace, not far from Government House, Perth”. This news 

she sent to the other houses by letter, adding, “My heart feels very sad at the prospect of 

parting”. The Superior, Mother M. de Sales, as before noted, had been one of her 

community both at Gorey and at Enniscorthy and her companion in her last voyage. The 

great distance and difficulty of communicating aggravated the pain of separation of 

which we catch a glimpse here and there in her letters. On 29th September she went 

with the little band of missioners as far as Melbourne to see them safely started on the 

voyage. 

“I went to Albert Park last Friday with poor M.M. de Sales and the Sisters. I did 

not think I could miss her so much. I feel as if I had lost my right hand. We saw them 

safe on board. The Frenchmen on board the S.S. “Polynesian” were so pleased with the 

Sister’s French that they refused to believe they were Irish Nuns.” Later in the week she 

wrote: “I am afraid they hadn’t enough wraps and it is so cold. My heart goes out to 

them tossing on the ocean. But we ought to be generous with God, and not grudge those 

absent doing His work even though we must regret and miss them. When we give to 

God ungrudgingly what costs us much to give, He is sure to give us a hundredfold in 

some way or other. I am thinking of you all and wishing we could be together - but 

Eternity will be long enough for that”. That the separation (it was for fourteen years) 

cost her much, was acknowledged when she spoke of the Perth foundation as her 

greatest sacrifice since her arrival in Australia. How she was to acknowledge that part of 

the hundredfold was given before the dawning of eternity we shall see later. 

But to the Sisters who were going, and to those remaining behind, her own 

sadness was hidden and only happy pictures kept in view. She made the best of places 
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and things, as she did of people, which happy faculty saved her from many of the 

anxieties which pessimists create for themselves. The night before the West Australian 

mission left Ballarat for Perth, a lady from that city called to see one of the members of 

the new foundation. After telling her many things about her future home in the 

wonderful West, she wound up by saying: “Sister, you are going to a land of Sin, 

Sorrow and Sore Eyes”. When the Nun to whom this was said repeated this gloomy 

alliteration to Mother Mary Gonzaga, she at once replied reassuringly: “My child, you 

are going to a land of Sunshine, Smiles and Sanctity”. And so indeed they were, for if 

sin and sorrow have found their way into Western Australia, does the map of the world 

contain a country which those enemies of mankind have not visited? While as to sore 

eyes, the sandy soil whose fine dust produces them is not peculiar to Perth. 

The travellers arrived safely in the west having made their first experience of a 

‘coastal trip’. It was a hot day in Perth. This, joined to the fatigue of the journey 

rendered an immediate rest desirable. But the Bishop, Dr. Gibney, had promised to say 

Mass in the house on the following morning. Although all the necessary furniture had 

been brought from Mary’s Mount, no room had been settled for a chapel, so it was 

necessary for the tired missioners to remain up all night to convert one of the heavily 

furnished bedrooms into an audience chamber for the King of Kings. This labour of 

love was well repaid when Our Lord took possession of the house next morning, 5th 

February, 1897. This Loreto was dedicated to Our Lady of Good Counsel. The Bishop 

was exceedingly kind and said, “You are not to open school for another week when you 

are all rested. I’ll pay the rent”. And he handed the Superior a cheque, not for Ten 

Pounds (£10) but for One hundred Pounds (£100). 

The community remained in the furnished house for six months, when, having 

purchased a fine property known as ‘The Bracken’, they moved thither. The house was 

a two storied brick building, well situated, with grounds planted with shade and fruit 

trees sloping down to the river’s edge. Two years later Mother Provincial directed that 

an additional wing should be built for the accommodation of boarders. 

Success did not come at once, for she wrote, “If there ever was a foundation 

depending on Providence alone, Perth is surely it. Everyone prophesies a great future 

for it, but, in the meantime the present is not all that could be desired. Still, so long as 

the Sisters are well and happy, as they are, I will not complain, but thank God”. She 

would repeat two of her favourite maxims: “The secret of success is to do all you can 

for God and for those He has given you already”, and “your pupils will be your best 
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advertisement”. 

She impressed her belief that the domestic arts were the best part of a woman’s 

education. 

“I often think of the saying ‘a girl ought and must be taught to work neatly, taste 

or no taste’, plain work I mean. I hope all our pupils will learn to exercise their hands in 

works of utility, as well as art. Music I have come almost to hate as a school subject but 

I see it is sometimes a necessary bait for higher things. I am pleased to hear M. and N. 

are little naturalists. What a resource it will be for them in vacation! They ought to 

collect specimens and learn to mount them correctly; it would not be the least useful 

part of their education”. 

Her gratitude to those who were ‘friends in need’ to the Nuns during this trying 

time, also finds expression: “Dr. Kenny must have been inspired by our Blessed Lady to 

do so much for poor Nuns who have no claim on him - - - It is pleasant to work for such 

people. The only danger is it is too pleasant, whilst working for the ungrateful turns the 

soul to God and secures the great reward”. 

Her confidence in God’s protecting care had not long to bear the test of 

disappointment. Within a year of the completion of the new wing the school was 

flourishing and the accommodation of the house taxed to the utmost. Her return of 

gratitude was to be not so much in word as in deed: “You will help me to thank Our 

Lord for His goodness and to show our gratitude by working, as I know you do, for the 

precious young souls given to our care. Look at the children as sent you by God in a 

special manner. Never be surprised at their faults. Be full of holy zeal for their souls; 

above all make them true Catholics. If you are really seeking their goodwill by 

supernatural charity, believe me they will soon know it and have confidence in you, and 

you will be able to do them a world of good.” 

She wrote on 19 July: “The date will be memorable for all who landed in 

Melbourne, that day in 1875. I need not ask if you remember, as I know none of the first 

set can ever forget. How good God has been to us ever since. Even we do not know 

(only Himself) all His hidden mercies. How far seeing is our good God, and how well 

He orders all for us if we only leave ourselves in His Hands.”135 

It was not until March 1901 that a site for the second Loreto in the West became 
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available. Mother Provincial speaks of it in her letters: 

“I must tell you what St. Joseph did for our Nuns in Perth. On the 29th they got 

the offer of “Osborne”. It is situated on a hill, at Claremont, six miles from Perth. The 

house proper has thirty rooms; there are also two large cottages on the grounds. The 

ferneries, greenhouses, arbors, gardens and lawns have given employment to ten 

gardeners. There are eleven acres of ground with frontage to the Freshwater Bay, a 

broad inlet of the Swan River about a mile from the Indian Ocean. The furniture is 

valued at £1,500; electric light is installed and hot and cold water laid on; the ballroom 

is much larger than the school room in Mary’s Mount. Father O’Farrell, C.S.S.R., who 

was here last Sunday said that until he saw it he did not believe there was such a place 

in Australia; it was a perfect paradise.” 

Mother Provincial and her companion, M.M. Aloysius Macken reached Perth on 

3rd July. After a visit of inspection to Osborne she wrote: “It surpasses all I heard of it”. 

Acting on the advice of the Bishop, Dr. Gibney, she purchased the property for 

£12,200). It had always been a favourite summer resort and sanatorium for residents of 

West Australia (as a fashionable hotel on which £65,000 had been expended, and 

Mother Gonzaga, recognising that we are “creatures of environment” hoped much from 

the educational helpfulness of the beautiful surroundings. It was not long before her 

hopes were realised and the thirty-six boarders present at the opening increased in 

numbers to seventy while yielding to none in the strength of their true Loreto spirit. 

The Feast of the Assumption, 15 August, 1901, was the day chosen by Mother 

Provincial for the opening of Loreto Convent, Osborne, under the invocation of Our 

Lady of Perpetual Help. Midnight of the eve found her putting the last touches to the 

decoration of the chapel. Next morning Dr. Gibney, having previously blessed the 

house, celebrated the first Mass there. It was followed by a Procession of the Blessed 

Sacrament arranged by Mother Gonzaga in which all the Nuns and children carried 

palms and lilies. As the procession wound through the grounds, beautiful in the Spring 

sunshine, and back to the Chapel for Benediction, it was a sight not easily forgotten. 

Business detained Rev. Mother in the West for another month and she answers the 

clamours of her eastern children thus: “One strong resolution I have taken and hope to 

keep; I will not be rushed. People must have patience; Perth, as well as Rome is a 

school of patience”. “I have given you an opportunity to practise patience with me, and 

now only send a few words to tell you how affectionately we all wish you a happy feast, 

with consolations from Our Lord’s Sacred Heart to make up for the crosses lately sent 
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from the same loving source as a medicine which, though bitter, is very salutary”136. 

Another letter of this time showed her appreciation of ‘everyday life’. 

“Welcome out of retreat and back again to everyday life. This, after all, is the only 

sure test of our sincerity in the love and service of our good God, Who has given us so 

many things for which to be grateful, and has now added this retreat to the many 

mercies with which His love surrounds us. The longer we live the more indebted we 

become, and it is a good thing to be able to look forward to Eternity in which we can 

praise and bless and thank Him; only we should remember we must begin in time what 

we are to continue in eternity. One of the great blessings of community life is the 

mutual aid we can all give each other in a hundred little ways that help to make life so 

happy for ourselves and others. You will soon begin again your great work for souls, the 

education of youth. It matters not what you have got to do, all share in the merit and in 

the reward. Work for Our Divine Lord and His dearest Mother brings happiness with it. 

I hope to see you enjoying fully the three H’s (Holiness, Happiness, Health) that I ask 

Our Lord so often to bestow on you”137. 

 

                                                 
136 Series 210 Item 81, Gonzaga Barry to Boniface Volker, 5 June 1897, Loreto Province Archives 
Ballarat. 
137 Series 210 Item 170, Gonzaga Barry to Aloysius Macken, 24 July 1898, Loreto Province Archives 
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MOTHER M. GONZAGA BARRY 

 

CHAPTER 22 

1889 - 1902 

HOW THE CHILDREN’S CHURCH OF THE IMMACULATE CONCEPTION 

AT MARY’S MOUNT WAS PRAYED FOR, HELPED, AND FINALLY BUILT. 

ITS OPENING CEREMONIES & SOME NOTES ABOUT IT. 

 

Mother Mary Gonzaga’s strongest desire ever since the foundation of Mary’s 

Mount, was to be able to build there a beautiful church, a real house of prayer, as 

worthy as might be of Him for whom it was built, and of His Blessed Mother, to whom 

it was to be dedicated under the title of The Church of the Immaculate Conception. This 

desire was shared by all her communities, who each felt a deep affection for the Alma 

Mater, and whatever concerned it. For long years there did not appear to be any answer 

to the fervent prayers continually offered for this intention, but if any of those who 

joined in the petition were discouraged by the weary term of waiting, Mother Mary 

Gonzaga’s confidence never wavered. She felt quite sure that in God’s own time such a 

church as she hoped for, dreamt of, and prayed for, would be the crown of Mary’s 

Mount. As was her way, “though she counted on God for everything, she neglected no 

opportunity of getting ideas on church buildings, or gathering money to carry these 

ideas into execution. Her travels gave her many occasions of seeing what was best in 

ecclesiastical architecture, and whenever she saw anything which struck her as 

appropriate or capable of adaptation to the building or decoration of her dream church, 

it was noted for future use. 

As early as 1887 she made known her plans to the children. It was to be a 

“Children’s Church” built with contributions which came through children’s hands. The 

names of the little donors with their age, birthday and address were to be placed in ‘a 

big red book’ which stood for many years on a stand in the front hall of Mary’s Mount 

under a white marble statuette of the Holy Child, until it was placed beneath the altar of 

the Church which came in such a wonderful way from the hands of a pupil. Mother 

Gonzaga speaks of it in her letter to the children in 1889: 

“This reminds me, dear children, to speak of your Church - “The Children’s 

Church”; you are not forgetting it, I see, though contributions come in slowly. On the 

Feast of St. Aloysius, some old Loreto pupils sent me donations for the Church, and I 
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will have published in the next edition of “Eucalyptus Blossoms” the names and 

contributions up to date. A good friend has lodged the money already received at 

interest, and let us hope the good work may soon be commenced. Again I wish I were 

rich for a few minutes, just long enough to give a few thousand pounds to some children 

to build a House for God, where their names would be remembered as long as the Holy 

Sacrifice would be offered up every morning. I think Our Lord would love to dwell in a 

Church built by children. You know how he loved children in His mortal life, and the 

beautiful things He has said of them. If a few zealous children took up the work, and got 

the names of all the children they knew and entered them in a little book with the 

smallest contribution from each - a penny or half penny - and sent all on to Mary’s 

Mount, Ballarat, the names would be inserted in the big book that is to be placed near 

the Altar in the Church when it is built, and no doubt many a blessing would shed its 

light on their path in life, and many a grace aid them on their way to Heaven in return 

for their generosity and love for the House of God, where the Lord of glory dwells.”138 

Again in 1896, she writes: 

“Even now, dear children, while the very sunshine of youth is in your hearts, 

cannot you give some practical proof of your devotion to Our Hidden Lord - that same 

Lord Who made our exile fair, and fairer still, the home that awaits you in Heaven. 

Would you not like to prepare a Home for Him on earth? 

Have you forgotten the Children’s Church? Surely not, and yet this year we seem 

to have almost lost sight of our cherished scheme of the building that is to be raised by 

means of “children’s contributions only” - or at least by donations given through their 

hands. Well let us not forget the Children’s Church, for I believe that our dear Lord 

would love to dwell there, seeing how He loved the children themselves, who were so 

blest as to draw nigh His Sacred Person when He walked upon earth. He changes not. 

He loves the children still; and will you not prove your devotion by helping each one of 

you, to build up a beautiful dwelling for Him, our Sacramental Lord? And see, my little 

Church builders, I shall show you how, in a practical way you may build up, at the same 

time - in your hearts - the essential foundation of a Christian life; self-denial. Sacrifice 

some unnecessary object or passing pleasure and give its price to your Church fund; so 

you practise self-denial and build up in your character the sterling virtue of generosity. 

Parents delight in bestowing gifts, but if they knew their children would prefer a 

                                                 
138 ‘A Mother’s Letter to Her Children’, ‘Eucalyptus Blossoms’ Dec. 1889. 
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donation to the Church, rather than a bangle, brooch or other pretty trifle, they would 

gladly encourage such proofs of self-denying generosity. 

The thought too has just struck me, that we might even enlist as helpers those 

“angel children”, dear little brothers and sisters, taken early out of this world and 

brought to God’s Garden of Paradise, where they now await the dear ones who still 

journey thither. Yes, even the happy angel children can have their share in raising your 

Church, if only their names be inscribed as benefactors in the great book that is to rest 

beside the Children’s Altar at Mary’s Mount. Surely, even in Heaven, they will feel it 

sweet to be thus remembered in the earthly Temple of their Lord. As for those who were 

the means of enrolling the little ones as benefactors, though their hearts may sometimes 

“long for the winsome little faces vanished, and for the sound of feet that are still”, yet, 

the alms given for the love of the children in Paradise will bring a blessing and a peace, 

even to the loneliest hearts and homes; our good Master rewards bountifully, as only 

God can do. 

Yes, He rewards right royally, and yet, dear children, I would wish you all to say 

readily with the generous St. Francis Xavier - when thinking of rewards or punishments:  

“Not for these things, nor for these things solely, 

Nor for this hope or fear, though both I feel; 

I love Thee for Thy love’s sake, freely, wholly, 

For Thy sole worth, and not my woe or weal”. 

This plan of a ‘children’s church’ was the outcome of her humility and of the 

consideration of one of her favourite texts: “For the house which I desire to build is 

great, for Our God is great above all - - - Who then can be able to build Him a worthy 

house? If heaven, and the heaven of heavens, cannot contain Him, who am I that should 

be able to build Him a house? Her architect, Mr. William Tappin, shared her enthusiasm 

for the projected church (her fellow-workers often caught the overflow of that 

impetuous stream), and after much consultation and pouring over designs, produced a 

plan for the existing church which has been pronounced by experts to be “a gem of 

architecture.”139 

The building of such a church was a mighty undertaking and Dr. Moore, the 

Bishop of Ballarat, naturally had great misgivings. However, His Lordship yielded to 

the persuasive arguments of Mother Mary Gonzaga as to the fitness of a fine church for 
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the Mother House and he laid the foundation stone in January 1898. Still the prudent 

Bishop may well have felt alarm, for all available money was expended, when scarcely 

more than the foundation had been laid. The nature of the soil had made it necessary 

that the foundations should be unusually deep, and this underground work had been 

very costly. The building ceased after a time, for lack of funds, and the how and when 

of its resumption were left to God. But Mother Mary Gonzaga remained in perfect 

peace, and unbounded confidence. Under the date 13 September, 1899 (i.e. during the 

cessation of the work) she wrote the following text: “Build the house of the Lord and let 

all help”: command of Cyrus, King of Persia. This injunction was accepted literally, for 

the work was resumed on 29 September and each of the 

children, under the direction of the foreman laid a brick 

in the inner wall. The building went on for a year, but in 

August 1900, it had to be stopped again. “God is rich in 

mercy and I do not despair”, Rev. Mother wrote. 

“There’s a Heart, there’s a Hand we feel but cannot see; 

we’ve always been provided for and we always shall be. I have increased my demands 

on the Bank of Divine Providence by many thousands”. “A miracle is quite easy to Our 

Lord”, she would say. “Look at the miracle he works every morning to come into our 

poor hearts, I tell Him He can make £1,000 out of nothing, and I am sure He will give 

me more than that to build the church I have so long prayed for”. And so indeed He did, 

in a manner which without being miraculous, was certainly providential, and quite 

outside the range of everyday life. How Mother Provincial got the money for the church 

is a rather long story, but it is worth telling, not only as a record of how confidence in 

Divine Providence and prayer were rewarded, but that it gives a glimpse of the 

charming personality and rarely gifted nature, of one who is affectionately associated 

with the Children’s Church. 

One cold winter day a young girl, accompanied by an older friend called at the 

convent, and asked to see Rev. Mother. It happened that Mother Mary Gonzaga was 

particularly engaged that afternoon, getting ready for a visit to Sydney, where she was 

going next day, and so she sent the Mother Assistant to interview the ladies. After the 

usual polite preliminaries the young visitor, who was introduced as Miss Metternich 

who was travelling for her health, said she was anxious to be prepared for the 

matriculation examination of the University of Melbourne, and for that purpose would 

like to come to the convent as a parlour-boarder. The Mother Assistant, who liked to 
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walk on the beaten path of tradition and distrusted innovations, was not very 

encouraging. She explained that beyond the division of the pupils into juniors and 

seniors according to their ages, the children at Mary’s Mount were brought up as a 

large, well-organised family, having their studies and 

recreations together, and being mutually helpful and 

affectionate. There was no special accommodation for parlour-

boarders, and she did not know whether Rev. Mother would be 

able or willing to receive a pupil who desired to live apart, and 

required separate lessons. However she would let her know 

what Miss Metternich desired, and if the visitors could return 

next morning they would be able to see her before she set out 

on her journey. The two ladies retired disappointed, but not 

quite despairing of carrying their point, and the Mother Assistant rather hoped she had 

seen the last of them. But next day brought them back, and no sooner had an interview 

taken place between Rev. Mother and her would-be pupil than all difficulties seemed to 

vanish. The young girl at once felt the charm which Mother Gonzaga unconsciously 

exercised over most people who approached her, while that experienced reader of 

character divined at once, that if she opened the door of Mary’s Mount to Miss 

Metternich, the new pupil would soon be at home there. She felt convinced that this 

young girl who appeared to be so fearless; and at the same time so maidenly, was not of 

the usual order of parlour-boarders who really require a separate establishment. 

Mother Mary Gonzaga’s quick sympathy went out to the young foreigner, so 

simple, and so refined. She imagined that Miss Metternich must have met with some 

reverse of fortune, and therefore wished to prepare herself to be a governess, and that 

Miss Ryan meant to take up the serious study of music with the same view. So with her 

usual kindness, she set to work to make things easier for them, and in stating the terms 

on which she would receive them (for Miss Ryan also wished to come to Mary’s 

Mount) said that if Miss Metternich would take charge of a class for German, that 

service would of course be considered in the pension. The young girl smiled, and said 

she had no experience in teaching, but if it would please Rev. Mother for her to make an 

attempt she was quite ready to try what she could do. In further conversation it turned 

out that Miss Ryan knew several of Rev. Mother’s friends in Ireland, so that the 

beyond-sea strangers were not such absolute strangers after all. This bond of union 

counted for something, though the fact that the venerable Nun, and the winning young 
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traveller, had fallen in love with each other at first sight, were the real factors in the 

arrangement. 

The affectionate girl’s grateful heart responded to Rev. Mother’s evident desire to 

befriend her, and was further touched by the maternal kindness of that most hospitable 

of women, which prompted her to offer lunch to the visitors after they had made a tour 

of the house, and were on the point of departure. Mother Mary Gonzaga had no doubt 

noted, while she talked to Miss Metternich, that her visitor looked tired and probably 

possessed more spirit than stamina, and she had conjectured rightly, for later, when the 

guest had come to be at home at Mary’s Mount, she confessed that she had been feeling 

desperately tired and hungry and that the unexpected sight of cups and saucers was a joy 

to her. 

A few days after Rev. Mother’s departure for Sydney, Miss Metternich arrived at 

the convent, and was most kindly welcomed by the Mother Assistant, for if Mother 

Mary Aloysius was conservative as regards her dislikes of innovations, she was fully 

imbued with the spirit of the house, and as genially hospitable as Mother Mary Gonzaga 

herself. Besides, once the doors of the convent had opened to the new pupil, she 

automatically ceased to be a distrusted foreigner and became from that moment a child 

of the house, to be cherished and loved as the other children were. She soon told Mother 

Aloysius that although she found it more convenient to travel as Miss Metternich she 

was in reality the Countess Wolff-Metternich. She was the orphan daughter of a 

distinguished family and very weary of the tiresome etiquette which hampers life 

among Germans of high birth. So in a spirit of adventure she had come to Australia 

(with her companion Miss Ryan) in search of health and with a desire to see something 

of the great new world so unlike the old one she was accustomed to, whose formalities 

stifled her ardent artistic nature. She begged to remain Miss Metternich while she was at 

Mary’s Mount as she aimed at being a real student, a simple girl among other girls, 

while preparing for matriculation. 

“I cannot help being a Countess,” she confided to Mother Aloysius, “and I often 

find my title shuts me out from any true companionship when I am away from my own 

country, for when people find out my rank, they either make too much of me, or stand 

aloof”. She also recounted on the evening of her arrival that she was a lineal descendant 

of St. Elizabeth of Hungary, Montalembert’s Chère Reine Elizabeth. This descent was a 

patent of nobility which appealed directly to the Nuns, and would of itself have secured 

their affectionate interest for their pupil even had her brightness, docility, and simplicity 
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not claimed it. For a few days, while her incognita was observed, she amused herself by 

becoming acquainted with her new surroundings, unpacking her trunks, waiting on 

herself generally, and arranging her wonderful mass of hair, a difficult task for one 

unused to deal with its extraordinary length and thickness, (when unbound it fell almost 

to the ground, enveloping her in its folds as in a mantle). She was soon joined by her 

chaperone, and later by her faithful maid, Katarina. As Mary’s Mount was 

unaccustomed to pupils thus attended, and as the postman continually brought letters 

addressed to the Countess Elizabeth Wolff-Metternich - (the name according to German 

custom prefixed by various complimentary adjectives) - it was not long before the secret 

of her rank leaked out. Henceforth she became Lady Elizabeth to the Convent children, 

who, from the first were attracted by her simple and gracious ways, for she only wished 

to be treated as one of themselves. As for the Nuns, from the beginning she was their 

child. “I often wonder why you are so good to me”, she would say, as she gratefully 

noted some new evidence of their solicitude for her health and comfort, adding perhaps 

with an arch smile “I know I am nice, it must be because I am nice”. That indeed was 

the secret; she was so nice that without effort she won all hearts. 

“I trust you implicitly”, she would say to the Nuns, and though wilful by nature, 

and accustomed to have her own way, she proved that trust by yielding to their wishes 

when they ran counter to her own inclinations as was often the case when care of her 

health was in question. In this respect she was disposed to be reckless, yet to please the 

Nuns she consented to irksome precautions which appeared to her to be unnecessary. 

This was especially the case with regard to study. She had taken up several subjects for 

Matriculation, and attacked them with characteristic energy, wishing to be a real student 

for the time and to give long hours daily to her books. But sleeplessness and lassitude 

were the result and it was soon found that the fragile girl was quite unequal to sustained 

effort and must content herself with a limited number of subjects. Her interrupted 

studies bore evidence that she possessed some of the gifts associated with her name, for 

a professor to whom the history papers of her class were sometimes submitted for 

criticism and to whom her identity was unknown, sent back one of her essays with the 

following remark: “Your grasp of motives would give you a distinguished place 

amongst students of statescraft”. 

She found rest in change of occupation. She had a marked talent for music and not 

only loved to sing but to play on the piano, harp or violin. As far as health permitted she 

took part in the outdoor recreations of the school children and on one occasion helped 
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the senior pupils to get up some tableaux for the entertainment of the Nuns.  

These tableaux were artistically arranged and extremely 

beautiful. They represented scenes from the life of Saint Elizabeth of 

Hungary, who was fittingly represented by her young descendant, 

who in the eyes of her audience had the bearing of a queen, and the 

pure spiritual beauty of a saint, for Elizabeth Metternich had a 

singularly pious nature and the habitual expression of her face was 

that of one given to high and holy thoughts. She missed none of the 

general exercises in the convent chapel, either morning Mass or 

evening visit. During the year 1898 she was made a Child of Mary. 

Her life at Mary’s Mount gave an impetus to the devotion to St. Elizabeth of Hungary 

who obtained many favours for her clients. From this time the feast of St. Elizabeth was 

marked by a visit of the elder pupils to the poor, carrying food and clothing. 

While Lady Elizabeth was at Mary’s Mount, acting on Mother Gonzaga’s advice, 

(who thought her young visitor ought to see something of Australian life outside the 

walls of the convent), she accepted an invitation of Lady Clarke’s to spend some time 

with her. This gave the young Countess an opportunity of taking part in society life in 

Victoria and in all the functions which gather round the “Cup”, the famous race which 

annually draws to Melbourne a vast concourse of people from every part of Australia, 

indeed from every part of the world. The Countess Elizabeth was admired and feted 

wherever she went. She enjoyed it all but was glad to get “home to the Abbey”. Indeed 

it was not long before she asked Rev. Mother if she would accept her as a postulant for 

the I.B.V.M. M.M. Gonzaga was not surprised at the request for she knew it is often 

young people full of spirits and enterprise, whose very mobility of character makes 

them sometimes appear undisciplined, who find their way into novitiates and become 

perfect nuns. “I would be very glad, Elizabeth,” Rev. Mother said, “but you must ask 

M.M. Stanislaus. She is Mistress of Novices and would know better than I if you are 

suited to religious life”. So M.M. Stanislaus was sent for. “Will you let me try?” the 

Countess asked. “I should love to have you,” the Mistress of Novices answered “but 

you would have to wait until you grew stronger. Your health is very much improved, 

but it will take a couple of years before you are really strong.” “A couple of years?” 

exclaimed the Countess. “I could not wait as long as that. What would I be doing all the 

while?” “You could go on studying for your Arts. Besides”, went on M.M. Stanislaus 

calmly, “you know you are very headstrong and self-willed. I should have to see that 
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you were able to overcome that before I could allow you into the Novitiate”. 

During this year a sorrow came to the Lady Elizabeth; letters brought word that 

her youngest brother had died. Count von Spee was the executor of her father’s will and 

was responsible for the further subdivision of the property. He wished to see all the 

members of the family before affairs were finally settled. He therefore wrote to the 

Countess asking her to return to Germany if only for a few days. He would not allow 

the business to detain her longer from the home where she was so happy. He also 

prevailed on the German Consul to travel from Melbourne to Ballarat to add his 

persuasions, and begged M.M. Gonzaga to use her influence to secure her consent. Lady 

Elizabeth’s first answer to his letter was a flat refusal. She would acquiesce in any 

arrangements that were made in her absence and she did not consider her presence in 

Germany at all necessary. The Consul’s mission would alike have been useless had not 

Rev. Mother added her entreaties. “You need not be so long away”, she said. “The 

voyage will do your health good, and you know that is what M.M. Stanislaus is waiting 

for. Besides you must have some consideration for Count von Spee. He has looked after 

your interests with all the solicitude of a father, and if it will give him pleasure it is right 

that you should go”. 

This advice prevailed. The Countess promised to go but not until March, and 

declared that she would be back in Mary’s Mount on the eve of the feast of St. 

Stanislaus in November. “On the eve of the feast,” she said to the Mistress of Novices, 

“you will be told that there is a lady in the parlour waiting to see you - and I shall be the 

lady”. Then she put her head down on the table and wept. “And yet - and yet,” she said, 

“something seems to tell me that I shall never see you again”. A trip to New Zealand 

had been planned, but this she abandoned in order to be able to stay a little longer in 

Ballarat. 

On the preceding Christmas Eve she had sent word to Mother Provincial, who was 

at the time visiting one of the branch houses, that she wished to give an altar or an 

organ, as a souvenir of her happy visit to the Abbey, begging her to say which she 

would prefer, and now before parting she again spoke of the altar, asking directions 

concerning it. She also saw a Solicitor and made her will. On the morning of her 

departure, the 15th March, she went to Confession and Holy Communion. Business was 

transacted, farewells were said, as calmly as if her heart were untroubled, yet it was 

very, very sad. Her swollen eyelids told their own tale, but no tears were shed when 

others could see them fall. Immediately before departure she sent Rev. Mother the 
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following note: “Do be a dear little Mother to me still and say a little prayer that Our 

Lady may bring your child safely back.” She sailed from South Australia in the S.S. 

“Oceana”. Bright affectionate letters came from Albany. 

From Ceylon, where she took ship for Marseilles, she sent a greeting to one of her 

friends at Mary’s Mount. “I wonder what you are doing - giving a music lesson, I 

suppose. How I wish I were getting one. There is a lump somewhere. I almost think it is 

in my heart, and it will stay there I feel, till I see you all again. Good-bye from the far, 

far away - Only seven months till I come back”. 

This letter had hardly reached Mary’s Mount when news followed which fell like 

a thunder clap on all there who loved her. She had died at sea soon after leaving Ceylon, 

where she had been so happy, and where her health had given no particular cause for 

apprehension. She had always been fragile and some indication of lung trouble had 

induced her Guardians to consent to her a trip to Australia, as it was believed the long 

sea voyage and general climate would avert all danger. Though the Nuns at Loreto 

Abbey knew that she was delicate, they were unprepared to hear of her early death and 

hoped that she might have by degrees grown stronger and lived for many years. An 

attack of haemorrhage had come on when the vessel had been but two days at sea. 

Treatment and rest were effectual in checking it; but, always reckless about her health, 

she disregarded some precautions which were prescribed. A second attack as the boat 

was passing the Straits of Messina could not be checked. Pneumonia set in and before 

reaching Marseilles her soul had passed away. Who can picture the desolation of Miss 

Ryan and the faithful Katerina at this unexpected catastrophe and the dismay and 

sorrow of her relations who came to Marseilles to welcome their young kinswoman, and 

received only her dead body? She had been so full of life when she left them, of projects 

of travel and study, of the joy of life which in spite of the serious side of her character, 

was one of her most characteristic charms, that it was difficult to connect the idea of 

death with her. Mother Mary Gonzaga, when the news reached her, was able to say 

without a moment’s hesitation, “God knows best”. Her strong faith made her realise that 

however broken-hearted her friends might be, it was well with the child whose 

innocence and piety had made her ready for Heaven. 

Rev. Mother wrote: “I feel heart-broken to think of the dear child dying on sea, 

away from all her own. God’s Holy Will be done! He must have foreseen some great 

danger in the future for her, and so took her to Himself: she was truly innocent, pure and 

fit to go. Was it not strange that the dear Countess died 27 April, Feast of Our Lady of 
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Perpetual Succour! Before she was born her mother begged of Our Lady under that title 

for a little daughter, and as soon as she came into the world she was dedicated to her; 

the picture was hung over her bed and always kept there. In the letter she wrote from 

Colombo she counted the months until she would be back again in Mary’s Mount where 

she had spent, she said, the happiest year of her life. We must now do as much for her 

soul as we would have done for her body if she were with us. Oh! I hope they were able 

to bring the remains to land. May God’s Holy Will be done in all! But it is very sad.”140 

In another letter: “Only those who knew and loved her can understand what a grief it is 

to us all. If we could only know she was buried in holy ground”. And a few weeks later 

when travelling to Perth: “I could not tell you how frequently I thought of our dear 

Countess dying on sea: that is all we know of one who had endeared herself to everyone 

who had the privilege of knowing her. May she rest in peace, my dear, ‘foreign child’ as 

she called herself. She said, “Mother, they say I am going home, but I feel I am going 

away from home.” Dear child, her only desire was to stay with us as long as she lived.” 

News was received later that the Countess was laid to rest beside her father and 

mother in the vault of the family chapel of the Castle of Gracht near Cologne. 

When the Will of Countess Wolff-Metternich came to be read, it was found that 

she had left a magnificent bequest to the Building Fund of the Church of the 

Immaculate Conception, Mary’s Mount. The Metternich family were not long in 

announcing to Mother Gonzaga that the Will would be carried out as soon as possible 

and in all their dealings they were most generous and courteous towards her, but there 

was necessarily considerable delay as law business moves slowly, and in this instance 

was conducted at a great distance from the legatee. The Metternich family carried 

matters through without cost to the Nuns, and in due time were able to send Mother 

Provincial the sum of £15,475, the princely contribution of her ‘foreign child’ to the 

building of the Children’s Church for which so many and such fervent prayers had been 

offered. 

The period of delay, when Mother Mary Gonzaga knew of the bequest but had not 

yet come into possession, lasted about two years. She made a promise, in the month of 

May 1901, that if all were settled before Corpus Christi, she would make every effort to 

establish daily adoration of the Blessed Sacrament in the Church which the bequest was 

to build and in the Chapels of all the Convents of the Institute within the Australian 
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Province. On the very morning of the great Festival, when the mail bag was opened at 

Mary’s Mount, the first letter that fell into Mother Provincial’s hands was one 

announcing that at last all necessary documents had been signed and that she could 

count on receiving the money within a reasonable period. Meanwhile, since the Nuns 

had heard of the bequest, the building had been going on apace, for though many wise 

people shook their heads and said that the Countess’ Will would be set aside, Mother 

Gonzaga never doubted the integrity of the relatives, nor that she would ultimately 

receive intact the sum bequeathed to her. As a matter of fact the Metternich family not 

only did all they could to further the business, but they paid interest on the capital for 

two years. However, as the workmen, who had toiled so laboriously were asking for 

their wages, and the expected funds still tarried on the way, it was the moment to strike 

a new bargain with Heaven. So to interest her special patrons, she had an empty niche 

placed in one of the outer walls of the Church, wherein she promised to place a statue of 

the saint on whose feast day the money should reach her. By one of the happy co-

incidences which so often followed her prayers, it was on the 19 November, the Feast of 

Saint Elizabeth of Hungary, that the last bequest was handed to her. Did it not seem as if 

the dear saint as well as her namesake and kinswoman concerned herself with the 

building of the Church, which Mother Mary Gonzaga had always hoped would be so 

beautiful that anyone who entered it would have their hearts uplifted and drawn to God. 

M.M. Gonzaga’s joy in watching the progress of the building was shared to the full by 

her Community and also by the school children, one of whom records in the number of 

“Eucalyptus Blossoms” issued in 1902 that “We felt from the first, the keenest interest 

in watching the progress of our Church. Each Sunday a little pilgrimage was made by 

the different divisions to note the progress of cloisters, organ loft, stained windows and 

the rest. Some of the windows were gifts of kind friends or former pupils, who wished 

to share in the prayers daily offered here for such benefactors. How can the memory of 

dear Lady Elizabeth ever fade from the hearts of those at Mary’s Mount, who behold 

such a testimony of her generosity and faith standing in their midst. Such a building is 

in itself a mighty act of faith - faith in the sacred mystery hidden on the altar. With 

thankfulness and joy we now await the great day when the first Mass will be celebrated 

in it.”141 

Though the first Mass was said on 8 December 1902, the 10th, Feast of Our Lady 

                                                 
141 ‘Eucalyptus Blossoms’ 1902  p.26. 
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of Loreto, was fixed for the Dedication of the Church of the Immaculate Conception - 

the Children’s Church so longed for and prayed for. Mother Provincial would have 

preferred the 8th, the Feast of its Patroness, but as that day was Monday it would not 

have suited many Priests, who wished to be present. The Most Rev. Dr. Moore, Bishop 

of Ballarat, officiated. Solemn High Mass (Coram Episcopo) was celebrated at 11 

o’clock, after which the Apostolic Benediction was given by the Bishop. 

The Sermon on the Immaculate Conception and the lessons to be deduced from it, 

was preached by the Rev. M. Maher, Superior of the Vincentian Fathers. He 

congratulated the Nuns on the possession of their beautiful Church, and the Bishop on 

the completion of one of the ecclesiastical buildings which marked Ballarat as one of 

the most Catholic Cities of Australia. It was only 50 years since the aborigines, with 

their vague notions of religion had roved over the site, where on that day, a vast 

assemblage of Catholics had taken part in such a splendid function. 

After a procession round the convent grounds by the children from the various 

Loreto schools of Ballarat, the Bishop assisted by the Ministers of the Mass gave 

Benediction of the Blessed Sacrament: the Children’s Church was dedicated. 

A visitor to whom Mother Provincial was showing the church objected that the 

many altars round the cloisters took away from the architectural effect. “That may be”, 

she replied, “but they are necessary to give a definite form to the devotion of the 

children. They, more than the architecture, will help to draw their thoughts to God and 

holy things, and this is all important. It is the Children’s Church”. She never lost sight 

of that fact, and although the decorative scrolls within the Church with phrases from the 

Ave Maria and Gloria familiar to the ears of Catholic children were in Latin, over the 

main arch before the altar was in large plain lettering and in English, “This is the place 

of My rest. Behold I am with you all days”. One of the children tells how Rev. Mother 

came to the school and explained why this inscription had not been painted in the 

universal language of the Church. It had been for “the children’s sake” she said. Few of 

them would understand the Latin version. She was thinking not only of the children of 

that year, but of future generations who would kneel in that church when she would be 

no more. And these words would bring to their minds the great mystery of the Blessed 

Sacrament: “This is the place of My rest”. Our Lord wished His Presence too to be the 

place of our rest in weariness or sorrow, joy or temptation all days even if the whole 

world desert us”. She explained, too, why she had chosen the Crib as the frontispiece of 

the marble altar. It was the children’s favourite devotion. Here is the letter in which 



 

(275) 

Mother Provincial invited all her “old children” to Mary’s Mount to witness the 

dedication of the Church. 

“My dearest Children, 

Whatever happens to engage your attention in a special manner at the time when I 

write my annual letter to you generally forms the subject of it; just now the question of 

the hour is, the opening of Our Lady’s New Church at Mary’s Mount and the 

Dedication of it to Mary Immaculate on the 10 December, Feast of Our Lady of Loreto. 

The 8th December would seem to have been more appropriate, but that date falls this 

year on Monday, which would have been an inconvenient day for those who have to 

come from a distance to Ballarat. All old friends of Loreto distant or near, will rejoice 

with us in the thought that at last, after long waiting and many prayers, the Church is 

almost finished. Nuns and Children will now have ample room for all their Devotions 

and Ceremonies. What an anxious and weary waiting it has been, dear children! But we 

trusted in God and His Blessed Mother and they have fulfilled the promise made to 

those who so trust. Owing to circumstances of which you are aware, it has been a costly 

building. It could not be erected by contract, which would have been cheaper, but at 

least, we have the satisfaction of knowing that every material employed was of the best, 

and the workmanship the same. One good Priest, himself a great builder said to me: 

“That is the way a Church ought to be built, no job work, but all slowly and carefully 

carried out with the best of everything”.  

Thus were built the Churches of olden times, when nothing was thought too good, 

when there was question of raising a House, not for man, but for God. 

“Bring us once more, 

The vanished days of yore, 

When the world with faith was filled, 

Bring back the fervid seal, 

The hearts of fire and steel, 

The hearts and hands that believe and build!” 

Longfellow. 

It is a noble work to give generously to a hospital, where suffering humanity is 

relieved, or to an orphanage where the homeless child is sheltered and cared for, or to a 

school where youth is taught to love God and to walk in the way of His 

Commandments, but surely it is yet higher work to provide a Dwelling for the Most 

Holy, the King of Heaven. Some may say (not you, dear children, but the worldly wise), 
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“Why spend so much on the Convent Chapel?” You may reply: “Simply because we 

want Our Divine Lord’s Own portion of the convent to be of the best”. Certainly we 

owe to His kind Providence the means to have it so. He sent our dear Benefactress 

Countess Elizabeth Wolff- Metternich to our aid just as the Church was begun, she 

urged us to go on with assurance that means would be found to finish. So it is finished, 

the exterior at least, and much of the interior. Yet much remains to be done, and I am 

glad of this as many opportunities are thus still afforded friends and pupils to come to 

our aid, giving us the pleasure also of seeing their names in memorial tablets in the 

cloister, where many a prayer shall be offered for them. Three marble tablets are there 

already reminding us of the donors of the sanctuary windows, and another will soon be 

erected at the Shrine of Mater Dolorosa.142  

Moreover, all you, dear children, whose names are in the big book, which you 

have seen so often in the hall, may, whenever you visit the Church say to Our 

Sacramental Lord, “I helped to build this Church for You; dear Lord” and doubt not that 

He will reward you generously. Remember how the widow’s mite, a cup of cold water, 

as well as the precious ointment poured on His Feet by a repentant one, all merited His 

commendation. I hope, that in years to come, when you will return to Mary’s Mount, no 

longer children, your hearts may be comforted by seeing that you are not forgotten here. 

Looking still further into the future, who knows, but that your children’s children may 

yet point out with pride your name on the marbles or brasses of Our Lady’s Church. 

You and I, dear children, will long since have passed away to that brighter world, I 

hope, where Mary Immaculate reigns as Queen, but in the meantime let us not forget 

what the great St. Paul tells: “Know you not that you are the Temple of God and that the 

Spirit of God dwelleth in you.” Let us daily strive to keep that temple holy and pure, 

adorning the inner sanctuary where the Spirit of God loves to dwell. There is no 

happiness on earth equal to the feeling of God dwelling in our hearts. The Imitation of 

Christ says: “To be with Jesus is a sweet Paradise”, and Our Divine Lord Himself says, 

“the pure of heart are blessed”. Think of the happiness of going through this poor world 

with Heaven in your hearts. 

But now I have to speak of other things - you know the ceremony of the 10th 

December is to consist only of the Blessing and Dedication of Our Lady’s Church, as 

we want to take possession of it as soon as possible, but we hope to have the more 

                                                 
142 The three manual organ was afterwards erected, at a cost of £800, a bequest from Mr. Woods, brother of Sister Ambrose Woods 
who has been noted as coming to Australia from the home land in 1876. 



 

(277) 

solemn ceremony of Consecration next year, probably in August or September. On the 

same date we intend, D.V., to celebrate the Silver Jubilee of Mary’s Mount, delayed 

until the Church should be quite finished and when we might have as many as possible 

of our old Pupils present. And now lest any should unintentionally be passed over, I 

think the best plan will be to repeat the Invitation given in a former “Eucalyptus 

Blossoms”. The date and further particulars of the Celebration will be duly notified in 

the papers. You must one and all, dear children, consider yourselves as invited, and sure 

of a loving reception here. We expect to welcome some pupils from our schools in the 

other States, as well as from Victoria, and to crown our joy we hope to have the dear 

Rev. Mother General from Ireland and some Sisters from the other convents here also 

on this day. One word more and I have done. It is said that there are many who would 

willingly help to the completion of the Church, as far as their means permit, if they only 

knew what to do and how to do it, so I shall add to this letter a list of wants, or at least 

useful additions to the completion of the new church of Our Immaculate Mother. She on 

her part will not be outdone in generosity towards the generous donors. Do not stay 

your hand, dear children, because your offering is small; they give much who give with 

generous, loving hearts. The trifle you would spend on a Christmas card or a bottle of 

perfume will be gratefully received, knowing you would do more if you could. I wonder 

what will be the result of my first begging letter! Whatever it may be I wish you all, 

dearest children, a very happy Christmas and a holy, bright New Year with God’s 

Blessing resting on every day of it, not only for yourselves but for all who are dear to 

you. Pray for me and believe me 

Ever your affectionate old Mother in Christ, 

Mary Gonzaga Barry I.B.V.M.”143 

 

How the promise of Perpetual Adoration was 

carried out and Mother Gonzaga’s plans for its 

organisation contained in her booklet “With the King”, 

will be quoted in the next chapter. At the risk of 

repetition the account of the origin is also given in her 

own words. 

 

                                                 
143 ‘A Mother’s Letter to Her Children’, ‘Eucalyptus Blossoms’ 1902. 
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MOTHER M. GONZAGA BARRY 

 

CHAPTER 23 

DEVOTION TO THE BLESSED EUCHARIST 

 

Notwithstanding the many business affairs which Mother Mary Gonzaga 

conducted with such efficiency, and the fidelity with which she managed to keep her 

friendships by wide and sustained correspondence, she was throughout her long life 

always and above all a woman of prayer. However engrossing her occupations might 

be, she never allowed them to usurp the time which in a special manner belonged to 

God. She proved the truth of her saying: “If I have any favourite devotion or attraction it 

is to Our Lord in the Tabernacle; I think that takes in all His Life, His Example, His 

Passion, His Heart, His Love”. 

Personal love for Jesus in the Blessed Sacrament was certainly the devotion of all 

devotions inculcated by M.M. Gonzaga in instruction, and above all in the conscious 

direction of every act of the children’s lives. Loving Reparation to the Prisoner of Love 

was the object of the Confraternity of Consolers of the Sacred Heart. From this 

Confraternity no one was excluded, and no child was ever considered to be unworthy to 

be a Faithful Adorer of the Blessed Sacrament. Mother Mary Gonzaga often reminded 

the children that Our Lord has not asked for much, but He has asked for feasts on which 

we might lovingly try to console His Sacred Heart in His Prison of Love. He has asked 

for a perpetual remembrance, renewed daily in the offering of the Apostleship of Prayer; 

a weekly remembrance from Thursday till Friday night; a monthly remembrance every 

first Friday; a yearly remembrance throughout the month of June as well as on the two 

great Eucharistic Feasts of Holy Thursday and Corpus Christi. 

The Holy Hour spent in adoration on the Eve of the first Friday and the solemn 

midnight hour on the night of Holy Thursday were marked by many, as times of life-

long graces. Many a life’s victory too, was laid at the feet of the Victim perpetually 

sacrificed on the altar, in the heart to heart communing of the quarter of an hour’s 

adoration during Exposition. This attitude of Adorer of the Blessed Sacrament is 

elsewhere spoken of as Mother Mary Gonzaga’s most salient characteristic. 

The Perpetual Adoration of Our Divine Lord in the Sacrament of His Love is not 

a new devotion in the Institute of B.V.M. Reverend Mother M. Teresa Ball, our 

Foundress in Ireland, established it in Loreto Abbey, Rathfarnham, in 1844, and for 
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nearly twenty years it was kept up day and night, and attracted many chosen souls to 

consecrate their lives to the service of that loving God, Who, in order to stay with us 

and win our love, remains hidden and, often, forgotten by us, His creatures in our poor 

tabernacles. 

The difficulty, not to say impossibility, of keeping the night Adoration was the 

chief cause of the devotion being discontinued in Ireland. When the Institute was 

founded in Australia it occurred to several that the said difficulty no longer existed, 

owing to the fact that in Australia the day begins when in other parts of the world the 

day is ending. However, nothing came of the thought till the following circumstances 

brought the devotion again before the Institute in Australia. 

By the will of the Countess Wolff-Metternich a legacy had been left to the 

community at Loreto Abbey, Mary’s Mount, Ballarat, chiefly to enable them to finish 

the building of a church begun in 1898. Although the executors and relations of the 

Countess were most desirous that the Will should be carried out and that the community 

should get the legacy, nothing could be done without the permission of the Emperor of 

Germany, whose signature was necessary to legalise the documents sent to him by the 

Metternich family. Two years passed, and the community, after contracting a 

considerable debt, was obliged to stop the building of the church. There seemed no help 

for it; appeals had been made to the Emperor and even to the Empress, to the German 

Consul in Australia and to other influential persons. There were not wanting 

discouraging friends who declared the money would not come. Things were in this 

hopeless state when, one day, in the chapel, it occurred to the Superior to appeal to Our 

Lord Himself in the Blessed Sacrament, by writing a letter containing a promise and 

placing it under the Tabernacle. The promise was, if Our Lord would be graciously 

pleased to let her hear officially on or about the feast of Corpus Christi that the Emperor 

had signed the documents and that the community was to get the money, every effort 

would be made by the said Superior to establish daily Adoration of the Blessed 

Sacrament in the convents of the Institute in Australia, and that communities of ours in 

other countries would be requested to join, so that Perpetual Adoration of the Blessed 

Sacrament would be, as far as possible, kept up by the members of the Institute. The 

project was mentioned at evening recreation and all approved of it. The letter was 

written there and then, and placed under the Tabernacle. This was in May 1901 and on 

the Feast of Corpus Christi the same year the Superior went to get the letters just arrived 

by the morning post and the first that came to her hand was the one from the German 
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Consul stating that on the previous day he had received official information from Berlin 

that the Emperor had signed all the documents necessary to ensure the payment of the 

legacy of the Countess Elizabeth Wolff-Metternich and that the money was on its way, 

if it had not already arrived. 

It was remarkable that this news should be received on the day specified in the 

letter which said “on or about the feast of Corpus Christi”. If the letter had been sent 

direct it would have been received on the eve of the Feast, as the mail came in on 

Wednesday, but it seemed as if Our Lord wished the good tidings to reach us “on the 

Feast of Corpus Christi” during the Exposition of the Blessed Sacrament in our little 

chapel. 

The money did not pass into our hands just then, though it 

was lodged in the Bank of Cologne, but it came on the 19 

November, the feast of “The dear Saint Elizabeth”, ancestress of 

our kind benefactress, the Countess Elizabeth. (May she rest in 

peace.)  A statue of Saint Elizabeth in a niche in the outer wall 

of the Church commemorates the fact; the place in this niche 

having been reserved for the saint on whose feast the money 

would reach us. We received not only the legacy the Countess left us, but through the 

generosity of her noble executors, all probate duty was paid and interest granted on the 

money from the time of the death of the Countess. This interest and probate, which they 

were in no way obliged to pay, amounted to about £2,000. 

Praise, honour and glory be ever given to Jesus in the Blessed Sacrament of the 

Altar. Amen. 

 

ORGANISATION 

When it is decided to introduce the daily Adoration of the Blessed Sacrament into 

a community, the Superior will appoint a certain number of the Sisters to spend one 

quarter of an hour daily in adoration at whatever time will be most convenient. It is only 

necessary at the commencement to say the short Act of Adoration or unite the intention 

with all other adorers and then join in whatever religious exercise is appointed for that 

particular time, as Meditation, Mass, thanks-giving after Holy Communion, Office, 

beads, examen, etc., it is therefore evident that several of even a small community may 

unite in the general adoration without imposing any additional spiritual exercise or 

omitting any duty. Of course if leisure permit a Sister to give a quarter of an hour to the 



 

(281) 

Adoration exclusively, it would be well she should do so. We may during our visit 

speak heart to heart with Our Divine Lord in the Sacrament of his Love, and plead 

earnestly for our beloved Institute in general and for all the graces and blessings 

necessary to carry on the work of God, and for the sanctification and particular intention 

of all its members, particularly those of our own community. The hours of Adoration 

need not be consecutive, but suited to the convenience of each Sister. A large printed 

sheet containing the names of the different countries and communities united in the 

daily adoration will be sent to those who wish to take part in the devotion. A simple 

form of marking will show at a glance the number of adorers in our widely spread 

Institute. It would be well to have this sheet framed and hung in some place where it 

may be seen by all the community. A smaller list with the names of the community and 

the times assigned for their adoration should be kept in or near the chapel and a Sister 

appointed to see the names duly inscribed. About the feasts of Corpus Christi and 

Christmas this Sister will inform the Central Directress of any new members and the 

time of their Adoration, also if any hour of adoration formerly on the list had to be 

given up. Where it is possible a priedieu and some books treating of the Blessed 

Sacrament should be placed near the sanctuary for the Sisters who adore; the priedieu 

and books serve as a reminder of the special devotion and visit. We find that it 

impresses our pupils when they go during the day to pay a little tribute of love to Our 

Divine Lord to find always one of the Nuns before the Blessed Sacrament. 

When the number in the community renders it possible to have the Adoration 

from 6 o’clock a.m. to 6 p.m. it is well to select these hours. In small communities, 

however, only a few visits can be taken. To the individual Sister the visit must be a 

great gain, the quiet, loving communion with Our Divine Lord, pleading for the wants 

of her own soul and of the souls confided to her care, the needs of the Church and the 

Institute, particularly those of the community of which she is a member, praying besides 

for her own particular intentions. Surely this poor little quarter of an hour, taken, as it 

must often be from the busiest portion of a busy day, if given lovingly to our Dearest 

Lord, will draw down blessings a hundredfold on work, studies and undertakings, 

blessings which will more than make up for the time so spent. If we delight in Our Lord, 

Scripture tells us, He will give us what we desire. This short, simple, informal prayer, 

childlike and loving, accompanied by a vivid realisation of the presence of Our God 

hidden in the Blessed Sacrament, while it unites the soul to God, teaches us how sweet 

it is to converse with God alone. “Taste and see that the Lord is sweet.” Ps. XXXIII; v 
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9. This short visit is indeed but a taste of that sweetness, that will make us long to be 

united to Him in our Heavenly Home, where all is peace and rest and everlasting joy. 

The calm stillness of the tabernacle and the Sanctuary will enter our restless hearts, 

soothe and strengthen them, and we shall go forth bearing the impress of that celestial 

conversation penetrated with the humility and silence of the Divine Dweller in the 

Tabernacle. 

Every member of a community need not necessarily join in the daily adoration, 

those who desire to do so, may, with the permission of their Superior, select the time 

most convenient to each. If such a selection be made by two or three in each community 

of ours, every hour of the day and night will soon be filled, and what a consolation to 

remember that no matter what duty we are engaged in there is always one of our Sisters, 

at least, and several Sisters, probably, praying before the Blessed Sacrament; pleading 

with Our Lord for us and for our Institute. 

Even during the silent hours of the night in Europe, Sisters in Australia are 

praying for all of “Ours”. The organisation is, as you see, very simple: 

(a) The Superior marks the quarter of an hour appointed. 

(b) A Sister keeps a list and fills in vacancies. 

(c) A list of intentions is hung up - a priedieu also some devotional books are 

placed near the sanctuary. 

(d) Having made her act of Adoration, the Sister appointed may, if pressed for 

time, perform whatever community devotion is going on, or may say any 

prayers of rule which she has to make up. 

(e) A large list containing hours selected in various houses will be sent on 

application. 

Thus far the organisation, we proceed now to the practice. 

 

PRACTICE 

Once your name is inscribed on the list of Adorers consider yourself as having an 

important and honourable duty entrusted to you by Our Lord, as a representative of His 

Blessed Mother’s Institute. You are to come into His presence and pay Him your tribute 

of adoration, reparation and love; to return Him heartfelt thanks for all His gracious 

mercy to you, and to all the members of the Institute and to pray for all the intentions 

recommended to the Associates. Be very punctual as to time. Be a minute or two early 

rather than one late; remember how exactly earthly kings are served by their royal 
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guards. If for any reason you cannot adore at the time marked, ask your Guardian Angel 

and Patron to take your place before the Tabernacle. 

When you enter the chapel let your first act be one of faith in the Divine Presence; 

try to realise what the saints tell us of the holy angels surrounding the Tabernacle and 

adoring in the Sanctuary. After saying the short Act to direct your intentions, say any 

prayers you please, but above all, try to cultivate the habit of speaking to God from your 

heart - - “Out of the abundance of the heart the mouth speaketh.” St. Matt. XII. Speak to 

Him as to a Father, a brother, a Saviour, a Spouse; if you do you will acquire a habit 

that will console you when your life draws to a close, and that will be your stay at the 

hour of death. “Give God your best, He will give you better. 

M.M.G.”144 

Mother Mary Gonzaga’s attraction to a life of prayer and adoration recalls her 

devotion to St. Teresa. The similarity of many marked characteristics has been remarked 

in an earlier chapter, and the reader will have noted the same similarity in many natural 

traits, the affection, the candour, courtesy, practical good sense and spirit of gratitude 

which pervade the writings of the Saint of Carmel. 

Of her foundations begun in extreme poverty and flourishing by God’s aid alone, 

St. Teresa wrote: “It seems to be Our Lord’s good pleasure that I and everybody else 

shall learn that it is His Majesty alone Who makes these foundations, and that - - - He 

will make one, blind as I am, not to act blindly”. So a Priest wrote of Mother Gonzaga’s 

foundations: “There is no better sign than an abundance of contradiction, especially 

when it comes from good people. I don’t know of anyone except St. Teresa who could 

laugh at difficulties as you do”. M.M. Gonzaga’s bright courage, too, became the 

support of desponding hearts. “It is a great consolation,” she wrote, “to repeat often 

those beautiful aspirations to the Sacred Heart. ‘In Thee I trust’ and ‘I believe in Thy 

love for me’. Keep close to Our Lord and tell Him everything. True, He knows all, but 

He wishes to hear it from ourselves”. “There are three things that I am grateful to God 

for - I can always read, sleep, and pray”. Again “Thanks be to God we are Catholics, 

and have even in our poorest convents a Treasure more than all the world beside. Pray 

to Him, our Treasure, for all of Ours”. The last was to the Priest who above all others 

was best acquainted with the secret workings of her soul. He wrote to her as early as 

October, 1895: 

                                                 
144 Barry, M. Gonzaga, ‘With the King, Daily Adoration of the Blessed Sacrament, as practiced in the 
Institute of the B.V.M’. 
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“Somehow I always think of you in connection with St. Teresa. I feel sure that 

naturally you are not very unlike what she was. You can’t quarrel with me for such a 

guarded and qualified comparison. But, whether you like it or not, I have thought so 

ever since I met you years ago (Jan. 1883) in Mary’s Mount. And I have heard others 

make similar remarks - barring visions, of course, which, indeed, she never wished for. - 

- - - I have always felt that Our Lord desires you to be very closely united to Him: and I 

can see that He requires a perfect holocaust from you in every respect - even in things 

which for others would be matters of indifference. - - - Converse with Our Lord like St. 

Teresa. Grumble with Him as she used, or, as St. Ignatius puts it “as a friend with a 

friend”. Your method of going to Confession to Our Lord first is admirable. Stick to that 

- - - If St. Teresa were in your place and had as many temporal interests to attend to she 

would look at the morning paper regularly and without scruple. It is the abuse, not in the 

use of such things that faults may be. The same applies to books. Just think what St. 

Teresa would do if she were in your place.” 

Mother Gonzaga’s thoughts of her friends in Heaven certainly speak of that close 

intimacy to which her friendship with St. Teresa encouraged her. Hence too her 

gratitude for the grace of religious vocation where she might live in “almost the visible 

presence of God: “Do you not realise,” she writes, “every year more and more the 

favour Our Lord gave us when He selected us, such as we were and are, for His own. 

Few young people really see it at first, but as we grow older the truth dawns on us, and 

our obligations to gratitude increase. I have thirty-five years to be grateful for, and I 

think it is only now I am beginning to realise all that means. When I hear and see the 

difficulties of people in the world, I often think that we nuns are not half grateful 

enough for our religious life, where, under the shadow of the sanctuary and in the 

almost visible presence of God, we can work out our own perfection and salvation with 

such comparative ease”. 

Our Lord’s promise of the indwelling of the Blessed Trinity of which St. Teresa 

experienced so ineffable a fulfilment has not failed in its efficacy. “If anyone love Me, 

he will keep My Word, and My Father will love him, and we will come to him, and 

make our abode with him”. Mother Mary Gonzaga’s filial devotion to the Father-hood 

of God has been already remarked. A child’s notes of a series of lectures given by her to 

the children on the Our Father still exist. Each petition is explained and the Father is 

spoken of as “One Who loves us and cares for us”. 

“Our Father Who art in Heaven.” 
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‘I believe in God the Father Almighty.’ What cause have we to fear when we have 

God for our Father and He is almighty. He will reward eternally any little act done for 

love of Him”. 

“Hallowed be Thy Name” 

is a petition in which we pray that we may fulfil the end of our Creation which is to 

know, love and serve God on earth, and to praise and glorify Him forever in heaven. We 

pray for grace to lead a holy, edifying, perfect life as becomes the children of God. 

“Almighty is His Name.” “There is no other Name under heaven given to men whereby 

we must be saved.” “All the nations Thou hast made shall come and adore Thee, O 

Lord, and they shall glorify Thy Name.” 

 “Thy Kingdom come” 

We pray for the extension of the kingdom of God, first in our own hearts and then in the 

hearts of all His creatures, so that all may acknowledge and serve Him as their 

Sovereign King, and show their loyalty by combating His enemies, the world, the flesh 

and the devil. “His kingdom itself shall stand forever.” “Walk worthily of God Who 

hath called you unto His Kingdom.” 

 “Thy Will be done on earth as it is in heaven.” 

It is of faith that nothing happens which is not ordered or permitted by God. He is our 

Father and if we strive to do His Will, all things, even the most untoward, will be for 

our good. All that malice of which men could invent against God’s children would be 

powerless to do them any real harm, for He can make the wickedness of men turn to the 

good of His elect. Witness the martyrs. We can only see such a short way before us, but 

God sees into eternity. We are like young children who do not know what is good for 

them, but our Heavenly Father does, and He will give it to us if we trust Him and resign 

ourselves to His holy Will. St. Teresa in the midst of her sufferings consoled herself 

with the thought, “God knows all things, He can do all things, and He loves us”. We 

may pray as Our Divine Lord did in His Agony to be spared the bitter chalice of 

suffering, but we must always add as He did, ‘not My Will but Thine be done’. Great 

holiness can be thus attained. Our own will often leads us astray and brings us much 

misery: the Will of God always tends ultimately to our happiness. ‘Jesus saith to them, 

My meat is to do the Will of Him that sent Me.’ “You are My friends if you do the 

things that I command you.” “In the head of the book it is written of Me that I should do 

Thy Will.” “I came down from heaven not to do My own will but the will of Him that 

sent Me.” And St. Paul says: “I can do all things in Him Who strengtheneth me”. 
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 “Give us this day our daily bread.” 

The food of the soul is the Word of God, Prayer, and above all the Blessed Sacrament. 

For the body we ask daily bread, just what is necessary, not luxuries or superfluities. 

Our Heavenly Father will never refuse what is necessary for soul or body if we ask with 

loving trustfulness. “Not in bread alone doth man live, but in every word that 

proceedeth from the mouth of God.” “Seek ye therefore first the kingdom of God and 

His justice and all these things shall be added unto you.” 

“Forgive us our trespasses as we forgive them who trespass against us.” 

We all require God’s mercy and forgiveness and He will give it just in the same 

proportion as we show it to our fellow creatures. What an awful prayer or rather 

imprecation if we do not forgive from our hearts all who may have injured or offended 

us. On the other hand by a generous forgiveness of injuries we could secure mercy and 

forgiveness from God. Our bitterest enemy could thus do more for us than our greatest 

friend. Do not let us then call anyone an enemy who is helping us to gain heaven. 

“When you shall stand to pray, forgive if you have aught against any man, that your 

Father Who is in heaven may forgive you your sins.” “Even as the Lord hath forgiven 

you, so you also.” “Blessed are the merciful, for they shall obtain mercy.” 

 “Lead us not into temptation” 

You beg of God to give you grace not to be overcome by temptation. Temptation 

is not sin; it is our consent to temptation that causes us to sin. As long as we resist 

temptation and give no consent of our free will, we are fighting the battle for Our Lord 

and merit a reward which will be great in proportion to the strength and persistence of 

the temptation. Temptations resisted strengthen the soul, exercise it in the practice of 

virtue and prove its love of God. We should not put ourselves in the way of temptation, 

knowing our own weakness, but when temptation is permitted by God, His grace is 

always given to enable us to overcome our enemies. When St. Paul prayed to be freed 

from temptation, Our Lord told him His grace was sufficient for him to gain the victory. 

We should act in temptation as we would if a spark of fire suddenly lighted on our hand. 

We would not quietly contemplate it burning our flesh but quickly brush it off. If we act 

thus promptly with temptations, we shall be very safe. “The life of man upon earth is a 

warfare.” “Watch and pray lest ye enter into temptation.” “All that will live godly in 

Christ Jesus shall suffer persecution.” “Because thou wast acceptable to God it was 

necessary that temptation should prove thee.” “God is faithful Who will not suffer you 

to be tempted above that which you are able, but will make also with temptation issue 
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that you may be able to bear it.” “In my trouble I cried to the Lord, and He heard me.” 

 “Deliver us from evil. Amen.” 

We pray to be preserved from calamities which might be to us an occasion of falling; 

from the scourge of war, famine, pestilence, earthquake, a violent or unprepared death. 

How fervently we ought to say this petition. If we do so our Heavenly Father will 

deliver us from all harm according to the promise, “The Lord will keep thee from all 

evil”. He keepeth all them that love Him, so, at the end of this divine prayer as at the 

beginning we raise our hearts to our Heavenly Father and trust all for soul and body, for 

time and eternity to His loving providence and paternal care. “Thy help is only in Me.” 

“Lead me into the path of Thy commandments, for this I have desired.” “And all the 

angels stood round about the throne - - - - and they fell down before the throne upon 

their faces and adored saying Amen”. 

Personal love of God-made-man, the Second Person of the Blessed Trinity was 

the moving force of every thought and word and act of Mother M. Gonzaga’s life. 

Earthly things were only of use in so far as they might be sacrificed for Him. “Always 

look on God,” she said, “as your most dear Father, your heart filled with intense and 

most tender love for Our Divine Lord and deepest reverence for His Holy Spirit, your 

disposition love, devotedness and generous service. If these are your habitual sentiments 

you will have little to examine about your spiritual duties. That devotion we ought to 

have to the Holy Spirit, and how earnestly we ought to invoke Him every day and often 

during the day, we who have the most difficult work in the world on our hands the 

education of youth. It requires consummate wisdom and charity, zeal and patience such 

as the Holy Spirit alone can give. He is the Instructor of little ones and He will enlighten 

and help us in our work for the greater glory of God. “Come, Holy Spirit, take 

possession of our hearts and kindle in them the fire of Thy love!” His acceptance of this 

invitation would make us Saints and give us that right understanding in all things for 

which We ask so often. She lived entirely under the guidance of the Holy Spirit and 

counselled others to do the same. One of the Nuns remarked to her, “Mother, you are 

easily moved by prayers. If I ever want you to alter anything I always find it best, after 

laying the case before you, not to worry you about it, but just pray. And sometimes the 

prayer acts without my speaking to you at all”. Her face lit up as if she were hearing 

some very good news and she answered, “Thank God! At any rate then I cannot be quite 

insensible to the inspirations of grace”. Her fidelity to the whisperings of the Spirit of 

Wisdom and Love often made her spiritual children think she could read their thoughts 
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even from afar. A Sister on a distant mission had received word through her Superior 

that she was to take up the year’s work in another foundation. Speaking of the incident 

later she said, “I had not realised till then how my heart was bound up in the work I had 

been doing in the preceding years. It seemed to me that the sun had vanished from the 

sky, the future looked so black and impossible. In this state I remained all that day. Next 

morning I received a letter from Mother Provincial. “Do you remember,” she said 

“when I asked you to go to S - you said you would go to the end of the world to please 

me. Now I am asking you to help me, and Our Divine Lord’s work by going to X. Will 

you be content to keep your promise?” Immediately the insuperable difficulties 

disappeared, and, though the pain of parting remained, I was able to make the sacrifice 

willingly and, I hope, generously”. Mother Gonzaga’s words to others exemplify her 

own practice: “Pray for light to know God’s Will, then for grace to do it - the only thing 

worth doing on earth. To accept all from God is the true secret of happiness. Every fibre 

in our hearts ought to be so attuned to the Spirit of God that, like some perfect 

instrument, at the slightest touch of the Divine Hand a perfect harmony would be the 

response. I hope the Holy Spirit is sweetly whispering to your heart all kinds of 

beautiful and strong things to be put into practice faithfully during the rest of the year. 

Put your life into His keeping” She always regretted how few there were who had a 

great love for the Divine Spirit. Even in her last words she spoke of having received “A 

greater insight into love and devotion to the dear Holy Spirit so often forgotten, yet He 

was the last gift Our Dearest Lord sent to accomplish His work on earth”. 

With her ‘heavenly friends’ she would often communicate by letter, sometimes to 

interest them in an important work, sometimes just because her childlike heart felt urged 

thus to express its love and gratitude. These letters were often hidden near the 

Tabernacle as was the one here quoted. 

“To our Divine Lord Jesus in the Blessed sacrament of His Love. 

Dearest Lord, 

I humbly beg in virtue of your promise that whatever we ask the Father in Your 

Name will be granted, to give us the means to pay all our debts and to finish Our Lady’s 

Church and provide chapels for all our houses, - this for Yourself, dear Lord. Also for 

the necessary buildings in our various convents that will contribute to the well-being 

and order of our communities. I think £100,000 would do all (less or more as You 

please Lord). This seems a great sum to us poor children of Your Blessed Mother, but 

only as a grain of dust to Your Infinite Majesty, so I beg it with confidence. Please send 
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us many holy members and children to our schools. Move all hearts so that a suitable 

house may be got for our Sisters in Perth. “Lord all hearts are in Thy hands.” Keep all in 

good health of mind and body. Preserve us from dangers and accidents, and above all 

may we be animated with such fervour as to give You loving and generous service 

every day and hour of our lives. Portland, Lord look to it and the Mauritius. 

I promise, if You will be graciously pleased to grant my request to make a 

generous offering for Masses for the Holy Souls in Purgatory in honour of Your Sacred 

Heart, to “St. Joseph’s Priests in Ireland and to the poor in honour of St. Anthony”. A 

shrine will be erected in the church cloisters in honour of our Blessed Lady and the 

Angels, also a statue to the Sacred Heart, St. Joseph, St. Philomena and St. Anthony. 

Dearest Lord, listen to the prayer of your most unworthy child who has nothing to offer 

in return but the love of her poor heart and intense gratitude for Your unmerited favours. 

Dear Blessed Mother, St. Joseph, holy Angels and St. Anthony help my petition by your 

powerful intercession with Our Divine Lord and our Heavenly Father Whom we pray in 

the Name of Jesus to grant our prayer. (You might make it a birthday gift, sweet 

Mother).  

Your poor loving though unworthy child and spouse, 

Mary Joseph Gonzaga I.B.V.M.”145 

Devotion to St. Joseph “whose intercession”, she often reminded others “as St. 

Teresa assures us, has never been found to fail,” will be found throughout her life united 

with that of Jesus and Mary. Almost the same petitions are addressed to him. 

“My dear holy Father and Patron St. Joseph. 

I humbly thank you with heartfelt gratitude for all your kindness and care of me 

and mine since the days of my childhood, when I consecrated my heart and life to your 

love and service. Spouse of Mary Immaculate our Mother, and Foster Father of Our 

Divine Lord Jesus Christ, though unworthy, I humbly beg you will continue your loving 

protection to me and to all who are dear to me. Obtain, dear Saint, for us a holy life, a 

happy death and a favourable judgement. Of temporal favours will you be graciously 

pleased to obtain the following: First; Sufficient money to pay all our debts and to give 

to each of our convents a devotional and suitable chapel with something over for 

charities. Second; Means to build our Church, so that it will increase the piety and 

devotion of all who visit it. Third; Good and capable Sisters to do God’s work, an 
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increase of at least seven within the year. Choose them yourself for us, and send them 

from far and near and obtain for them the true spirit of their holy state. Fourth; A greater 

number of children in all our schools than have ever been in them before. Get them 

good dispositions on which we can work for this world and the next. Graciously obtain 

the grant of these petitions which we make, trusting in your powerful intercession with 

the Sacred Heart. 

On our part we promise, dear patron and father, if we obtain any or all of these 

petitions on or about your great feasts - First: To have an altar erected in the church or 

cloister under the title of “St. Joseph our Protector and Procurator. Friend of the Holy 

Souls in Purgatory”. Near this altar there will be a tablet setting forth our indebtedness 

to you, and a lamp kept burning every day. On Wednesday two candles will be lighted 

during Mass and when the community are at their devotions in the chapel. Second: We 

will establish your Confraternity with the cord and scapular if possible. Third: when all 

our debts are paid a generous donation will be given to the support of Your young 

Priests. Fourth: Every year on the feast of the Patronage of St. Joseph there will be 

Exposition of the Blessed Sacrament if possible and, if that cannot be, there will he 

seven hours of Adoration in the Church, the Nuns and children, two and two as usual. 

All will be instructed to return God thanks during their visit for His infinite mercies and 

goodness towards us. Also to thank Him for the favours bestowed on St. Joseph on earth 

and in heaven. 

Signed in the name and on the part of the community, 

Mary Joseph Gonzaga Barry, Provincial I.B.V.M.”146 

 

                                                 
146 Ibid. 
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MOTHER M. GONZAGA BARRY 

 

CHAPTER 24 

END AND BEGINNING OF CENTURY. 

AUSTRALIA A COMMONWEALTH. 

LORETO FEDERATIONS. 

 

The last years of the old century 1899 and 1900 were saddened by the war in 

South Africa which is alluded to in Mother M. Gonzaga’s Blossoms letter for the New 

Year: 

“I am rather late with my letter this year, and I have so much to say to you I know 

not where to begin, and I may end by not saying much, as often happens when the heart 

and mind are very full. Yet the pen is a kind of safety valve to the head, as the spoken 

word is to the heart; that is when we can say what we feel. 

Just now I have said good-bye to all our dear children who have left us for their 

summer holidays like a flock of “homing pigeons”, and how often today our thoughts 

have followed them to their homes, seeing in imagination the joyous meeting of parents, 

brothers, sisters, and friends. Oh, may our dear children be always as worthy of their 

love as they are now. How we hope and pray the world may not spoil them, or rob them 

of the fresh, bright joyousness of their pure young hearts, and that they may return to us 

such as they left us today, unsullied by worldliness, untouched by sin - nay, rather 

improved by having put in practice elsewhere the high thoughts, the noble resolves, and 

the Christian principles they learned and cherished in their Convent home. But most of 

all, to you, dear children, who have left us “for good”, may the new life and the world 

prove a battlefield where many victories shall be won for our beloved King, our Divine 

Lord, who has so many claims on our devoted fidelity to His cause. 

At the present moment the attention of the whole world is directed to a great war 

in Africa, and opinions may be divided regarding which party has right on its side - the 

English, who fight for supremacy in South Africa, or the Afrikaners, who fight for the 

possession of their native land, for Africa is as much the native land of the Dutch Boers 

as Australia is the native land of the descendants of the early colonists. Everyone has a 

right to his or her opinion on such mundane matters, provided such opinions have been 

formed by a calm, enlightened judgement, after an honest investigation of facts. Such 

opinions demand respect and delicate consideration for the conviction of others, not 
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rude contradiction however wrong they may appear to us. But it is not my intention to 

bring politics into a letter to my children. And here I may remind you, dear children, 

that the formation of individual opinions, founded on solid principles and judgements, 

has constituted a fundamental part of your education in Mary’s Mount. You will need 

those well-grounded opinions, those strong convictions, worked out practically, to carry 

you triumphant through the battle of life. Your most cherished ideas and beliefs will 

often be scoffed at and contradicted by the unbelieving sophist; then must you carry 

yourself “calm and, firm and self-possessed” through the hottest skirmish and so gain 

the great though usually silent victory of right over wrong, truth over falsehood. Day by 

day this war will be going on around you. How will you comfort yourselves as soldiers 

of Christ which you were made, enlisted in His great Army, when you received the 

Sacrament of Confirmation? The cause you then espoused is a great cause, a just and 

noble one, worthy of your best efforts. Yes, even of your heart’s blood, so freely, so 

generously given for it by many of your ancestors who, from above, look on at your 

combat in the same cause. 

Do you not see daily how eagerly the news of the War in Africa is scanned, the 

latest telegrams looked for, particularly by those who have dear ones in the fray. Have 

they been ordered to the front? Are they besieged? Wanting provisions? Succour? What 

about the wounded and the killed? - Yet we are all safe, far removed from the din of 

battle on Australia’s peaceful shores, thank God. But we may not be unmindful of those 

in danger far away - If we could only help them!’ And we can, the youngest child who 

can pray for them may help, for “more things are wrought by prayer than this world 

dreams of” - Now, if we, with our weak sympathy and dim comprehension of the 

dangers of the African battle fields, do yet feel so moved to aid the combatants, how 

think you our good and peaceful friends in Heaven feel for us when they see us fighting 

the battle of the Lord, against one whom He calls “The prince of the world”. That they 

know what goes on here is of Faith, for Our Lord says, “There is joy in heaven at the 

conversion of a sinner”. To rejoice at good news we must hear it. So courage, dear 

children, you do not fight alone. There is a great armed Host ever ready to aid you, but 

you must fight for and win your own crown, and then rejoice for all eternity. I must say 

no more of wars and battles, but turn to other and brighter subjects. The year of grace 

1900, the last of the old century, will see amongst many other great and minor events 

the Celebration of Loreto’s Silver Jubilee in Australia. A small event to the world at 

large, but to us and our Australian children one of importance and gladness. Next year’s 



 

(293) 

“Eucalyptus Blossoms” will deal more diffusely with this in recalling gratefully the 

many blessings given to us in the 19th Century, and the many good friends God sent to 

us to aid us in our work. All I have to do now is to give a general invitation to all the 

children of Loreto - past and present - I was going to say future but that would be too 

large a circle, even for Mary’s Mount, whose expanding walls seem always to be able to 

make room for dear, loyal, and true Children of Loreto. So now, dear children, wherever 

you may be, you will consider yourselves invited to Mary’s Mount for the Silver 

Jubilee, and as you have got almost a year’s invitation you can scarcely plead a pre-

engagement. However many other circumstances might prevent your coming to us, and 

I shall expect to hear from you previous to the celebration, so that we may be prepared 

to receive you. This invitation is given not only to the pupils of Mary’s Mount, but to 

those of Portland, Melbourne, Randwick, Normanhurst and last but not least Perth. I 

name them according to their ages in Our Lady’s Institute. Would we could have some 

representatives of our Convents now established in the five Continents, but until some 

new method of locomotion is invented this would be too much to hope for; still we may 

hope and expect some pupils from all our Australian Loretos. Even Perth our youngest 

and farthest away, could send us bright young pupils whom I am accused of liking too 

well! Not so, dear children, the heart is capable of great expansion, there is room in it 

for all God would have us love if He only holds the first place. I knew a fond Mother 

who was asked by a friend, how it was she loved all her children so much, and never 

seemed to have a preference, “By always trying to love the last come best, and keeping 

the others in their places in my heart”. As a child I puzzled over the answer, but I 

understand it now. Never let your heart, dear children, get narrow, dried up or small. 

I hope our church of Mary Immaculate will be finished, or nearly so, by the 

Jubilee. I have much to say to you about that Church and its builders, but this letter is 

already so long I must defer saying it to another time, as also the subject of your newly 

adopted school badge - which bears the motto “Fidelity”. The word Fidelity, would 

require a whole letter to itself, and even then much would be left unsaid. But, dear 

children, briefly we may recall how Our Divine Lord values Fidelity. He calls Himself 

“The Faithful Witness”. He bids His servants enter into eternal joy, because they have 

been “Faithful”. Ah, may Loreto’s children be ever faithful to their Religion- their 

Principles, their Promises - their Duties, their Friends, - to the teaching they received 

within Loreto walls, - and so wear worthily their “Fidelity” Badge with its Silver Lilies 

on Royal Blue until Our Immaculate the “Virgin Most Faithful” will lovingly lead her 
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faithful child before the great White Throne where her Son Our Lord will give to each 

the great reward of Fidelity, the Crown of a well spent life in His Service. May 

Christmas joys, and the New Year, so near to us now, be preludes of the happiness 

awaiting each of you, dear children, in your Heavenly Home, prays 

Your affectionate Old Mother in Jesus Christ, 

Mary J. Gonzaga Barry. I.B.V.M.147 

December 1900 was not only the close of the year but also of the century. As a 

special preparation for the following New Year Mother Mary Gonzaga issued the 

following notice: 

A. M. D. G. 

 “For the next three days which are not only the last of the year but also the last of 

the century, let us all unite in Thanksgiving, Reparation and Supplication. Let us thank 

God gratefully for all His mercies, favours and graces granted to us in the past, and offer 

Him some penance or mortification in reparation for our own sins and infidelities and 

those of the world, particularly for those sins which have wounded most the Sacred 

Heart of Our Divine Lord and Spouse. Let us also earnestly supplicate Our Lord during 

our visits to the Blessed Sacrament to grant us a continuation of His mercies and graces, 

and the special protection of His and our Blessed Mother during the remainder of our 

lives. This not only for ourselves, but for the whole dear Institute of the B.V. Mary, for 

all our Superiors, Sisters and future members, so that we may be a joy to the Heart of 

God and our Blessed Mother and an edification to our neighbours by our fervour and 

holiness of life. Pray for our children, schools, missions and all the works God may give 

us to do, that all may be purely to His greater honour and glory.” 

To Australia the twentieth century was of special import as the dawn of a new era, 

by its birth as a Commonwealth from 1st January, 1901. The question of the Federation 

of the Colonies or States as they were afterwards called, was an all absorbing topic 

during the preceding years. Rev. Mother, who was always ready to make capital out of 

every event, social, political or religious, had chosen the subject for her letters to the 

children. 

“My dearest Children, 

Federation being the topic of the day, it has been suggested to me to make it the 

subject of my letter to you. “What a subject!” some will exclaim. - “Surely we are not 
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expected to legislate for the Australian Colonies!” Certainly not, dear children, I would 

not propose anything so silly for your consideration; but there are various kinds of 

Federation. Your Dictionary will tell you that Federation means a league, a compact, or 

the act of uniting in a league. 

Now would it not be a good thing for all Loreto Girls to Federate in a great league 

for a noble end, viz.: to work out patiently, steadily, faithfully, high and holy aims in the 

daily routine of life’s duties. Thus, not only God and His Holy Angels would 

distinguish a child of Our Lady of Loreto in the midst of a busy world, but all brought 

into contact with her would find an indescribable influence for good, such as is always 

felt when one meets with a pure and noble soul. Now, if one such has influence, how 

great would be the power of many banded together, and though apart, united in heart 

and soul. So, dear children of Loreto, “Federate” Sydney with Perth, Melbourne with 

Ballarat, Randwick, near the blue waters of Botany Bay, with Portland, facing the great 

Southern Ocean. Federate! Federate! For what? To prove that a young girl, a child of 

God, in the midst of the world, may without leaving her allotted sphere, lead a noble 

Christian life, and whilst happy in herself and helping to make others happy, be in the 

world, but not of the world, nor worldly. Let each be a sunbeam gleaming through the 

murky air, its rays unsullied, bringing brightness and wholesomeness, passing over the 

dark earth with a soul that communes frequently with God as a favourite child with a 

loving Father. Federate to lend a helping hand to whatever is good and beautiful, noble 

and useful in the world around. It may seem to you that you cannot do much, but you 

will do much if you do all you can, and do it with a great and generous heart and a 

humble mind, and do it for God’s dear sake; He will help you, He is all powerful. 

Federate for the cause of common sense and usefulness; unite against all affectation, 

extravagance, duplicity, dangerous reading, conversation or amusement, extremes in 

fashion or dress, uncharitableness, selfishness, idleness. A rather long list of enemies 

that the little Federal Army has to combat and overcome, but your strength will be “like 

the strength of ten” if your “heart is pure”, because the white-robed legions will combat 

with you. Federate to prove that genuine piety is a lovely thing - that true religion is a 

rich treasure to its happy possessor, beautifying and ennobling all natural virtues, 

correcting natural defects, as far as they can be corrected, until each one is deemed 

worthy to join the spirits of the “just made perfect”. Not until then, dear children, shall 

we be without defects and faults in ourselves, nor shall we meet others without them, so 

we must learn betimes to bear and forbear, and not to expect absolute perfection in 
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anyone. Whilst we strive to perfect our own character and disposition, let us comfort 

ourselves with the thought that Our Divine Lord loves us despite our imperfections, and 

patiently waits for our amendment. Federate, little army of Loreto girls, to be loyal and 

true to your Alma Mater; yet not aggressively so. Do not imagine that all good is 

contained in your special Alma Mater. Be quick to see and generous to acknowledge the 

vast amount of good to be had elsewhere. Cultivate large-mindedness; let there be 

nothing petty and narrow in your views judgements and opinions. Your colours are 

White and Royal Blue, you may like them best. Be true to them, but do not close your 

eyes to the beauty of other colours, rather, frankly acknowledge it. The lily is very 

beautiful, but so is the rose. In God’s garden there is a great variety; each flower has a 

beauty all its own and pleases Him; let it not displease you. I am led to make these 

remarks, because I have been told that at Garden Parties or Afternoon Teas, there are 

some differences of opinion - to put it mildly - about one’s own school, teachers, 

surroundings, etc., and things are said that it would have been much better to have left 

unsaid, and that do not tell well for the culture, education, or courtesy of the speakers. 

Do not be yourselves transgressors, and should anyone in your presence show a lack of 

those admirable qualities, never retaliate, but rather give a sincere meed of praise when 

you can, remember that if “Speech is silvern, silence is golden.” Let the worth of your 

life and daily conduct speak for you; that is a language all understand, and which no one 

despises. Federate, so as to share in all the good that is done by each. Is anyone clever, 

accomplished, beautiful, praised, successful? Rejoice there at, saying mentally: “She 

belongs to us, she is one of ‘ours’, or even if she be not one of ‘ours’, she is a good, 

brave girl and deserves all praise.” Let no mean jealousy mar your character. Is anyone 

engaged in a good work? “Can I aid her even a tiny bit?” a true child of Loreto will ask 

herself. “No one will know that I helped; all the credit will be given to her. What of 

that! It I give my little aid with a great heart and a pure intention my praise and reward 

will be eternal”. The unlovely root that is hidden away underground, gives the flower 

and fruit to the trees, and there is One who sees and knows all, and will reward royally. 

Federate, for something good, with one other, if you cannot find two; with two if you 

cannot get three; with three if you cannot get more; but set before you at the outset a 

something that will ennoble your life, your thoughts, your endeavours. Aim at 

something excellent; our life is largely influenced by what we aim at - our ideals often 

make our realities. Have enthusiasm for your cause; nothing of much worth is attained 

without enthusiasm. Be earnest, be persevering, be humble, and then with God’s aid you 
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will succeed; at least, you will not have led an ignoble life, nor have lived in vain. 

Probably you will have enriched many by your help and sympathy before you go to 

your own great and everlasting reward. 

A happy Christmas and a bright New Year to you all, dear Children of Loreto, 

wherever you may be, North and South, East and West, in the Old world and in the 

New; for there are dear Children of Loreto dispersed all over the world. What a glorious 

little army they would be if each one were true to her name, true to her colours, a 

worthy child of Our Immaculate Mother, and, as a child signed herself in a letter I 

received lately, ‘A little Consoler of the Sacred Heart!”.148 

Mother M. Gonzaga’s desire to keep Loreto Girls united for their mutual good 

took practical shape in 1898, when the first Reunion was held: This is the subject of the 

Christmas letter in “Blossoms”. 

“My dearest Children, 

The last time I wrote to you, was chiefly about a “Federation of Loreto Girls”, for 

a good and noble end, and I think I tried to show that no aim is nobler than to do life’s 

daily duties for God. Today we shall have a talk about a league of another kind that may 

be a help as well; “The Reunion of Loreto Pupils” was a bright thought that came about 

a couple of years ago this wise:- 

It was after a Ladies Retreat in Mary’s Mount; many of the visitors had gone, but 

a few old pupils still lingered on in the library. They had been amusing themselves with 

music and song, laughing over old stories of by-gone days, when they sat at their desks 

in the big school or danced merrily together at the evening recreation. Someone said: 

“What a good thing it would be to revive these memories at least once a year, by 

meeting and spending together a pleasant afternoon or evening”. The proposition was 

received with enthusiasm, and the matter was referred to me, as to where, when, how, 

the idea could be carried out. As to the place, Loreto, Melbourne, was fixed on, as being 

the most central of our Convents, and besides many former pupils reside in or near the 

city. 

As “Cup Week” usually brings many people from a distance to Melbourne, some 

date near November 1st, would be the best time for the Reunion. The form it would take 

would be an “At Home”, details to be arranged by a committee of girls as the time drew 

near, so all seemed settled, but alas for human foresight. When November 1st arrived, it 
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was found impossible to carry out the plan that year, and yet again another 

disappointment the following year. Still the idea was not lost sight of and was most 

successfully carried out this year, Deo Gratias. And here, dear children, permit me to 

moralise a little, - when you have made up your mind to do a good thing, useful to 

others perhaps as well as to yourself, don’t be discouraged and give it all up, because 

you cannot immediately carry out your good intentions, or because unforeseen obstacles 

come in your way; no, on the contrary, wait, pray, try to improve by thoughtful 

consideration your original plan, and probably you will find it all the better for the 

delay. In any case you cannot fail to be the gainer by practising patience and self-

control, instead of fretfully murmuring against things which will not move out of your 

way and allow you to march on towards the desired goal. Remember the failure of many 

of our dearest hopes will appear as successes when seen in the light of eternity. But to 

return to our Reunion and what came of it. Even when the date was fixed, and 

invitations to guests sent out, and the youthful committee assembled to discuss ways 

and means, there were many useful difficulties, objections to the time, place, manner, 

and means etc. etc. On such occasions whatever else is wanting, there is rarely a scarcity 

of cold water, and wet blankets sufficient to extinguish the fire of an enthusiast. 

Fortunately, I am a great believer in the curative power of cold water when properly 

applied, and in the Loyalty of true Loreto Girls with regard to their Alma Mater, so, 

nothing daunted, the committee continued their efforts to have the Reunion on the 

evening of the 4th of November, and we had the satisfaction of seeing seventy-six (76) 

assemble in the large study hall at Loreto Albert Park, and enjoy themselves, to all 

appearances, as thoroughly as ever they did in their happy school days. Indeed the 

genuine good nature, kindliness, pleased me more than anything, and was particularly 

noticeable in our young matrons, who made themselves all to all and quite at home with 

everyone, and who, although in many instances strangers to the greater number, felt 

they were with Loreto Pupils and that was introduction enough for them. All seemed 

anxious to contribute to the entertainment, and with singing, playing on various musical 

instruments, and dancing, the hours passed all too quickly, and it was with regret when 

the hour of departure at last arrived, that they said adieu to the Nuns and to a scene that 

revived in their minds and hearts the pleasant remembrance of their happy school days. 

It was a pity a few had to leave before the most enjoyable hour of the Reunion, but other 

engagements claimed some, and others were quite worn out with the round of 

amusements and the previous day’s excitement at the great Australian Carnival. 
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Are such amusements worth what they cost when all is counted up the day after? 

The answer to that question might prove more useful than any that the brain is puzzled 

over. Our Reunion refreshed rather than fatigued body and mind. In another part of this 

“Blossoms” the programme carried out during the evening is recorded, so I may pass on 

to a good work, I hope to see established and spread by means of the Reunion of Loreto 

Pupils, but not limited to them. I refer to the Association of “The Daughters of the 

Queen” which during the course of the evening the guests were invited to join. A large 

number cordially responded to the invitation and signed their names in the register. On a 

future occasion, I may have more to say on this Association, for the present I shall 

briefly state its aim, which is “to cultivate charity and kindness in conversation at all 

times - in the home circle and in society. To avoid scrupulously all unkind, sharp, 

cutting or censorious remarks. Never willingly to listen to or to relate scandal. To 

discountenance uncharitable gossip; this may be done without being in any way 

aggressive or rude, merely showing by our manner or silence that such conversation is 

distasteful to us. To acquire the gracious art of speaking more about things than 

persons”. What a glorious prerogative it would be for Loreto Girls to be distinguished 

for their charity, - a far more noble distinction than any this world could give; - true 

daughters of the Queen of Heaven, the Immaculate Mother of Him, Who said, “This is 

My commandment, that you love one another, as I have loved you”. This will make you 

dear to his Heart. I quote from memory a verse I learned in my childhood, and hope my 

dear children, it may do you as much good as it did me. 

“Speak kindly, it is better far 

To rule by love than fear, 

Oh! Let unkind words never mar, 

The good we may do here.” 

The remembrance of these simple lines may teach another useful lesson as well as 

kindness of speech, namely, - to help little children to learn “by heart” what may be 

useful to them all their lives, and perhaps may bear fruit in eternity. Memory is one of 

God’s royal gifts to the soul. Oh! If people who speak thoughtlessly in the presence of 

children, would but reflect how retentive is the memory of those little ones, and reflect 

yet more on the awe-inspiring words of Our Divine Lord when He spoke of those who 

would scandalise one little child. O dear children of Loreto, Daughters of the Queen, 

live up to your noble title. “And let never a thought ignoble, never a word unkind, 

disfigure the pearly casket deep in your heart enshrined”. If such be your conduct, I 
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need not pray that you may have a happy Christmas and a bright New Year, for He Who 

became a little child for our love, will come and take possession of your hearts, and 

bring with Him into it happiness, brightness, and the sweetness of His Presence. When 

He is in your hearts, dearest children, pray to Him for 

Your affectionate Old Mother in Jesus Christ, 

Mary J. Gonzaga Barry. I.B.V.M.”149 

Apart from her schemes for a spiritual Federation, Mother Provincial took the 

deepest interest in the Federation of the Commonwealth. While possessing the affection 

for her native land which is part of the Celtic nature, she loved her adopted country and 

all that made for its advancement and happiness. The golden wattle was the only yellow 

flower that appealed to her and she often drew deep thoughts from the Australian motto: 

“Advance Australia”! She would quote Aubrey de Vere’s sonnet “National Strength” 

which she thus annotated: “And now to the dear children to whom we say good-bye for 

a short time, as well as to those whose school life now ends, we wish a happy Christmas 

and a bright New Year, begging the Queen of Mary’s Mount to bless each, and we trust 

that 1901 will find them children of a Nation they will be worthy of the dignity. The 

poet asks, “What makes a Nation great?” He answers: “Her children, not theirs, but 

they.” And he tells us that “Wealth and power are vile, unless the hands that grasp them 

consecrate.” May our children by their womanly virtues, their refinement, their reserve, 

their nobility of sentiment and their culture be an honour to their land and by their deeds 

say: “Advance Australia! Fair Southern land advance!” She held the feasts of 

Australia’s patrons in high honour. She gave orders that the Festival of Our Lady Help 

of Christians, 24th May, ‘Our Lady of Australia’ as she called her, was always to be 

kept ‘the same as St. Patrick’s Day in all departments’: Our Lady’s blue favours were to 

be worn instead of the shamrocks which graced the Irish National feast. 

Mother Mary Gonzaga chose this year 1901 to publish her ‘Book of the Institute 

B.V.M. in Australia’ with this foreword: “The first year of the Australian 

Commonwealth is a fitting time for the appearance of a pamphlet which treats of the 

Federated Loreto Convents in Australia which convents belong to the world-wide 

Institute of the B.V.M.”150 

The first and last sections of the book are occupied by descriptions of Mary’s 

Mount and its filiations in the three states, the main outlines of which have been 
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sketched in the history of the foundations. In the description of the children’s refectory 

in Mary’s Mount one of Rev. Mother’s hobbies is noted, an idea which was afterwards 

taken up in the various branch houses. It is called ‘Mother M. Gonzaga’s picture 

gallery’, photographs of present and former pupils of the convents of the Institute in 

every stage of girlhood, representatives of a quarter of a century. “There are strangers 

and foreigners too in the maidenly array, Americans, merry Irish girls, grave-eyed 

Spaniards, Germans, Austrians, Bavarians, Italians, and Indians (native princesses and 

little orphans), all these sent from far away convents of the Institute to figure in an 

Australian room. 

The second section is entitled “Concerning Education and Educators”. Though the 

main scheme has been outlined earlier it will be interesting to note how the details 

developed in twenty-six years of Australian experience. That Mother M. Gonzaga’s 

fundamental ideas on Education had not changed is shown by the quotations with which 

she introduces this section. “What is the highest, the most profound, the most general, 

the most simple conception of education? It is this: to cultivate, to train, to develop, to 

strengthen and polish all the physical, intellectual, moral and religious faculties which 

constitute nature and human dignity in the child. Education is culture and exercise, 

instruction and study. The teacher cultivates, instructs and labours outwardly, but it is 

essential that there should be exercise, application, labour within. In education what the 

teacher does himself is a trifling matter: what he causes to be done is everything. 

Whoever does not understand this understands nothing of the work of human 

education”. (“The Child”, by Mons. Dupanloup). 

“What confusion there is and what hopeless confusion, in thinking that by raising 

whole classes up to certain standards so that they may pass certain examinations, we are 

doing the best to make Nations wise and calm and individuals strong and gentle?” 

American Ecclesiastical Review. 

“We shall be truly repaid only when our pupils grow into men and women, of 

simple pursuits it may be, but of lofty aims, individuals whose characters will exert 

lasting influences in the world in which they move”. Mother’s Magazine. 

The illustrations of the school work of that year (1901) include Dr. Gutheil’s 

Ambulance Class in its demonstration of bandaging and artificial respiration and a 

scene from Racine’s “Esther”. The article on Physical Culture, Swedish Drill and 

Games “including Hockey, Basket Ball and Archery” is introduced by Fenelon’s 

saying: “Permit a child to play. Do you not understand that his age requires above all 
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brightness, space, sun, movement?” The section on Religious Education begins with a 

quotation from Père Olivaint S.J., “The aim of moral education is to make a man of the 

child, to invoke the aid of religion in the task, and to teach the child to will, that is to 

say, to conform willingly, under the inspiration of faith and reason to legitimate 

authority, by which the Divine Will is manifested”. Another from Dupanloup, “In 

education, God is the source and the ground of authority and respect; of the essential 

duties and rights of all; He is the model and image of the work to be performed; He is 

the most powerful and skilled workman in it. In the teacher, devotion should inspire and 

encourage his action; kindness, affection, tenderness should be the foundation and soul 

of his devotion. In the pupils there should be profound docility, courageous efforts, 

grateful and inviolable respect.” 

Note is taken of the Educational Congresses before mentioned in which the Sisters 

from the various houses of the Institute meet and give the benefit of their experiences. 

In 1898 the Congress was of a more public character and led to the institution of 

Summer Schools, the work of which will be described in a later chapter. The 1898 

Congress lasted for a week with morning and evening lectures and discussions held in 

the school hall, the centre of which was filled with exhibits from leading firms in 

Europe. 

Cardinal Moran wrote from Sydney: 

“My dear Rev. Mother, 

I congratulate you on the series of Educational Lectures inaugurated at Ballarat 

Abbey during the past vacation. It is the Commencement of what may, I trust, be 

developed into a Summer Congress most instructive and useful, and at the same time 

recreative for our now numerous body of Australian convent teachers”.151 

Mother M. Gonzaga wrote to the Dawson Street, Loreto: “I hope to have the 

Congress papers ready tomorrow, and then you will give them your serious attention 

and consideration, and give us all your lights - quite prepared to have them put on a 

candle-stick or snuffed out! All that possibly can, should avail themselves of the few 

remaining Lectures; they are very valuable and only the Future will show what they are 

worth.”152 

                                                 
151 Series 211, item 77, Patrick Cardinal Moran to Gonzaga Barry. 13 Feb. 1898, Loreto Province 
Archives Ballarat. 
152 In connection with the congresses Mother M. Gonzaga planned “a private College for Ours in Melbourne, where the science of 
Education will be chiefly studied - - - also a Circulating Library there for all of Ours in Australia, - no time to develop it now - - - 
But what a trouble this money is! If we could only do without it like the saint of tomorrow, St. John Baptist! - But then, like him we 
should live in the desert, and God wills us to live in the city instead: His Holy Will be done.” 
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Another section contains a paragraph on former pupils which is given in full: “A 

learned prelate tells us that “The school projects into life”. The Sisters fully realise the 

truth of the saying and follow with affectionate interest the career of former pupils. 

Prayers are publicly offered each day for them, and all are familiar with the formula ‘for 

all the dear children who have been and are now under our care’. Letters from the 

convent home keep up the memory of good resolutions and ‘old girls’ frequently return 

to spend a few days in their Alma Mater where a warm welcome will always greet 

them; in joy, in sorrow, there is sympathy ever ready, for ‘once our pupil, always our 

child’. To each we say, 

“God be with you, 

Keep you in strong obedience real and true, 

To Him, Whose noble service setteth free”.153 

Though not noted in the 1901 edition, mention may be made here of a 

supplementary work which Mother M. Gonzaga found a powerful means “to elevate, 

refine and sanctify womanhood”, the annual Retreat for Ladies mentioned in the letter 

last quoted. This work was begun in Mary’s Mount in 1884, when the first retreat was 

given by Rev. T. Cahill, S.J., who was one of those who welcomed the Nuns on their 

arrival in Australia in 1875. Once established, the Retreat remained an annual 

institution. The number of “Exercitants” gradually increased until it became usual for 

fifty or sixty ladies to leave their homes and travel to Mary’s Mount each January for 

what they described as “the golden week of the year when you are just petted and 

spoiled by the kindness of the Nuns”. One of the number thus describes Mother M. 

Gonzaga’s hospitality: 

“She was the most cordial and charming of hostesses to all who came to the 

convent over which she ruled. The spirit of the house was made evident by the kindly 

reception which the portress accorded visitors, and the “You are very welcome” with 

which the Sister who received them in the parlour made them feel at home, even before 

they had seen Reverend Mother herself. Mother Mary Gonzaga’s mere presence was 

able to infuse a spirit of hospitality into the silence of a retreat for Ladies, where not a 

word was spoken. When she presided at the dinner table she looked so cordial and 

benign that each of her guests felt personally indebted to her for the care she bestowed. 

Only a very observant one among them would be aware that when the meal was served, 
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and the retreatants busy with their knives and forks, Mother M. Gonzaga had taken 

advantage of the free time to say her Rosary. She must have chosen the Joyful 

Mysteries on this occasion to judge by her expression. Her thoughts were never so far 

from heaven, but that they could easily find their way back, so that no matter what 

troubles or anxieties pressed on her, she could always find a remedy in prayer, and 

instinctively sought and found consolation where worldlings rarely look for it”. 

What the ladies most prized were ‘Rev. Mother’s lovely lectures’, as they called 

her familiar talks, always so helpful and practical. The good influence of these retreats 

was felt in their homes, and the account of good works they rendered to her from time 

to time enabled her to direct their energies aright. 
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MOTHER M. GONZAGA BARRY 

 

CHAPTER 25 

1902 - 1903 

GOLDEN JUBILEE. 

 

It had been intended to keep the Silver Jubilee of Mary’s Mount (which occurred 

in 1900) at the time of the Opening of the Church, but as that had been so long delayed 

the celebration lapsed, or rather merged into Mother Mary Gonzaga’s Golden Jubilee. 

This will explain her frequent references to the year 1902, for she wished to distract the 

children’s attention from her own. Among her own Sisters however, she delighted in 

every hour of her Jubilee Year which she commenced in August 1902, the real Jubilee 

Day, the 50th anniversary of her entrance into religion, being 24th August, 1903. The 

March of that year witnessed the Jubilee of Pope Leo XIII. In reply to Mother M. 

Gonzaga’s Jubilee congratulations to His Holiness, was cabled the gracious answer, 

“Accepting congratulations of the Nuns of the Institute of the Blessed Virgin Mary and 

pupils, His Holiness sends to all the Apostolic Blessing, Cardinal Rampolla”. July of 

that year was shadowed by the Holy Father’s death. 

Mother M. Gonzaga was in Sydney at the time and made her eight days’ retreat 

there before the Feast of the Assumption. The following note is found in her book of 

resolutions: “All with the aid of my beloved and Immaculate Mother and my dear kind 

Angel, who has guarded me so well these seventy years. God’s mercies to me are 

infinite. How shall I prove my gratitude to Him Who has kept me all these fifty years in 

His own Home and His Mother’s house, under the same roof with Himself in the 

Blessed Sacrament; - I am so unworthy amongst his fervent spouses? By trying to give 

good example by regular observance of the ‘Common Life’”.154 

She had thought to leave Sydney earlier and probably the Sisters in Victoria were 

clamouring for her return, for we find in a letter to Mary’s Mount, - “Thanks to all the 

dear Mothers and Sisters for the affectionate and consoling letters they sent me. I ought 

to be a proud and happy Mother, or rather a very humble one, for well I know I don’t 

deserve all their loving kindness. But I pray Our Divine Lord to send them a rich 

reward. We intend to leave for Melbourne next week. We have remained very much 
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longer than I intended. Divine Providence arranges all things sweetly for the best if we 

put no opposition to Its wise designs, and I think it has been well we came to New 

South Wales at this time. Your poor old Mother does not want to ‘run away’ from you, 

although longing for retirement and quiet in some little spot where I would only have to 

look after my own poor soul; a rather selfish wish, but what I looked for before I 

entered religion, and have desired all the years since. “Still, God’s Holy will be done! It 

is the safest and best way after all”.155 

She was in Mary’s Mount on 24th August and although the public festivities were 

not to begin till 30th September when the church would be ready and the spring season 

would promise brighter weather, she kept the real day for herself and the community. 

From all the continents had come letters full of loving greetings; some told of fifty 

Masses they had caused to be said for her, one for each of her years in religion. She was 

overwhelmed by the kindness which she thought so little deserved. In honour of the 

Jubilee a medal had been struck, bearing an impress of the church, with the inscription 

“In His Holy Name we have trusted”. These medals were worn by Nuns and children. 

During the afternoon Rev. Mother said, “I ought to do something to commemorate the 

day”. “What would you like to do, Mother?” said one who was near her, “will you plant 

a tree?” “I wish I had one,” she said. This Sister, knowing her love of wattle, had 

planted seeds some time before and brought her a couple of pots with seedlings about a 

foot high. Her face lit up with childlike joy and she arranged to plant one immediately 

after dinner. Pleading an engagement she avoided any after dinner consultations. 

Hurrying down to the quadrangle garden she chose the spot, dug the earth well all round 

and planted the seedling. Rain was beginning to fall, and as she stepped back to the 

verandah, she said merrily, “If only Mother M. knew I was out in my house shoes!” 

The church was ready for the Consecration and although a chapter has been 

devoted to its planning and building, a few incidents attending the finishing touches 

must not be omitted. The altar rails came as a direct answer to Rev. Mother’s prayers. 

They were not included in the plan of the church, and she was not satisfied with any of 

the designs submitted for her choice. When visiting Ireland in 1900, she had taken note 

of the altar rails in the church at Bray and she determined to wait and pray until she 

could obtain similar ones. Sometime before the opening of the church she went to the 

parlour to see a lady, Mrs James Coghlan, whose daughters had been educated in 
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Mary’s Mount. She had just returned from a trip to Europe and had also visited Bray 

church. She now called to ask Rev. Mother if she would accept similar communion rails 

for Mary’s Mount. “How good God is!” exclaimed Mother M. Gonzaga, “Only think of 

it! Without my saying one word, to give me the very rails I wished for and was fully 

determined to have”. So the white, marble rail with its brass gates completed the 

sanctuary. 

It was Mother Provincial’s visit to the Ara Coeli in Rome which gave her the idea 

of representing the “star-besprinkled heavens” on the vaulted ceiling of the church; “It 

will draw the children’s thoughts upwards,” she said. The Jubilee was marked by other 

gifts also. Mother Provincial had often expressed a wish for a fountain in front of the 

house, but she would not have it bought until the church was finished. One was obtained 

about this time and when the water was turned on, Mother M. Gonzaga was brought out 

to see it. She was as delighted as a child and immediately gave suggestions for suitable 

water-plants in the pond beneath. Sometime afterwards a friend gave her gold fish 

which became the object of her tender care. One winter’s evening, when there seemed 

every likelihood of a fall of snow, she called one of the Sisters, and after cautioning her 

to wrap up well before going out, she asked her to “put a board across one side of the 

pond to keep the little fishes from the snow”. She was rejoiced to hear that as soon as 

the improvised bridge was in place the gold-fish had hastened under its shelter. 

Of all the works which made this year memorable, none were more important in 

Mother Mary Gonzaga’s mind than the establishment of “The Jubilee School of 

Domestic Economy”, of which she speaks in her letter to the children. This school was 

an extension of the Domestic Science Classes that had been a feature in her educational 

programme from the beginning, and she hoped it might later develop into the University 

for Women for which she had enlisted their sympathy in 1890. For the subject of her 

1903 letter she takes St. Anne as a type of the Valiant Woman choosing her feast on 

which to write. 

“Loreto Abbey, 

Mary’s Mount, 

Feast of St. Anne, 

July 26, ‘03 

My dearest Children, 

I thought you would not expect me to write the usual letter this year, but I find the 

Editor of “Eucalyptus Blossoms” inexorable; and as today is the Feast of St. Anne, no 
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better day could be chosen to send my yearly greeting to you all, distant and near. You 

will easily guess why I find St. Anne’s Feast a suitable one on which to write to you, 

dear children, for was not she the Valiant Woman whom the Church in the Epistle of 

today’s Mass sets before our eyes for imitation. And is not the Valiant Woman a model 

for all the Children of Loreto! A model on which to form their lives wherever God calls 

them to do His work, when the days of childhood are past, and responsible life with all 

its duties stretches out in the future before them. These duties may be of a daughter, 

wife, mother, in the midst of a thoughtless pleasure - seeking world. They may be in the 

retirement of the cloister, when obedient to the call of Our Lord, they have left all to 

follow Him, and to consecrate all their energy and talents to the work He gives them to 

do for the young or the old, the suffering or the helpless; all of which require the 

unselfish, devoted Valiant Woman to come to their aid.  

But, dearest children, you who are yet in the fresh bright days of early youth, and 

who look forward to life as one long summer day, must beware of setting before you in 

the future a mere butterfly existence; to do so would be to fill your life with bitter 

disappointment. You are too well instructed, I should say educated, to fall into this 

error, you know too well the meaning of life, and for what purpose you have been sent 

into this world. Still, it may not be amiss to remind you even in childhood and early 

youth, that you should begin then to learn and practise those solid virtues that are 

necessary to fulfil life’s duties, when their responsibilities come to you. 

Think of St. Anne, the Valiant Woman. We read of her charity, her unselfishness, 

her industry, thoughtfulness for others, setting aside her own ease to look to the comfort 

of her domestic servants; the courteousness of her manner as she “opened her mouth to 

wisdom and the law of clemency on her tongue”. No unkindly criticism, much less 

uncharitable word passed her lips - in the law of mercy, clemency “spake her noble 

mind and kind heart”. Nor were the accomplishments of the day neglected, for she 

wrought in tapestry and was dressed as became her rank in “purple and fine linen”, and 

moreover she knew how to make her own clothes, as well as those of her household. 

Now all this may be learned and practised in early youth, and then in maturer years the 

hands can be “put to strong things” buying and selling, looking after important concerns 

of a household. 

I may say here that one of the greatest of this world’s joys that Our Divine Lord 

has given those who labour for Him within the walls of Loreto, has been to know and 

see how faithfully the young matrons, who were once children in Loreto, fulfil their 
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duties in their own homes; that they feel and understand the great trust our Heavenly 

Father has placed in them by giving them immortal souls to bring up for Him and for 

Heaven. 

May they, like St. Anne, continue to prove worthy of this trust. To her was 

confided the Pearl of the Blessed Trinity, Mary Immaculate, destined one day, to be 

God’s own Mother. Although St. Anne did not know the great destiny of her little child, 

she fulfilled in her regard all the duties Almighty God required of her, as the best of 

mothers; she even gave up her child to God in the Temple at the age of three years, an 

age when she must have been like the very fibres of her mother’s heart; yet, whoever 

made a generous sacrifice for God and did not receive a hundredfold. Now and for 

almost 2,000 years has that fond mother been recompensed by the society of her 

beloved child in Heaven, where she sees her crowned Queen of Angels and Saints, and 

honoured as the Mother of the King - Our Divine Lord, Who created for Himself a 

Mother Immaculate and perfect, as no other ever was. 

And now, dear Children of Loreto, Children of Mary Immaculate, will you not 

strive to imitate that beautiful Mother of God by carefully shunning everything that 

would sully the white robe given you at Baptism. And if, in passing through the world’s 

muddy highways, some spot or stain is contracted, will you not hasten to the Tribunal of 

Mercy, and purify yourselves in the Precious Blood, and even before you can receive 

the Sacrament of Penance, let heartfelt contrition efface the stain. This purity of heart 

will make you very dear to your Immaculate Mother, and she will obtain for you that 

strength of character that will enable you to do much good in the world, wherever your 

lot may be cast. We read that the Valiant Woman “hath put out her hand to strong 

things, and her fingers have taken hold of the Spindle; she hath opened her hand to the 

needy and stretched out hands to the poor. Favour is deceitful and beauty is vain, the 

Woman that feareth the Lord, she shall be praised”. And not merely with the poor 

passing praise of this world - that often condemns today what it lauded yesterday, but 

the praise of God, Who will one day say to her “Well done, good and faithful servant, 

because thou hast been faithful over a few things I will place thee over many things; 

enter thou into the joy of thy Lord”. 

Pray, dear Children, we may all one day meet to receive the welcome of the 

Divine Master and to rejoice with Him forever. I will pray for you, beginning life’s 

journey, and you will pray for me, who am nearing the end, and believe me ever 

Your devoted and affectionate old Mother in J.C., 
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Mary J. Gonzaga Barry, I.B.V.M.” 

A Postscript. 

“May I take advantage of a woman’s privilege - or concession to her weakness - 

and put in a postscript two very important items not included in my letter. First, heartfelt 

thanks for the very generous response to my appeal for requisitions for Our Lady’s 

Church; in “Blossoms” each gift will receive special acknowledgement. Second, in 

order to give an opportunity of better knowing how to imitate the Valiant Woman, a 

School of Domestic Economy, including hygiene, sanitation, housekeeping, cooking, 

domestic duties, household accounts, plain sewing by hand and machine, and in general 

all matters appertaining to good housekeeping will be established at Loreto Abbey, 

Mary’s Mount. I would like it to be called “The Jubilee School” - as I believe that it 

would crown the Silver Jubilee of your Alma Mater, and be a source of joy and comfort 

to many an Australian Home. In connection with the above there will be a Science 

Course - a well-fitted laboratory will be a feature of the new hall. 

All will, I trust, help many an Australian girl to become a Valiant Woman, uniting 

acquirements and pleasing accomplishments to refined manners and solid piety. 

M.G.B.156 

September brought visitors from all the Loreto convents in 

Australia; every State was represented. The Mother General of the 

Irish branch of the Institute B.V.M., Mother M. Michael Corcoran 

and her companion, Mother M. Attracta Coffey, Directress of the 

School of Music at Rathfarnham, were expected to reach Australia 

in January of this year, but, as they made a long stay in India on 

route, Easter Alleluias had begun before they had reached Australian waters. A 

contribution to the “Blossoms” tells of the welcome given the visitors from the “fair 

Western Isle, whose plains and valleys are holy ground and whose air fragrant with 

saintly memories of the past”. “After the ‘Welcome Entertainment’ Mother General 

spoke to many of us separately and among other things said that ‘Loreto girls seem alike 

the world over’. She reminded us all of our obligation to be a power for good. So one 

event was over - but no, not over, for the real quiet pleasure began. Mother General 

showed such a kindly interest in us and in our work, even giving us lessons in Irish; she 

went about among us just as if she had known us always and delighted to attend the 
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Basket Ball Contests between Ourselves or against the 

Dawson Street Loreto Training College Students, - there 

were no other teams in Ballarat at that time. At her 

invitation the celebrated cellist, Boris Hambourg, gave us 

a delightful hour’s entertainment. He had travelled from 

Colombo with Rev. Mother General and M.M. Attracta, the latter often acting as his 

accompanist during the voyage. To afford our visitors some idea of the beauties of our 

Australia, lime-light views were displayed on the eve of St. Aloysius’ feast, this year 

celebrated in a quiet fashion, all our forces being reserved for the 

Jubilee. Immediately after, accompanied by Mother Provincial, 

they set out to visit the Eastern Loretos of Melbourne and 

Sydney from which Mother General brought back pictures taken 

by her own camera, of the harbour and of the bush with its 

groups of happy child picnickers. While they were away in 

Sydney we worked with a will, especially at the music, so that 

M.M. Attracta had to declare on her return that we had done two 

years work in a few months. 

We had not only worked at the music; we began the decorations early; each room 

was to have a distinctive character. Each Australian House helped in the decorations. 

Mary’s Mount chose to depict the season of Spring and made the school a fairy bower 

with clematis and narcissi; while further on, roses, pink and crimson, and hollyhocks, 

with fluttering birds and butterflies suggested a Summer garden. The North Sydney 

class room showed Autumn tints of russet, red and gold. Portland represented Winter 

with snow-covered boughs and icicles”. 

As the eventful 30th September drew near a kind of suppressed excitement filled 

the great house. Four days were to be occupied with the celebrations and booklets 

giving the programme of the daily entertainments were issued to the six hundred invited 

guests. The Thanksgiving Mass was followed by the Te Deum. From 11 a.m. the 

visitors began to flock to the new concert hall, St. Cecelia’s, which re-echoed with festal 

music. To those who were present, a detailed account of the festivities would no doubt, 

revive cherished memories, but surely no such revival is needed. For the many there 

were items which may convey an idea of Mother M. Gonzaga’s personality, either as 

exemplifying her training, or revealing her individual preferences. The tableaux of 

Types of Valiant Women from the 4th Century to the 20th began with St. Catherine of 
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Alexandria and included besides the Saints of Ireland, Hungary and Rome, Joan of Arc, 

Isabella of Castilla, etc. 

The proceedings of the second day are thus noted in the “Blossoms”. “At eleven 

o’clock the church was already full of visitors, while in the organ gallery tier upon tier 

of white robed children waited with the Nuns to sing the Mass. Presently His Lordship, 

Dr. Moore, the Priests and acolytes entered in solemn procession and Pontifical High 

Mass began. The Convent Choir (conducted by M.M. Attracta) rendered Aiblinger’s 

‘Missa Sancta Clara’. The Very Rev. Dean Hegarty, who, twenty-five years before had 

preached at Mother Provincial’s Silver Jubilee, delivered the impressive sermon based 

on the text, “All power is given to Me in heaven and on earth, going therefore teach ye 

all nations”. He said, “The event we are celebrating today is a proof of the power of 

these words. Human authority disputes the claim of the Church to direct the education 

of the rising generation, saying they are citizens of this world. The Church replies that 

they are also destined to be citizens of heaven, hence it is that the Church in every age 

takes a share in the direction of youth and trains up children in Christian knowledge and 

piety. We sometimes hear it said that the Church is afraid of science, but it is impossible 

for the God of Truth to say one thing in Nature and another in Revelation. The Church 

in every age has showed herself the patron of science and art. The Institute of the B.V. 

Mary is a centre of science and true knowledge. This day all present have reason to 

rejoice with the Rev. Mother and her community and to sing the Magnificat. Look back 

28 years and mark the progress made by the Institute throughout Australia. The result of 

the Nuns’ teaching is to be seen in the Christian lives of the hundreds of girls who have 

passed through their Convents. Side by side with their secondary schools are always to 

be found primary schools for the children of the poor. The venerable Rev. Mother in her 

humility has asked me to say nothing of her share in the work. She can well exclaim 

with Mary: “My soul doth magnify the Lord and my spirit hath rejoiced in God my 

Saviour, for He that is mighty hath done great things to me and holy is His Name”. The 

preacher concluded by praying God to bless the Institute that the Rev. Mother and her 

community might live to continue the great work of Christian education in which they 

were engaged. 

Then followed the Jubilee Ceremony and all eyes were fixed on the central figure. 

“What wonder that tears of joy came to our eyes and that our voices were tremulous 

with emotion as we sang, when our dear little Mother went humbly to the altar to 

receive her crown and staff and as humbly bore them away. After the Crowning of the 
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Jubilarian, De Witt’s Te Deum (plain chant) was sung by the Choir. As the alternate 

verses (unaccompanied) were harmonised, the effect was beautiful and soul elevating; it 

was probably the first time that plain chant alternating with harmony was heard in the 

southern hemisphere.157 

His Lordship, the Bishop presided at the luncheon and at the Jubilee Concerts. An 

Address was read to Mother Provincial from the Irish Alma Mater. It was a beautiful 

specimen of illumination, an art in which she was intensely interested. The following 

lines are typical: 

“True heart! From youth to age on one thought bent, 

To spread the reign of Him, thy King, thy Love. 

Far off, thy Sisters, in the dear old land, 

With prayer and praise, with thankful hearts and glad 

Follow thy every step and count each joy, 

Each blessing that God sends thee, as their own.  

And so, this Heaven-blessed Golden Jubilee 

Knits with still closer bond our sisterhood, 

And of its many hearts maketh but one.” 

Of the vocal and instrumental items probably most 

pleasure was given by the Irish melodies notably ‘Farewell 

but Whenever’, (Mother M. Gonzaga’s favourite) 

accompanied by six Irish harps. So, too, it was “Esther”, 

the drama she loved because of the appeal which that 

sweet story made to the hearts of children, that was chosen 

for the evening concert. As one of the jubilee children said, 

“When our new hall was erected we begged to live that 

noble life over again and to prepare ‘Esther’ as the tribute 

which drama was to lay at our Mother’s feet. We felt with 

the Jewish maiden the emptiness of the grandeur and the 

luxury which fell so coldly on her heart. We lived with 

Esther, spoke with her, wept with her, shrank with a woman’s fear from the death she 

must brave to save her people. Our tears fell when her woman’s soul turned 

unfalteringly to that death - through love. Even when the children hid from us the rich 
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Persian scenes, and the garish light brought us back for a time to plain 20th century life, 

the scenes only sank deeper into our imaginations, to rise again at will, and ‘flash upon 

that inward eye’ whenever we would rouse our sluggish spirits by the glorious deeds of 

the past”. 

The third day of the festivities, 2nd October, was 

sunny and bright, just suited to the Procession which 

was, to Mother Provincial especially, the feature of that 

day. Her face glowed with happiness as the children of 

the different schools, dressed and veiled in white, with 

wreaths of flowers, and their distinctive colours, 

followed their banners, chanting their hymns of praise. 

“They wended their way along the walks, beneath newly budding trees, past flower-

besprinkled gardens, and so into the church for Benediction. 

(God’s own flowers! Rev. Mother called the little ones and we were reminded of 

her own lines for St. Aloysius’ hymn written long years before:-  

‘The pure fresh buds of early spring  

Oft give us more delight 

Than summer’s brilliant blossoms bring, 

However fair and bright’.) 

At lunch time, the little orphans from Nazareth House and the children of St. 

Joseph’s Primary School gathered in the refectory to be regaled with ‘sugar and spice 

and all that’s nice’, and they soon lost all shyness under the soothing influence of the 

goodies”. So writes the youthful chronicler. 

On the morning of the fourth day the Mass was offered for deceased benefactors, 

members of the Community, friends and pupils. At 10 a.m. all the ‘old girls’ met in 

happy reunion, and what a babel of tongues arose as confidences were exchanged and 

events of the school days were recalled. A photograph was taken of these children of 

former days, grouped round Rev. Mother General and ‘their own little Mother’ and the 

picture will be valued by all as a memento of that happy time. Sometime before Mother 

M. Gonzaga had very reluctantly, allowed herself to be photographed, but no one except 

the Nuns and children was to be allowed a copy. On this condition too were the Jubilee 

Souvenirs printed, a double leaflet bearing her photograph with that of the Mother 

General with autographs and a characteristic thought from each. That of Rev. Mother 

General was: “Look forward joyfully to a life devoted to the love of Our Lord, a love 
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fed by daily little sacrifices. Go on steadily towards God, not minding what is said of 

you, or what motives may be attributed to you. Get the habit of taking God’s view of 

things.” M.J.M. Mother M. Gonzaga repeated her oft spoken word: “The past should 

teach us that God deserves our trust. Never let your heart get narrow, dried up, or small. 

The heart is capable of great expansion, and there is room in it for all God would have 

us love, if He only holds first place.” M.G. To this she added: “All things pass away in 

this world only to meet us in the next. So let us act that the meeting may be a happy one 

and add to our eternal Jubilee. 

“Be noble, and the nobleness that lies 

In other men, sleeping, but never dead, 

Will rise in majesty to meet thine own! 

Then wilt thou see it gleam in many eyes, 

Then will pure light around thy paths be shed, 

And thou wilt never more be sad and lone!  

M.G.B. I.B.V.M.” 

Oct. 1903, Loreto Abbey, Mary’s Mount, Ballarat. 

A still more valued souvenir was the volume of “Letters to My Children”, a 

collection of Mother M. Gonzaga’s letters written for the “Eucalyptus Blossoms”, from 

1886 to 1903. Mother General wrote the preface: 

 

 

 

 

“Loreto Abbey, 

Mary’s Mount, 

Ballarat. 

21 June, 1903 

My dear Children,  

I am fully convinced that no words of mine are needed in order to induce you to 

set a high value on the Letters collected in this little volume as a Jubilee Souvenir. They 

embody some of the teachings of the Mother who is so justly dear to you. If you follow 

her advice you will be noble women, a power for good in your nation. I am pleased to 

have the opportunity of prefacing the letters by these few remarks, as I thus, in a 

manner, identify myself with one of the many plans carried out to honour Mother 
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Provincial’s Golden Jubilee. It will always be a happiness to me to remember that I 

have been able to show my affection and esteem for your dear Mother by being present 

at the Jubilee celebrations, and it will be an added joy that I have made the acquaintance 

of Loreto’s Australian Children. 

Begging a remembrance in your prayers, 

I am, dear Children, 

Yours very affectionately in J.C., 

Frances M. Corcoran I.B.V.M.”158 

After the reunion a visit was made to the Church, where, with the singing of the 

Te Deum and an act of Consecration to the Blessed Virgin, the Jubilee celebrations 

came to an end. Truly joyous days they had been, for so many proofs of loyal devotion 

and friendship had marked the celebration; the crowning joy to Mother M. Gonzaga was 

the blessing cabled to her by the Holy Father. 

Of the Jubilee visit to Portland the 1903 “Blossoms” tells, Mother General and 

Mother Provincial received a warm welcome there. “The people of the town shared the 

enthusiasm of the Nuns and did their utmost to honour the arrival. Little children with 

shower bouquets were in waiting on the railway platform, and even the vehicle in which 

the Nuns were driven to the convent was bedecked with flowers. The town band was in 

attendance and illuminations were not wanting. The Mothers were glad to retire from 

these ‘civic honours’ into the convent grounds where they admired the wee boarders 

grouped in the form of a joy bell while they sang their welcome chorus. Mother M. 

Gonzaga was anxious that Mother General should be surrounded by typically Australian 

scenes, so it was arranged that a party of aboriginals from Condah Station, a short 

distance away should give an exhibition of skill in the throwing of the boomerang and 

the manipulation of other native weapons while singing their weird songs of mystic 

meaning. Valuable specimens of boomerang, nullah and spear were presented to Mother 

General who delighted her dusky entertainers by taking their photographs with her own 

camera.” She was charmed with her visit to the Portland Convent which in successive 

years had grown along the lines planned by Mother Provincial years before. It was ever 

to her a place of rest, and she could never tire of the exquisite views from window, 

balcony or tower. 

Some quiet, happy weeks followed the return of the travellers to Mary’s Mount 
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until it was time for the overseas visitors to begin their homeward journey. The Sunday 

preceding her departure M.M. Attracta spoke to the children in their study hall. Their 

gratitude to her for her self-sacrificing labours to make the Jubilee music a fitting tribute 

of love for Mother Provincial’s fifty years of devotedness, and the ideals impressed by 

her enthusiasm are best told in their own words: “As for M.M. Attracta, she worked for 

us and with us with a self-sacrificing devotedness which we shall never forget; it was a 

joy to us to feel we gave her pleasure.159 Our orchestra has achieved success and has 

been pronounced one of the best in Australia. This is a subject for congratulation 

indeed. But far above orchestral honours do we reckon the consciousness that our 

singing in choir, our plain chant, aids the devotion of the listeners, and that it is, to use 

the expression of an eminent ecclesiastic, ‘a prayer chant’. It was the feast of St. 

Cecelia, and we had that morning sung the beautiful plain chant ‘Missa de Angelis’. 

Here are some thoughts from M.M. Attracta’s address, which alas must lack in 

reproduction the earnest tones which carried conviction with them. 

“My dear Children, our late Holy Father, Leo XIII, said in 1901: ‘Every effort 

undertaken for the purpose of explaining and extending the use of plain song, the 

companion and handmaid of the most holy rites, must assuredly be commended, not 

only for its intelligence and industry, but, what is far more important, for the much 

desired gain which it brings to Divine Worship. For the Gregorian tones are most 

discreetly and wisely adapted for bringing out the meaning of the words. There is in 

them, if only they are skilfully rendered, a potency and a certain marvellous blending 

gravity and sweetness, which easily glide into the minds of the hearers, and just at the 

right moment call up pious dispositions and holy and wholesome thoughts.” The present 

Pope, Pius X, is very desirous to introduce plain chant in church services, therefore you 

see the highest earthly authority is in favour of what you are doing for your choir. Your 

beautiful stone church is admirably suited to this singing, its acoustic properties are 

splendid. Your three-manual organ is so conveniently situated that not a beat need be 

lost. Then your voices lend themselves to the chant in which the music paints the words, 

the tone is so pure, so natural, ‘effortless singing’, I style it. Now as to the spirit in 

which you should sing. When people are summoned to play before an earthly king what 

trouble is taken to prepare, and what should we do when called to sing before the ‘King 

of Kings’? When we sing with devotion we fulfil the first end of our creation, and, dear 
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children, we should have more reverence, if possible, in our act now than if we saw Our 

Lord, face to face, for we should think of that tender love which makes Him divest 

Himself of the external glory which surrounds Him in Heaven. He is now, as it were, at 

our mercy. It as in little things we show our loving reverence, in the earnest preparation 

of our hymns, our careful copying of them, every day doing our best, watching each 

syllable, correcting our faults in the voice. Our Lord won’t forget, and His blessing will 

rest on you. Gratitude should lead you to sing your song of love to the King. He has 

given you beautiful voices, the tone is exquisite, and every time you use those voices to 

sing for Him you get blessings a hundredfold. Keep up in the school the spirit of earnest 

reverence. Do not allow it to die out. If a new child is inclined to be careless, say ‘Oh, 

here we sing songs of love before the King’. Think of the Angels round the altar, how 

they would prize our privilege; they are not privileged to sing their songs of love aloud - 

we are. Your memory will be enshrined for me in that ‘Missa de Angelis’ which you 

sang so beautifully this morning. I will ever remember those pure voices and the earnest 

spirit. I have not as good a chance as Mother General of seeing you again, but we shall 

meet in Heaven. I shall look out for you there; not one of you must be missing, and I 

shall listen for the pure, sweet voices of my Australian children”.160 

On 11th November the visitors left, Mother Provincial travelling with Mother 

General as far as West Australia, where they received the last Australian welcome. 

Mother M. Gonzaga remained for some time in the West and then hastened home for 

Christmas, for the Profession of twelve novices, the first in the new Church, and to 

prepare for the work of the New Year. 

The Jubilee Year was not ended before preparations began for the following 

years’ celebration towards which Mother Provincial hastened to direct the thoughts of 

the children; the fifty years anniversary of the Definition of the Immaculate Conception. 

The glory of their Immaculate Mother was made the end of each day’s labour. Being in 

Portland about the middle of the year, Mother M. Gonzaga thence wrote to direct the 

preparations in Mary’s Mount. “I would like High Mass, Procession of all our school 

children and luncheon for them to be catered for. The grounds should be decorated on 

the route of the Procession with arches, statues and flags, Lourdes specially adorned. A 

grand Benediction. Everyone will be desirous, I am sure, to do all she can for our 

Immaculate Mother, and do it perfectly”. She returned home a few days before the feast 
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and saw to all the final arrangements. The School Chronicle notes the result. “The 

Jubilee of the Immaculate Conception! A day brimming over with love of Our Lady. 

We sang our best at the Mass, and after it, joined heartily in the dear old hymn, 

‘Immaculate! Immaculate!’ Our Lady’s altar in the church was simply exquisite in 

silver, blue and white; the ‘Madonna in her shrine of snow’ was truly an image of 

Immaculate Purity. Children of Mary, Senior and Junior Schools rivalled each other in 

adorning a throne for their Queen. After the Procession and Benediction of the Blessed 

Sacrament the chaplain spoke to us of our Immaculate Mother. We next proceeded to 

the grounds for the al fresco luncheon, we acting as hostesses to our little visitors. It was 

a day of which we may truly write:  

Nothing is silent, all God’s creatures raise 

Fugue after fugue of tender love and grace - 

The earth’s a holy place! 

The air is full of love  

Of love and triumph for Our Lady fair’.”161 

Mother M. Gonzaga’s heart was full of love and, as she said, “The heart will run 

away with the pen”. So, with the glories of Mary as its subject she writes one of the 

longest and most beautiful of her yearly letters to her children. 

“My dearest children, 

It 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 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 today, 

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 
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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 fact 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 thou art, 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! Why, dear children, if the power were given to 

us to create a mother for ourselves, even with our poor dim ideas of perfection, 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 feast of Cana, although He said that His hour was 

not yet come, and addressing her 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 plane 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 condemned or insulted, or that 

if he ever felt jealous of the honour shown to her. Does not the honour shown the 

mother reflect 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 love on earth 
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One half so tenderly as thee”. 

Faber. 

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 

practise 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 or widow. As the child in the Temple, so like our 

children in the convent schools - bearing 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 in 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 feast, kind and thoughtful for the wants of her poor 

neighbours: “Son, they have no wine”. 

She followed 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! 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; through her life, she did God’s will as an example to her children 

that all may imitate, fulfilling each duty as it comes, ever looking forward as our Mother 

did after 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 

Immaculate Mother of the King and our dear Mother also. 

Dearest children, what a meeting we shall all have in the Kingdom of our 
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Heavenly Father. It is enough to take our breath away to realise it, and it will surely 

come if we are faithful and strive always to do the Holy Will of God in every event of 

our life as our Immaculate Mother did. 

May you ever be her joy and her crown and her faithful imitators, is the fervent 

prayer of 

Your affectionate old Mother, 

Mary J. Gonzaga Barry I.B.V.M.”162 
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MOTHER M. GONZAGA BARRY 

 

CHAPTER 26 

1904 - 1905 

LAST FOUNDATIONS. CORRESPONDENCE. 

LORETO FARM. ADELAIDE. HAMILTON. 

 

Desirous to provide the children in Mary’s Mount with the best of everything, as 

she so often directed, Mother Provincial had purchased a farm at the foot of Mount 

Rowan, about five miles away. It became a valuable asset, providing a pleasant holiday 

excursion for the children. The ascent to the mount, whence there was an extensive view 

gave good exercise in hill-climbing, and sharpened appetites for the picnic lunch, while 

a disused gold mine possessed all the mystery of possibilities. Indeed Mother Mary 

Gonzaga was not without hope that it might be, at some future time a new Eldorado, 

and who would gainsay her trust, with such a memorial as the Church, the completion 

of which gave her daily new consolation: “It is now,” she said, speaking in Holy Week, 

1905, “we feel the favour God has granted us in having the Church for all the 

ceremonies which can be carried out so much more perfectly than in the crush of the 

old. Yet, I don’t think those who come now and take all as a matter of course can ever 

feel the joy it is to us who remember the early days. Poverty and privations are certainly 

good things for those who endure them with patience and generosity; they do for our 

souls what fire does for iron.” 

An important event in Australian history, the Australian Catholic Congress was 

held in Melbourne in the Spring of 1904. It brought together nearly all the members of 

the hierarchy, but there was no bishop to represent the Ballarat diocese; Dr. Moore, 

whose health had caused grave anxiety for some years had passed away on the 26th 

June. When the news of his last illness reached Mary’s Mount, Mother Provincial 

assembled Nuns and children in the Church whence constant petitions for his recovery 

ascended until the word came that he had gone Home, when prayers for the repose of 

his soul were offered with the same fervour. Archbishop Kelly of Sydney, Mother M. 

Gonzaga’s friend of Enniscorthy days and another old friend, Right Reverend Dr. 

Murray of Maitland, came to visit her with Dr. Grimes of New Zealand, and Dr. Dwyer, 

the first Australian born Bishop. Archbishop O’Reilly of Adelaide, an expert in 

ecclesiastical music, came purposely to hear the children’s choir and gave them much 
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valued praise for their performance. As Rev. Mother wrote to M.M. Aloysius, “He 

assembled all the singers in the school, would not have any instrument to accompany 

them and made them sing a Mass and other things. He stood in the midst with the score, 

following every note. He was charmed and said in the parlour before the other visiting 

Bishops and Priests, that he could not have believed it could be done so well if he had 

not heard it himself; it was perfect. They all said: ‘If you say it is perfect, it must be 

something more’”. 

Besides the music, Dr. O’Reilly had another object for his visit. For the past six 

years he had been begging Mother Provincial to establish a foundation in Adelaide, but 

she had hesitated because, as she said, “There seemed to be a sufficient number of 

Religious Orders in Adelaide for the work to be done there”. When visiting Sydney in 

1903 with Mother General, her opinion was changed by an interview with Mother Mary 

of the Cross (MacKillop), Foundress of the Sisters of St. Joseph, an intimate and valued 

friend. She was at this time a complete invalid and the two Mother’s went to visit her. 

“Have you gone to Adelaide yet?” was Mother Mary’s first word to Mother M. 

Gonzaga. “No,” she replied, giving her reasons. “You must go at once,” said Mother 

Mary earnestly. “There is a work for you to do in Adelaide that no one else will do. For 

some time you will have many and great difficulties but eventually you will succeed, 

and your House there will yet be the most important of all your foundations in 

Australia.” “I look upon Mother Mary as a saint,” Mother M. Gonzaga often repeated 

when describing this interview, “and I hope she will be the first Australian born saint 

canonised. On the strength of what she told me I made the foundation in Adelaide”. 

During Dr. O’Reilly’s visit, the last arrangements were made and Mother Provincial 

writes apologetically of this busy time. “The two missions of Adelaide and Hamilton 

are settled for next year (1905). I have had such an accumulation of troublesome 

business correspondence lately that my brain is addled. We are just now in the rush of 

the battle for the end of the year and require all our efforts to preserve recollection and 

purity of intention so as not to lose the merit of all our labours and when all is over, find 

our hands empty”. 

Immediately after the New Year she left for Adelaide with the Sisters who were to 

form the community of the new convent and Mother M. Boniface Völker as Superior. 

The Sisters of Mercy offered hospitality to the travellers on their arrival. Difficulties 

about taking possession of the rented house they were to occupy prolonged their stay for 

a fortnight. “We are still enjoying the extreme kindness of our good friends here in 
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Angas Street; they are an example of ‘see how these Christians love one another’ in 

their generosity and charity towards us. We expect to take up our abode in our new 

Loreto next Monday, 23rd January, our Lady and St. Joseph’s Feast. I hope they will 

intercede for us that this new home of Our Blessed Lady, ‘Carmel of the Angels’, may 

do much Ad Majoram Dei Gloriam. It is a very fine house, but sadly neglected. Two of 

the rooms are larger than was the old chapel in Mary’s Mount, and would accommodate 

a hundred children. The stucco work on frieze and ceiling of the room in which I am 

writing is beautiful. There is an abundance of fruit and flowers, though the garden is 

much neglected.” 

Another letter tells some of the difficulties: “Did you ever go into a perfectly 

empty house, sadly out of repair? Not one chair, table or bed in it, and oceans of 

cleaning to be done - much worse than Enniscorthy. But it is lovely now, thank God! 

We began school last Monday with five children, three or four more are coming. We 

must go through the Winter of poverty and the Spring of sowing before the Summer and 

Autumn can be reached”. In a letter to a Priest she had spoken of the new foundation. 

He replied: “Your spirit reminds me of the Star of the Magi over the Crib. It throws a 

halo around poverty and privation. The prospects are not ever bright. But in the ways of 

God things are at their best when they seem to be at their worst. The new foundation has 

ample opportunity for the exercise of hope, confidence and fortitude. To me it seems 

certain that this kind of beginning is the very best augury for the future success of the 

House. However, we must pray. I intend to give you a weekly Mass till the foundation 

is free from pressing difficulties. You are at present rounding Cape Horn, but you will 

soon, please God, get into smoother waters and finer weather”.163 

The new Loreto was established at Sydenham 

Road, Norwood, in a rented house which was 

occupied for nearly two years. Then Mother M. 

Gonzaga purchased a fine property on the Parade 

where the Convent was established during her life 

time, for the promised success for which she trusted 

did not come until five or six years after her death. 

With this she would have been well content. “Time is in God’s Hands,” she would say, 

“leave Him to settle His own business in the way He thinks best”. She herself rejoiced 
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at feeling the effects of poverty: “All our foundations have begun in poverty.” she 

wrote, “yet have succeeded, thanks be to God and Our Blessed Mother, the dear saints 

helping for their sakes our poor efforts in the great cause Ad Majoram Dei Gloriam. 

Writing to a Superior in another place soon after its foundation she said: “I am glad to 

think you are so poor and can realise what it is to want a shilling. I was Superior in a 

house once when my Assistant and self, after a long search, rejoiced to find a sixpence. 

There was not another in the house, nor did I know when we would get any money. 

Poverty brings rich blessings in its train and difficulties are God’s foundation stones”. 

Another time she compared the trials of the Norwood Loreto to “the thorns of the rose-

garden of South Australia” which she described thus in a letter later to the Children. “I 

went to Loreto, Adelaide, where the former students of Mary’s Mount are doing good 

work teaching. Around Adelaide hangs a perfume of roses; the quaint old house is 

surrounded by roses - roses of every kind, shade and size, from the tiniest baby rose to 

some blooms so large as to be pronounced “unnatural”. There are standard roses, 

trailing roses, climbing roses, which hang over arches, bowers, and trees. Inside the 

house, roses everywhere - in the chapel - in the school. But this rose garden had to be 

left for business in Victoria”.164 

The Most Rev. Dr. Higgins, Mother M. Gonzaga’s friend of early years whose 

help in the Sydney foundations she so gratefully acknowledged, had been translated 

from the See of Rockhampton, Queensland, to that of Ballarat. After his installation at 

the Cathedral on the 7th June, he drove to the Abbey accompanied by His Grace Dr. 

Carr and the Bishops of Sale and Maitland. His first official act in the interests of the 

Institute of the Blessed Virgin Mary was to preside at the public opening of the Loreto 

Convent in Hamilton on 25th June, Dr. Murray of Maitland accompanying him as guest. 

Some characteristic anecdotes are told of this foundation. 
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Hamilton is one of the most important towns of 

the Western District of Victoria, over 100 miles south 

west of Ballarat and about midway on the railway line 

from Ararat to Portland. For this reason Mother M. 

Gonzaga often referred to this Loreto as “the half way 

house”. It is surrounded by the best pastoral land in the 

south of the continent, land which made Major Mitchell in his first exploration give it 

the name of ‘Australia Felix’. A property consisting of a dwelling house and other 

buildings with about four acres of land had been bought for the Nuns, the Parish Priest, 

Father Michael Shanahan (afterwards Monsignor) being largely instrumental in 

forwarding the foundation. Mother Provincial paid it her first visit in May, bringing 

with her Mother M. Hilda Benson who was to be superior of the new Loreto dedicated 

to St. Michael and the Holy Angels. It was not intended to open the school until 

midwinter as Mother M. Gonzaga saw that many changes were necessary. The day after 

her arrival in Hamilton a former pupil of Mary’s Mount called to see her. It was the eve 

of St. Michael’s feast and Rev. Mother spoke of the favours the great archangel had 

shown to the Institute of the Blessed Virgin Mary, and of the customary thanksgiving 

procession in his honour, regretting that there would be no children in the house to take 

part in it. The young lady did not make any suggestion, but in the evening about fifty 

children arrived with white veils “for the procession”. Mother M. Gonzaga’s joy was 

sufficient reward for the surprise-giver. This was the first religious ceremony held at St. 

Michael’s, the first Mass being said on Whit- Monday, 13th June. Busy days preceded 

the formal opening, Rev. Mother, as usual, taking an active part in the preparation. One 

of the Sisters tells that when she was perched up at the top of a ladder decorating the 

back of the sanctuary, Mother M. Gonzaga beckoned to her to descend and whispered 

that she wanted her to leave the dressing of the altar and go to dress a turkey for the 

morrow’s luncheon. 

Two works were to be carried on at this “half way house”, the Primary School of 

about 150 children and a High School of 50. A wide apostolate was soon exercised 

throughout the district by extern classes of Religious Instruction in preparation for the 

Sacraments and numerous conversions to the faith rejoiced Mother M. Gonzaga’s heart 

so that she wrote: “It is lovely to hear of the young Protestants ‘turning’ - - - it shows 
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such a good catholic spirit in the school. Ours are the same here;165 S.M. is instructing 

young girls for Baptism - - - everywhere Our Lord seems to fill our hands with work for 

Him”. “Father N. says we don’t know what good the Sunday Schools have done. Thank 

God! It is good to know we share in ever so small a way in the life and work of St. 

Francis Xavier. You will remember how he gained souls by the Children’s Catechism 

when he could not do so by all his efforts with adults. We ought to have great zeal for 

Religious Instruction, Catechism, Sodalities and everything that will help to make the 

children spiritual and pious in this materialistic and pagan age. How grateful we should 

be to belong to the dear Institute B.V.M. that does so much in this way for God. What a 

chance we have of being ‘stars for all eternity’. May you be very bright ones”.166 She 

would descend to minute particulars: “I like those annual exhibitions in Religious 

Knowledge. It puts God’s work first, instead of in a secondary place, as is too often seen 

in these days of University and Musical Puff”. “Let us ground the children solidly in all 

they learn and mind their souls and their manners - and their education will tell in the 

end.” “The lesson we should learn from all this is to do all we can for the immortal 

souls of the children as long as we have them. That will be a lasting good when all 

Education Boards are gone and forgotten”. 

She wished St. Patrick’s Day to be kept as a ‘Festival of Faith’, to deepen which, 

she used every means that her fertile mind could devise. She says in a letter that was 

“one of twenty already written for the feast, and many more still to write (I wrote for 

nine hours yesterday, so many Pats and Joes to get congratulations): “Though some 

cannot say they are Irish in the sense of being born in Ireland, that does not so much 

matter when there is question of Irish faith and feeling about religion, and in this I know 

the Australians can hold their own - - - See how in the length and breadth of what 

Cardinal Moran calls ‘this fair land’ the feast of St. Patrick is celebrated with a piety 

and enthusiasm that may compare with dear old Ireland. Indeed, we should all rejoice in 

the grand inheritance St. Patrick has left us, and our aim should be to strive to be worthy 

of it by living the Life of Faith. May God bless you all and make you strong in the faith, 

love and courage of St. Patrick.” “I don’t think I’d be allowed to scribble so long, but 

everyone is busy so the mouse is having a play - but I must end with basketfuls of love.” 

Other notes also show the labour of this everlasting correspondence. “I shall write on a 
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postcard to thank the dear children, that is all I can do with my numerous juvenile 

correspondents; there were 226 letters for 21st June.” “Such heaps of letters! Though I 

sat up till 2.30 a.m. I could not get through all.” “You are quite right in thinking my old 

pen gets little rest.” Occasional slips in familiar letters showed how tired Nature sought 

to assert itself: “I am almost ashamed to send the letters I wrote last night when I was 

half asleep, but was afraid to leave them until today - mail day and visitors expected”. “I 

am making a rush to send you a few words of loving greeting on your feast. Will you 

thank with my love all the dear Sisters who were so good as to write to me. I have all 

their letters now before me and only wish I could answer them. I wonder if there will 

ever be an invention that will transfer thoughts direct from the mind to paper after 

wireless nothing should seem impossible.” 

Sentences like these might be multiplied especially in letters of her later years. 

Her ever increasing correspondence had to be transacted, in great part, during the hours 

subtracted from her rest. Remonstrations from friends were not wanting, even from 

across the sea: “Why will you burn your candle at both ends? - A most improvident 

proceeding, at your age especially. How can you expect to live to see great things done 

for the Institute in the future if you do not take the means? I suppose you think you will 

write yourself to death and then finish off the rest from Heaven. But we would much 

rather have you here - if you do not mind”. But she looked upon it as God’s work and 

remonstrations were useless: “It is very consoling to think it is all our Heavenly Father’s 

business and the work He has given us to do”. Her letters bear their own evidence to 

this; except strictly business letters which related indirectly to the work of the Institute, 

even the shortest note was made the medium of carrying out the two-fold end, the glory 

of God and the salvation of souls. An impressive lesson to the children was inculcated 

in her letter from Portland which she was visiting towards the end of the year (1905). 

“Loreto Convent, 

Portland, 

30 October, 1905. 

My dearest Children, 

I have written to you before now from our pretty little Convent by the “Southern 

Sea”. Much improved and enlarged of late is this convent, still it preserves, I am glad to 

say, in all its surroundings, the calm peacefulness and repose which seem to characterise 

Portland. You may wonder what brings me here, so far from dear old Mary’s Mount - 

almost at the close of the school year. Well, dear children, I have travelled from our 
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convent in Normanhurst N.S.W. a distance of 991 miles, to fulfil a promise made to the 

community here that I would be with them whenever Portland was honoured by the first 

visit of our dear Bishop, His Lordship Dr. Higgins, As he came here the 23 October, I 

had to hasten away from the dear children of N.S.W. to join the “Little Ones” of 

Victoria in their joyous welcome. It was joyous and heartfelt, for all knew that the good 

Bishop, like Our Divine Lord, loves little children. Now, as I have mentioned a promise, 

I may just say to you here, that one of the things that I desire very much should 

characterise all my dear children is Fidelity to their Word (a promised word). A promise 

should not be lightly made, but once made, always supposing it to be a good thing, 

nothing but impossibility should prevent us fulfilling it, even if made but to a little 

child, whose sense of disappointment is often keener than that of a grown up person, 

owing to the trust the child has in its elders. Never be the first to teach distrust - often 

the saddest lesson in life. But what shall I say of promises made later in life and 

entailing momentous consequences! A promise made without a moment’s reflection, 

without any recourse to the Holy Spirit for light and guidance, but thoughtlessly given, 

thoughtlessly broken. - Oh! I pray, dear children, that you may never be guilty of such 

instability of purpose, rather may it ever be said of you that “your Word is as good as a 

Bond”. Be straight, upright, sincere. 

A cynic has said that “Language has been given us to conceal our thought” - to 

deceive - to lead persons astray. That may be the spirit of the worldly world, but it is not 

the spirit of God’s world nor of His Children. And this leads me to speak a few words of 

warning against the spirit of that world in which Our Divine Lord said He had no part. 

As we are Christians, which means followers of Christ, and should be very indignant 

with anyone who should venture to question our claim to the title, we should form our 

judgments and direct our actions in accordance with the judgments and actions of 

Christ, not in accordance with those of His enemies in the world. My children, there are 

many who side with His enemies, not through malice but from thoughtlessness, and 

whose actions consequently contrast strangely with their religious and moral sentiments. 

For instance, they profess devotion to the Immaculate Mother of Our Divine Lord, they 

love to think of her as their example in the midst of the world. She is their model, they 

say, she to whom are applied the words of Scripture, “as the lily among thorns, so is my 

love among the daughters”, “my dove in the clefts of the rock”. There was nothing 

proud, forward, loud voiced, vain, in her, all beautiful and stainless was she whom Our 

Lord created to be His Own Mother, and the young girl on the threshold of life loves to 
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look up to the star-crowned Queen of Angels and feel she is not only her model but her 

mother also. Oh, would that she ever kept this picture of purity and perfection before 

her mental vision - But she forgets - and the world says: “You should speak, act, dress, 

so - see, such and such a one is the model you must imitate”. And then the fancy-dress 

call comes on, and this poor, thoughtless foolish, probably very innocent girl, is induced 

to represent the character of someone who history tells was very celebrated, one, 

perchance, who became a favourite in a vicious, immoral court, at the cost of all that the 

young girl has been taught to value more than life. Does she know that if she met such a 

one in real life she would or ought to shrink from her as if she were infected with the 

plague? And yet a well-instructed Catholic girl will go and pose before a whole 

assembly at a ball as such. The glitter of the riches, the favour of the “High and mighty” 

only adds to the guilt and degradation; the poverty stricken and ignorant we should pity 

and help when we can. I say nothing of those who elect to dress - appear in the ballroom 

as pages - cavaliers, laying aside feminine feeling. I believe none of our girls have ever 

been led to act in this particular as others have done, - I trust they never will, but it is 

hard to say what may yet come to pass, unless they be warned betimes and trained to 

judge rightly. One gradually becomes so accustomed to that which at first shocked the 

sense of right and wrong. A few years ago what would have been thought of little girls 

sent out into the streets - with the scant dress (undress it might be styled) which we so 

often see now. 

Some time ago I was present at a meeting of poor mothers, many of whom could 

not afford to pay the smallest fee for the education of their children. Several of these 

children were with them, and I marvelled at the close imitation of their wealthy sisters 

shown in the style of the attire. They might plead economy, as a quarter of a yard of 

material sufficed for a fashionable frock, where half a yard would be required to make a 

modest - suitable one. But my heart felt sad as I looked at the little girlies and thought of 

what they would be when grown up, without any of that maidenly modesty which 

should characterise them - and be the safeguard of the “pearl beyond price”. Not long 

ago I was told of a little child who taught her mother a lesson which that mother said 

she would never forget. She took the little one to have a photo taken, the child was 

delighted and a smiling picture was the result, but when at the request of the 

photographer the mother began to take off the child’s dress for a second photo, the little 

one cried piteously, and clinging to the mother kept saying “0 Mother don’t, you know 

it is not right! It is not right!” The mother said she felt heartily ashamed of herself, and 
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asked pardon of her child of three or four years of age, and so she ought. She was taught 

a lesson - reminded of what she had forgotten - the words of Our Divine Lord 

concerning those who scandalise little children whose Angels “see the face of My 

Father who is in Heaven”. We too should love the little children for the sake of the dear 

Babe of Bethlehem who became a little child to show His love for us. Let us bring Him 

into our hearts in Holy Communion on Christmas morning, let the warmth of our loving 

welcome make amends for the coldness of the world that “knew Him not”, - loved Him 

not. We shall all meet in spirit round His crib - pray for one another, asking our sweet 

Infant Saviour to make us in goodness and holiness like to the little child whom He “set 

in the midst” of His Apostles declaring that to such only belonged the Kingdom of 

Heaven. A holy Christmas and many a one yet to come I wish you, my dearest children 

and all who are dear to you. 

Believe me ever, 

Your affectionate Old Mother in Christ Our Lord, 

Mary J. Gonzaga Barry. I.B.V.M.”167 

Before leaving Portland the Bishop inspected Sea-

View Cottage next door to the convent. This cottage was 

bought by Mother Provincial to satisfy the desire of 

parents who did not wish little brothers and sisters to be 

separated during the first years of their school life. It 

developed into St. Aloysius College where under the care of the nuns and a matron, 

small boys were educated according to their age and capacity, enjoying in their own 

class-rooms the same happy school life as their sisters. 

Returning to Mary’s Mount in November, Mother M. Gonzaga devoted herself to 

what was to her the most trying and wearying part of her duty as Provincial, studying 

the needs of her different convents and planning how to arrange all for the best. “I have 

to keep in my Watch Tower,” she writes, “so as to be able to see at the same time all the 

wants of the four States and the ten Houses all wanting help. If I only gave some what 

they asked for, how sorry and disappointed they would soon be. I always feel inclined to 

say to them with Our Lord: ‘You know not what you ask’, for they don’t know. In order 

to see the ‘greater good’ she encouraged perfect confidence and candour so that no 

difficulty was hidden from her and letters made her as well acquainted with the working 
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of the distant Houses as if she were in each. “No one Superior,” she said, “could be in 

every place at once, but when each Sister, in obedience to her holy Rule, makes known 

her difficulties to her Superior, that Superior, though she may not have left her room, 

sees, as in a map, all that takes place in the different schools. Then God blesses the 

humility and sincerity of the subject by giving light to the Superior to direct her future 

occasions and remedy any mistake that may have been made. This is what makes 

government so easy to Superiors and so sweet to individuals. We must give ourselves 

entirely to the direction of the Superior and with unlimited confidence, thus imitating 

the little child as Our Lord ordered: “Unless you become like a little child you cannot 

enter the kingdom of Heaven”. Let us watch a little child; see how confidently he puts 

his little hand into his father’s and runs along without a single doubt entering his mind 

about his destination. So ought we to rely on our Superior and we need never be afraid. 

The Superior may be changed, but Almighty God does not change and He it is who 

makes up for any want of learning, holiness or prudence in the Superior and never 

disappoints a soul that trusts to Him”. 

Thus she wished the Superiors of the branch houses to keep up a constant 

correspondence with her. One of the most powerful means for this end was, she 

considered, the General Letter containing every detail of general news of each House 

sent to each of the other Houses at least once a month, oftener if possible. She wrote on 

the last day of 1896: “Appoint for next year a person who must begin a letter every 

second week and finish it and post it the next; such a general letter as can be sent round 

and read by all. Then once a fortnight there would be some sign of life. It is not good to 

get out of sight and out of mind”.168 Again in 1905 in a letter to Mother M. Aloysius 

Macken: “Tell me if you have heard from the Branch Houses, and tell me if you do not 

hear, because I am anxious before I die to establish a frequent and sisterly 

communication between our Houses in Australia. I often wish we could get up an 

annual, composed of letters like one I saw from a Jesuit College in South America; it 

was a most interesting record of the work being done by the Society in various places”. 

The first plan for the General Letters, which began as soon as foundations in other 

towns and states had scattered the Sisters far from “the old nest” was a species of round 

robin called “The Dove” begun at Mary’s Mount and added to by the members of the 

different Houses to which it was sent until it reached the Mother House again 
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containing a sketch of the happenings of all the convents of the Institute in Australia. 

Not many of these interesting documents have been preserved, but loving hands copied 

many of Mother Gonzaga’s contributions which have been inserted in their context. A 

very typical introduction was written on the Feast of St. Joseph’s Patronage. 

“On this great feast so dear to ‘Mary’s Own’ I again send out ‘The Dove’ to visit 

all our Loretos, and to bring to each good tidings, 

loving messages, sympathy, help and prayers for our 

Sisters wherever they may be located. For surely it is a 

help to know that there are many who share our 

sorrows, rejoice at our joys and sympathise with us in all our hopes and aspirations, 

whilst the powerful aid of prayer is within the reach of all - So far I wrote on the Feast 

of St. Joseph, and then came a long pause. The flight of the Dove has been delayed well 

into the sweet month of our Mother, and in the meantime several items of news can be 

added, and will be, by the Sisters.”169 

On her own part not a feast passed which was not greeted by a note of sympathy 

and help. To a novice who had just left Mary’s Mount for her first mission she wrote for 

the Feast of Loreto, 1905: “After a very busy day I avail myself of a few moments 

leisure to wish you, my dear child, a very happy feast, your first out of Mary’s Mount, I 

think. I have no doubt but that it will be a very happy one; you have Our Lord, and you 

have all the graces and blessings contained in your vocation and religious life. That was 

what our Immaculate Mother had in the Holy House of Loreto - and how happy she was 

as long as she could have Our Lord in that peaceful home. It should be each one’s 

individual effort to make all our convent homes like the Home at Nazareth. If everyone 

tried, how easy it would be. We shall all meet next Sunday morning under Our Lady’s 

blue mantle and pray for each other as fervently as we can, and our Mother will surely 

hear the united prayer of her children. I must now say good-bye, and may Our Blessed 

Mother see you become more like herself every day and so love you more and more as 

her true child.”170 

Another letter was written to M.M. Aloysius Macken and the Portland Sisters for 

the same feast. “All here unite with me in wishing you a lovely feast tomorrow, full of 

joy and peace. We had a beautiful day here (in Mary’s Mount) yesterday; everyone was 
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so zealous and energetic about honouring our Immaculate Mother, and I am sure it was 

the same in all our houses. Tomorrow we honour the sweet home life of the Holy 

Family and learn from them the lowly and most necessary virtues of community life, 

patience, silence, thoughtfulness, kindness, unselfishness, and letting no opportunity 

pass when we can do some good, even in a very small way. It is a mistake to wait for 

great occasions. It was 30 years before the Feast of Cana arrived, but Our Blessed 

Mother did not wait for that to show kind thoughtfulness for her friends.” 
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MOTHER M. GONZAGA BARRY 

 

CHAPTER 27 

THE CENTRAL CATHOLIC TRAINING COLLEGE. 1906. 

TO IRELAND AGAIN. 1907. 

 

When Mother M. Gonzaga hurried back to Mary’s Mount from Portland in 

November 1905 a very important work was on the tapis, the success of which was due, 

under God, to her ceaseless striving for the ideal in education. Twenty years before, she 

had seen the advantage of a Training College for Secondary Teachers, where Catholic 

girls could qualify in a religious atmosphere and without danger to their faith, for a 

Diploma of Education and other University Degrees. Soon after his appointment as 

Archbishop of Melbourne she had laid the matter before His Grace, Most Rev. Dr. Carr. 

As we know, he thought the time had not yet come for such a work. Even the hostel 

which she had been anxious to begin in order to safeguard former pupils who were then 

attending the University, was not approved, and had to be abandoned. When, in 1905, 

the Bishops of Victoria realised that the only hope of coping with the legislation for 

compulsory registration of teachers lay in a Catholic Training College, they 

communicated with Mother Provincial concerning it. She drew up a paper showing the 

conditions on which she would undertake the College, full provision being made for the 

moral training of the students. She then agreed “to accept the work with the additional 

labour and anxiety which it will entail, not only gratefully but gladly, as a means of 

promoting in an eminent degree the glory of God.” This the College has done and 

continues to do throughout Australasia and New Zealand, especially by helping the 

convent schools. It has been fruitful in vocations to various religious orders, while in the 

first years, over one hundred registered teachers went forth fully equipped for their great 

work in Catholic schools, of these, six had obtained the Diploma of Education and 

twenty had completed the whole or a part of the course for University Degrees. 

The Central Catholic Training College was the crowning glory of Loreto, Albert 

Park. It had been paid for in the trials and difficulties which had beset the convent from 

its foundation. As a Priest wrote, “There must be a glorious future before this Loreto, 

there has been such a constant series of crosses, disappointments and contradictions”. 

“If I were dying tomorrow one of my greatest consolations would be the remembrance 

of having had a little share in the beginning of that work. I always felt that Our Lord’s 
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blessing would be upon it: ‘Going they went and wept, casting their seeds; but coming 

they shall come with joy carrying their sheaves’”. Speaking of its difficulties Mother M. 

Gonzaga briefly remarked: “If the Melbourne foundation had to be done over again, I 

should do just what I have done”. 

On 21st November, 1905 Mother Provincial was notified that at the meeting of 

Bishops held in Melbourne it was finally decided to establish the Training College 

“under the patronage of the Bishops and the management of your Sisters”171. 

Preparations for the new work were at once set on foot. Additions to the convent 

building were imperative and were actually begun before the end of the year. In a 

private letter about this time Mother M. Gonzaga says: “You were not forgotten, but 

really I have been rushing about so, for the past two months, that when I wake in the 

morning I cannot remember for a moment or two where I am. Everything passes so 

quickly leaving scarcely a remembrance, like a song that has been sung; but I hope, my 

dear child, you are very wise and make all your music and songs echo sweetly in 

Heaven for all Eternity through the merit of a pure intention - for God alone! I suppose 

you heard of the College - - - but God alone can give success, so pray”. Despite the 

heavy pressure of business, this letter like so many others, tells of her peace of soul. 

“Reverend Mother seemed to me to live in an atmosphere of peace,” writes one; “All 

the worries you brought to lay before her seemed to disappear in her presence, and 

almost without a word you would be comforted.” “‘Learn of Me because I am meek and 

humble of heart’ was Our Lord’s own lesson and the only one He ever asked us to 

learn,” she often reminded her spiritual children, “and the reward comes with the 

learning: ‘You shall find rest for your souls’”. Her mastery of the lesson brought into 

her soul that River of Peace which gave of its super-abundance to those who dealt with 

her, so that to many it seemed her most marked 

characteristic. 

The Central Catholic Training College was to 

begin work on 1st May, 1906, so consideration for 

it was uppermost when Mother Provincial made her 

arrangements for the year. As she wrote to Dr. 

Higgins: “I had a letter from His Grace, the 

Archbishop, last evening. I often wonder at the 
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condescension of great Bishops to write to me, but I suppose, like Our Divine Lord they 

look after the little ones and are kind to them”172. She loved to keep in the background 

and to have everything done in a quiet and unassuming way. The commencement of the 

College was to her taste. “Our opening was as quiet as possible,” she says, “and 

undemonstrative as all God’s works are. I was very grateful for this. We had singing at 

Mass and a General Communion of the Students. After breakfast there was their 

Consecration to the Sacred Heart, to Our Immaculate Mother, Queen of Angels and to 

St. Joseph, and invocation of other holy Patrons. Then offering of studies and new life 

followed by Benediction. That was all. I had the joy of beginning with seven”. It was a 

coincidence that the first student happened to be a grand-daughter of Sir Redmond 

Barry, first Chancellor of the Melbourne University. Mother Mary Hilda Benson (till 

then Superior of the Hamilton Loreto) was appointed Principal of the College, and Miss 

Barbara Bell, of whom we have already spoken, accepted the position of Mistress of 

Method for the first few years. His Eminence Cardinal Moran hastened to congratulate 

Mother Provincial: “I wish every success to your good work that begins today. It will 

have many difficulties to contend against, but if such a College is to succeed anywhere 

it ought to attain that success at Albert Park. Wishing yourself and Sisters and all their 

excellent work every best blessing” etc. 

The formal public inauguration of the College did not take place until 5th August. 

It was presided over by His Grace, Dr. Carr, and the Bishops of the Province were 

present, also several Members of Parliament, Sir Rupert Clarke, Mr. J. Gavan Duffy and 

other representative citizens. His Grace addressed the large gathering, and set forth the 

aims of the College. Resolutions of approval and support were proposed and carried by 

the Federal Treasurer, Sir John Forrest, and the Minister of Lands, Mr. Murray. There 

were then sixteen students in residence and steady work being done. Professors were in 

attendance for special subjects; the lectures on Religion and Church History being 

delivered by Rev. James O’Dwyer, S.J.; Edward Vaughan Bolger, M.A. Litt. D. 

conducted classes in English and History. (He had been Professor of History at Oxford.) 

This eminent convert was received into the Church by the Very Rev. Edward Kelly, 

D.D. Dr. Bolger remained on the staff of the Catholic Central Training College until his 

death in 1911. W.L. Bowditch M.A. Cantab had also been received into the Church by 

Dr. Kelly. He joined the Staff as Professor of Mathematics in which capacity he 
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remained till his death in 1917. He gave the Training College a valuable library of 

mathematical works. He worked unceasingly for the establishing of Newman College 

within the University (to which he bequeathed a library of some 2,000 volumes). He did 

not live to see the College opened (1918). With the increase in number of Nuns holding 

diplomas of qualification, the duties of the secular teachers, both professional and 

academic were practically all taken over by members of the community according to 

M.M. Gonzaga’s original design. Saturday classes of Psychology and Method were held 

for teachers, who also attended the Special Courses during the Summer Vacation. 

Annual resident and non-resident scholarships were provided by His Grace, Most Rev. 

Dr. Carr, Dr. Delany, Archbishop of Hobart, Dr. Higgins, Bishop of Ballarat and Dr. 

Reville, Bishop of Sandhurst to supply Catholic Teachers for their respective dioceses. 

Competitive scholarships were generously furnished by Thomas O’Loughlin, Esq. 

K.S.G., Mrs. and Mr. Slattery and the Australian Catholic Federation. 

“The ‘White House’! I am sometimes inclined to call it a White Elephant,” wrote 

Mother M. Gonzaga of the property next the Albert Park convent. From the early days 

of the foundation she had wished for its possession, and, as her hope never wavered, she 

at last saw its realisation. “I do not know if you remember we have been very anxious 

for years to get the White House, but everyone said Sir William Clarke would never put 

a tenant out of the house unless we bought the whole property out and out. Nothing 

daunted, I dropped some medals on the roof, from our flat roof, the last time I was in 

Melbourne, and got the little children to pray in Portland and Dawson Street, and lo and 

behold! The tenant walked away on the feast of St. Joseph. Mother M. Berchmans said 

she could hardly believe her ears when the Sisters told her. It was one of my intentions 

for March, and now the agent is doing up the house and we can have it.”173 Later on, the 

property was bought and formed a valuable addition to the Training College. A visit to 

this foundation is thus referred to in Rev. Mother’s general letter. “Loreto, Albert Park, 

with its Training College, High Schools and Primary Schools was next visited. Here, all, 

from the maiden who has won her cap and gown, to the little tot who rejoices in the 

fascinations of Kindergarten, are eager in the pursuit of knowledge. The former, intent 

on mastering classical lore, solving difficult problems in Mathematics, listening intently 

to those splendid Lectures which elucidate so beautifully the difficulties to be met with 

in the Arts and Sciences. Nor is the greatest and most sublime science neglected, - the 
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one of paramount importance which teaches what will last during the long ages of 

Eternity, when all other knowledge will be considered useless. The beauty and nobility 

of the end for which all this learning is required enhances its value a hundred fold. Each 

earnest student works not for self alone, but to be able to impart to others by the best 

methods all she knows, not disdaining to put forth all her intellectual power in teaching 

the very elements of Education (secular knowledge) on the true and solid basis of 

Religion. She believes firmly that to lead the mind of a little child upwards to God and 

to help to keep its heart pure and free from the infection of sin is a greater work than the 

most learned pagan philosophers ever attempted. They worked for time only - she 

works for Eternity. Hence, to the true Educator, the student, desirous of obtaining her 

degree at the University or qualifying for the Diploma of Education, is not more 

interesting than the tiny Kindergarten child who believes she has attained distinction 

when she not only knows how to spell “cat” but how to write it too, or even draw it on a 

blackboard, and whose thirst for knowledge leads her to investigate her sweet peas by 

frequently pulling them up to see how the roots are growing”.174 

Mother M. Gonzaga’s idea of the kind of education needed by Catholic teachers is 

depicted in the words of the Right Rev. Bishop Spalding, one of the leading 

educationalists of America, with which she prefaced the prospectus of the Training 

College: 

“The mission of teachers is high and holy, it is Godlike; and, to fulfil it rightly, the 

best gifts, thoroughly cultivated, are not too great. As St. Paul places teachers by the 

side of the Apostles and prophets, surely they will teach to best purpose those who, to 

the humility of faith, add the luminousness of knowledge. As co-operators with Christ, 

we cannot think it is possible to bring to this noble work either too great preparation of 

heart or too great cultivation of mind.”175 

That the ideal was accomplished is evidenced by a letter from the Most Rev. Dr. 

Delany, Archbishop of Hobart, describing a student who had just finished her course in 

the Training College: “Miss N. was a fellow passenger. It struck me she was just the 

type of educated woman one desires so much in society. There was solidity and balance, 

information, judgement, character. Such women, so free from vacuity, so strong in the 

full rounded life of mind and heart super-naturalised, must exercise an immense power 

in their respective circles.” Therein lies the best hope for religion and country. The 
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woman of the day must not be a namby pamby, she must have solid learning. 

Philosophy and literature are no longer out of place for the sex represented by George 

Eliot, and Mrs Wilfred Ward - if you will, by Mrs Wilfred Meynell. To the higher 

studies then for the rescue: the Catholic Central Training College has opened the way.” 

Mother Gonzaga often spoke of the necessity of teachers, especially religious 

teachers, being “the guardian angels of the little ones committed to their care” and of the 

advantage of cultivating the devotion of the children to this invisible friend. She once 

said: “If you love Our Lord and Our Lady, make companions of the Angels. Something 

heavenly comes into the countenance of those who listen to their holy Guardian: ‘oft 

converse with the heavenly habitants, begins to cast a gleam on the outward shape’. If 

we try to live with the Angels and saints in heaven it will teach us to think very little of 

earth”. It seemed to cost her no effort to do so; she would say, “I’ll send my angel” on 

messages to those whom she wished to influence. “May the good angels crowd around 

your wee convent,” she writes, “and keep you, my children, safe from all danger”. “St. 

Michael’s is a general feast of all of Ours, so I wish and pray you and all the dear 

Sisters may have a very happy feast, and some special blessing from the great 

Archangel. I send you some prayers we printed in his honour. We ought to beg of him 

to be as kind and faithful to our dear Institute in the New World as he has been in the 

Old”. It was in October 1906 that she wrote (during one of her voyages to West 

Australia) her letter to the children on the Angels and the Souls in Purgatory. 

“My dearest Children,  

In this age when materialism is to be met on every side, it seems to me I could not 

do better than direct your attention to the spiritual world by which we are surrounded. I 

have seen that some Educationalists regret that the imagination of children is not now 

exercised, as in former times, by stories of fairies, and marvels familiar to the children 

of the last century, and attempts have been made to remedy this defect by encouraging 

the reading of Hans Anderson’s Tales, the Fairy Books of Grimm, Carroll’s Alice in 

Wonderland, etc. But after all, these are unrealities and false, in as much as what they 

portray does not exist. And if we can exercise the imaginative faculty on the spiritual 

and real, although invisible world by which we are surrounded, is it not better to do so 

dearest children? So then I propose to speak today - with my pen - about Angels, who 

surround us wherever we are, and of those Holy Souls who are patiently waiting the day 

of their deliverance and looking to us, their friends, for help in their sufferings - we who 

once professed to love them so, and who now perhaps forget or seldom remember them. 
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But first let us speak of the Angels, as this month of October is specially dedicated to 

them and to her who is styled Queen of Angels. The month begins with the Feast of the 

Guardian Angels, - and towards the end we have the feast of that kind Angel, Patron 

and Guide of all travellers in this Land of Exile, Saint Raphael. It may be well for us to 

recall to mind just here, a few Bible Texts proving the reality of the Angels by the word 

of God: - ‘He hath given His Angels charge over thee, and in their hands shall they bear 

thee up, lest perhaps thou dash thy foot against a stone’. ‘Behold I will send my Angel, 

who shall go before thee, and keep thee in thy journey, and bring thee into the place that 

I have prepared. - Take notice of him, and hear his voice, and do not think him one to be 

contemned.’ There are innumerable instances of the ministry of angels in the Old 

Testament from the very beginning, as when God placed a Seraph at the entrance of the 

terrestrial Paradise. Then you have Jacob’s vision of Angels. - Abraham entertaining 

them unawares - with so many other examples of their power and protection under the 

Old Law, that even when they did not appear visibly, says Boudon, the saints of those 

times were so convinced of their continual protection that they attributed to them the 

success of their affairs. “It is the Angel of the Lord,” they said, “who hath done this”. 

Now, to come to the New Testament. The first chapter of Saint Luke’s Gospel 

portrays one of the most important scenes in the redemption of the world, when “The 

Angel Gabriel was sent from God into a city of Galilee - - - to a Virgin whose name was 

Mary” - and announced to her on the part of God the Incarnation of His Divine Son. 

Then was made the Hail Mary that you, dear children, so often repeat in your Rosary, 

justly called the “Angelical Salutation”, the opening words being first pronounced by an 

Angel. And when the Divine Babe was born in the stable of Bethlehem, Angelical 

choirs sang that glorious canticle, repeated ever since in the Holy Mass, “Gloria in 

Excelsis Deo, et in terra pax”. Other mysteries of the Rosary remind us too of the 

ministry of Angels - the Agony in the Garden, the Resurrection, the Ascension, our 

Lady’s Assumption. And then Our dear Lord’s own words when speaking of little 

children. He reminds us that we must not scandalise or despise one of these little ones - 

“For I say to you, that their Angels in Heaven always see the Face of My Father who is 

in Heaven”. So in the last scene of Our Divine Lord’s life as in the first, at His 

Ascension, when a bright cloud hid Him from the sorrowful eyes of His Disciples who 

were looking up to Heaven, Angels came and announced His future return, when as Our 

Lord Himself says, “they shall see the Son of Man coming in the clouds of Heaven with 

much power and majesty, and He shall send His Angels with a trumpet and a great 
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voice”. 

Dearest children, make to yourselves friends of the Angels, of St. Michael that 

glorious Prince of the Heavenly Host, whose noble humility has raised him above all his 

compeers, and whose battle cry of loyalty and profound adoration, “Who is like unto 

God”, gave him the victory over all those proud spirits, God’s enemies, and confirmed 

him and his adherents in grace and glory for ever. He is guardian of the Church of God 

on Earth. He protects the soul of the dying Christian from Satan and his emissaries and 

presents it at the judgement seat of God. Saint Michael has always been considered by 

the Institute of the Blessed Virgin Mary as its special Patron, and he has shown it a 

marvellous protection against its enemies, in a manner well known to all children of 

Loreto. Of this protection the annual processions on St. Michael’s eve have been a 

standing memorial over 200 years. Saint Gabriel, with his lily and Ave Maria, must ever 

have a place in our hearts as the Guardian Angel of Our Immaculate Mother - and St. 

Raphael, the kind guide of travellers, and Angel of Prayer, will help us if we ask him to 

direct us during the time of our pilgrimage in this land of evil, and bring us “safe Home 

at last”, where we shall join the Angels in singing the praises of God for all eternity. 

And what shall I say to you, dear children, or your own dear Angel Guardian, that 

beautiful spirit, “Prince of the House of God” - sent by your heavenly Father to protect 

you, His child, from your birth to your death, and yet more, to go with you after death 

and present your soul before the “Great White Throne” to be judged, rewarded or 

punished according as you deserve reward or punishment - according as you have 

listened to and followed the holy counsels so often whispered to you by your good 

Angel, or have unhappily turned a deaf ear to him, and gone your wilful way with his 

and your enemy. 

 

ANGEL STORY 

In the city of B... there is a narrow street, so narrow that a tall man could almost 

reach across from one house to the other. In this street there stood, some years ago, an 

old rickety wall that threatened to fall at any moment. It happened one day that a 

woman was passing through this street leading a little girl of five by the hand. When 

they had come to within ten paces of the wall the child stopped and stared before her as 

if she saw a ghost. Her mother called to her, “Come on, dear, what ails you?” But the 

child remained as rooted to the spot, and did not stir. “Why, what is the matter? Come 

on,” repeated the mother in a tone of venation But lo! Suddenly there was a fearful 
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crash; clouds of dust filled the air - the old wall had fallen and if the mother and child 

had gone only a few steps farther, they would undoubtedly have been crushed to death. 

Pale with fright, the mother snatched up her child and ran towards home. Here she knelt 

down with the little one before a Crucifix and thanked God with an overflowing heart 

for their preservation. Then, she asked the child why she had stopped still in the middle 

of the street - the latter replied by asking - “Did you not see, mamma?” “See what, 

dear?” “Oh! That beautiful man, all white, with a long bright dress! Did you not see 

him? He stood right in front of me, so that I could not go on.” When the mother heard 

this, a shudder of holy fear ran through her. She took up her child and kissed her, with 

tears in her eyes, saying, “O happy child! It must have been your good Angel you saw. 

Thank him with all your heart, and as long as you live never forget what you owe him”. 

 

PURGATORY 

We have been contemplating the Angels fulfilling visibly and invisibly the 

various offices confided to them by their Creator, and have learned that this world is full 

of Angels ministering to those who are so unconscious or unmindful of their sweet and 

holy presence as perhaps never once in a long life to have made an act of gratitude to 

their true and faithful friend. Surely, dear children, you will never be amongst those 

ungrateful ones. Will you not, rather make reparation for any negligence in the past and 

now as you read this, resolve to show in early life daily devotion to at least, your 

Guardian Angel. And do not forget in your intercourse with others that you are in the 

presence of their angels also. Now, I am desirous of introducing you into another 

invisible world of spirits, no less real than the angels, and as with the angels we first 

convinced ourselves by indisputable evidence of the reality of their existence, so now 

we must see what grounds we have for our belief in the existence of the Holy Souls in 

Purgatory. We went back to the Old Testament for the first records of the angels, and 

we shall do the same now, with regard to the prayers offered for the souls of the 

departed. We read in the second book of Macchabees that Judas, the valiant 

commander, making a gathering, sent 12,000 drachms of silver to Jerusalem, for 

sacrifice, to be offered for the sins of the dead, thinking well and religiously concerning 

the Resurrection. It is well known the Jews, as well as, the early Christians prayed for 

the dead. 

The indulgences and invocations of the early Martyrs of the Church prove what 

had been Catholic belief from the very beginning of Christianity. But, indeed, the 
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reasonableness of such belief appeals at once to us so forcibly, that it needs no argument 

or proof, if we just consider for a moment that we are told by Holy Writ, “That nothing 

defiled can enter Heaven”, and then reflect how few depart this life so pure as to be 

admitted at once into the Presence of God, who cannot endure in Heaven the slightest 

iniquity. What is to become of so many souls? They are not fit to enter Heaven, they are 

not so bad as to deserve Hell. Does not the idea of a place of temporary punishment 

where souls can expiate their minor offences, or pay off debts still due for past sins befit 

the Infinite Justice and Mercy of God. Why, human justice teaches us this, for all crimes 

committed against the laws do not merit death, and yet should the criminal be allowed 

to go free and unpunished? No! A temporary imprisonment according to the degree of 

guilt is inflicted and so the ends of justice are supposed to be satisfied. I shall tell you a 

true story I heard long ago that will illustrate this. 

A Protestant Gentleman in England had an only son, a child about ten years old. 

The house where this gentleman lived was surrounded by beautiful gardens and lawns, 

in the midst of which was a lake, and on it some pleasure boats. One day the child’s 

father and mother went to visit a friend at a distance, but before leaving, the father 

called his son and made him promise that during his absence he would not go near the 

lake or enter any of the boats, for he knew the child was very fond of rowing, though 

not able to manage a boat by himself. Next day it was supposed the boy went down to 

look at the lake and boats, as our Mother Eve was tempted to look at the apple. Of 

course it will never be known how the accident happened, but a man, seeing a boat on 

the lake keel uppermost, gave the alarm, and search was made for the young heir who 

could not be found until the lake was dragged and in deep water the child was 

discovered quite dead, and brought to his heart-broken parents. A Priest who lived in a 

neighbouring village, hearing of the sad event, hastened to offer his sympathy and 

condolence to the poor father, whom he found almost in despair at the circumstances 

which surrounded his child’s death. 

He was an upright, honourable, and sincerely religious man, and had brought up 

his son carefully, always striving to impress on his young mind a horror of lies and 

disobedience, yet he had died in this act of committing both. In his anguish he 

exclaimed to the Priest, “How can I hope to see him in Heaven where no sin can enter?” 

The Priest replied, “Dear Sir, it is true your Son died after committing a sin of 

disobedience and breaking his promise to you but remembering his youth and 

thoughtlessness. We may not consider these offences as mortal sins. He was baptised 
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and so carefully brought up that probably these were the most grievous sins of his life 

and for such God would not deprive him of eternal happiness. On the other hand the 

justice of God must be satisfied, and he cannot be admitted into Heaven until every 

stain of sin has been effaced. But the Catholic doctrine of’ Purgatory meets the case 

exactly” - and explaining it to the poor gentleman, he gave him the greatest possible 

consolation, seeing how strict justice and mercy could be reconciled. Soon after the 

gentleman and his whole family were received into the Catholic Church. 

I could tell you many well-authenticated stories of Holy Souls in Purgatory 

making known their sufferings and imploring aid of their forgetful friends on earth but 

if you once perfectly realise the existence of these Holy Souls and the longing for the 

end of their waiting, I may well leave it to your own good hearts not to turn away coldly 

from such suffering that you could so easily relieve. O dearest children, did you ever 

long for home or the presence of those you love and find it hard to bear? Yet the 

greatest longing in this world, the greatest pain of absence, is only the faintest shadow 

of what those exiled souls endure and you could so easily help them. A short 

indulgenced prayer, an aspiration - that would not take half a second to say would be a 

refreshing draught to fever-parched lips. Prayers, alms, penance, and above all the Holy 

Sacrifice of the Mass are for the souls in Purgatory like welcome rain to a land parched 

with draught. 

If love of God and compassion for those holy suffering souls, amongst whom may 

be many once dear to us and who lavished on us their love, do not move us to help 

them, there is another consideration, which, although it is more selfish, yet may have 

weight; and it is this, that if God deals mercifully with us after this life has passed away, 

and we find ourselves in Purgatory - then - we have the word of God for it - in 

proportion as we have shown mercy to them, mercy shall be shown to us. And here is an 

historical illustration. You all know how Henry VIII destroyed many churches and 

monasteries and appropriated to himself money left to them for Masses and prayers for 

the souls of the deceased benefactors, depriving them and their families for all time of 

what they prized above gold. Well! When their unfortunate King was on his death bed 

he left several hundreds of pounds for Masses to be offered for his soul. Were they 

offered? His Ministers took good care they were not and this retributive justice, for it 

was not meet that one who had deprived so many souls of aid should himself obtain it 

by his ill-gotten gains. 

In conclusion, dearest children, let me beg you, even at the risk of wearying you, 
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to realise the spiritual world by which we are all surrounded. First these bright, angelic 

spirits, who aid us in danger, comfort us in sorrow, defend us from our invisible 

enemies, and do all that we allow them to do to fit us for our heavenly home and for the 

bliss they know is prepared for us, if we only are faithful unto death. I would have you 

to learn by heart that beautiful little hymn, written especially for you children by Father 

Faber, and beginning with “Dear Angel ever at my side”. If you know the music to 

which it has been set, sing it in your hearts. It will do you good and help to pure and 

holy thoughts. I may at a future time say more to you of the advantage there is in having 

a collection of those silent songs of the heart. And once again, the other spiritual world 

that we should often remember is that of the Holy Souls who look to us for aid. In 

aiding them we aid ourselves, unconsciously towards a nobler life, learning a 

thoughtfulness for others who suffer and an unostentatious charity, because the help we 

give the Holy Souls is unknown to the world. Truly, generosity, tenderness of heart, and 

Christian self-denial are infused into our own souls by our efforts to relieve their 

sufferings. And as we are advised “to make ourselves friends of the angels”, it is easy to 

make grateful friends for ourselves by helping the Holy Souls out of their prison house 

in the land of exile from God. So without anything morbid or depressing, you will 

acquire a true and invigorating spirituality and realise there is more in this world than is 

visible to your eyes, and early learn the importance and necessity of a life of faith. 

Earnestly requesting a prayer from you, my dear children, especially when you 

hear I am no longer in this world, 

Believe me ever your affectionate Old Mother in J.C., 

Mary J. Gonzaga Barry, I.B.V.M.”176 

The following letter was written about this time to the Holy Souls in Purgatory 

and found after her death: “In gratitude for favours received through your intercession I 

renew for this year my promise of having a Mass said for every new child who comes to 

Mary’s Mount. I beg of you to pray that none may come but those who profiting by the 

instructions they receive, may advance in solid virtue and give edification in their future 

lives. I beg, also, dear Holy Souls, that you will obtain for them and their teachers good 

health and preservation from dangers and accidents”177. Then follows a list of particular 

souls for which the Mass would be offered and opposite, the names of the twenty four 

children in the actual order in which they came. The following November she wrote to 
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one of her nuns whose Mother had died after a long and painful illness: “The cross I am 

sure was lovingly received from Our Lord by you, my dear child. You have now, or 

very soon will have two Mothers in Heaven to intercede for you and for those you are 

interested in. All the Masses, Communions, Rosaries and prayers offered for your dear 

Mother by Ours in so many communities must avail much before God for her precious 

soul and her own resignation and patience in her long illness will ever be a consoling 

thought for you, my dear child, seeing we have all to enter by the door of death into the 

great eternal hereafter, which alone is real life”.178 

The community at Albert Park were accustomed, especially since the 

establishment of the Training College, to frequent business visits from Mother 

Provincial. But when she arrived unexpectedly one morning in May 1907, having come 

by the early train from Ballarat, everyone was surprised - still more so on hearing she 

had been summoned to Ireland to attend a General Chapter to be held in June. The letter 

from Cardinal Moran conveying the cable message had only reached Mary’s Mount on 

3rd May so there was much “hurrying to and fro” prior to the departure of the travellers. 

M.M. Dorothea Frizelle, Local Superior of the North Sydney Loreto was elected as 

companion to Mother Provincial who kept a diary of the journey from which the 

following extracts are taken.  

“The Mothers (in their anxiety about their Old Mother) decided it would be 

advisable for M.M. de Sales to join us at Perth. The Good Angels must have helped, as 

they always do when we are promptly obedient to the Holy Will of God made known by 

our superiors. 

14th May. Busy day in Mary’s Mount, and mercifully so, as there was no time for 

sadness at parting, so much had to be settled. Many willing hands were at work and 

lovingly provided all that was needed and a great deal more, so all was ready to leave by 

evening express for Adelaide. The dear children were waiting and came after the cab to 

get a last adieu; some getting hold of a hand or a finger as we drove slowly out. 10 a.m. 

next day we steamed into Adelaide. A short drive through the handsome city brought us 

to Norwood and we went into our little convent chapel to thank Our Lord for having 

brought us safely. (The house to which the community removed in December is a two-

storied stone one, with handsomely laid out grounds - fruit garden, peaches, apricots, 

loquats, oranges, lemons, grapes; an avenue of almond trees, tall shade trees and 
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flowers). The school is increasing rapidly D.G. The usual demand for more nuns to 

carry on the work - - Next morning we left our dear Sisters and started on our long 

journey in S.S. “India”. Friends saw that we had everything; we were only too 

comfortable for poor religious. We contrasted our travelling accommodation with that 

of our Sisters who went on Missions long ago; but no doubt God in His Fatherly 

kindness had compassion on our weakness, and our hearts are full of gratitude. 

20th. Arrived in Fremantle, W.A. met by M.M. de Sales and others. We were 

soon flying along the road to beautiful Osborne, where we got a hearty welcome and 

again had the happiness of kneeling in Our dear Lord’s Sacramental Presence, thanking 

Him for me past and praying for the future. Our Blessed Lady’s Altar was beautiful for 

May. After dinner and a visit to the dear children last good-byes were said. About 4.30 

p.m. the voyage was resumed. We made some acquaintances. An English gentleman, 

seeing I had the book close to my eyes wanted me to accept some gold mounted 

spectacles, but as my 2/6 glasses suit me better I declined with thanks! 

24th. Our Lady Help of Christians, the title under which all Australia is dedicated 

to Our Blessed Lady. This day 32 years ago the first Loreto nuns sailed from Plymouth 

in the old S.S. “Somersetshire”. Today we renewed the happy memory. 

29th. Colombo - coaling. The poor coolies excited our compassion toiling in the 

broiling sun for such poor recompense and we! The little divers took M.M. Dorothea’s 

fancy; some were mites of five; ‘Little Brownies’, we called them. It is wonderful how 

they pick up a coin thrown into the water and paddle about on their little rafts. Poor 

children! Some proclaimed themselves ‘Catoleek’ and made the sign of the cross 

vigorously. 

June. First four days we encountered the monsoons. It reminded us of the 

‘doldrums’ experienced by those who came by the Cape route in 1875. 5th. Reached 

Aden, a barren rock, rightly named ‘the cinder heap’, but vegetation inland where the 

great reservoirs (Pools of Solomon) are. A lady at our table asserts Aden was the place 

where King Solomon met the Queen of Sheba. 

13th. S.S. “India” did not stop at Naples, so Mother Provincial could not go to 

Rome. 

16th June - reached Marseilles. Sea so rough it was too dangerous to land. We sat 

on deck opposite the Church of Our Lady with the sun shining on the great gilt statue 

that crowns it. The country round Marseilles is very beautiful. What a pity the people of 

that fair land are not more faithful to the heroic traditions of the Ages of Faith, - but, 
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after all, it is not the real French people who are unfaithful. Our Lady will get them back 

all the faith and piety after the chastisement, but one’s heart aches for the children and 

young people in the meantime. We had a visit from the Captain’s cat, a Siamese, a very 

strange-looking animal, more like a dog. It had a collar on and was very friendly with 

us. 

19th - At Gibraltar. Not allowed to land. Letters of welcome from our convents 

there and at Europe. We had so set our hearts on seeing our dear Sisters that it cost us 

something to make an act of cheerful resignation. We met the Captain and reproached 

him with not giving us time to go ashore; poor man, it was not his fault. We had an 

unexpected pleasure in seeing a dear old Australian child who came on the chance of 

seeing us. Letters had said we were going overland from Naples, but Australians are 

enterprising, and she thought she would try. Letters also from dear old Gorey and from 

Spain - - Just after we left Gibraltar a heavy fog came down. We slowed down and, at 

last, came to a full stop and lost an hour, just what would have given us time to visit the 

Convent. The Captain came after dinner to speak to us (I was in the cabin) and said he 

had “a crow to pluck” with the Rev. Mother for she had paid him off for not giving time 

to land at Gibraltar by bringing down the fog on him! 

22nd June - Plymouth. Now waiting to see what Our Lord will send tomorrow, for 

indeed we do not know, but can trust Him. I thought today when we first came in sight 

of the green hills of Plymouth of all that had happened since we first Australian 

missioners saw them in 1875. What graces, mercies and blessings have been given to us 

in all those years! Not the least is the grace to feel truly grateful for the call to work for 

Our Lord in the Land of the Southern Cross, sunny Australia. We may repeat now, as 

then, the little verse so long in my Office Book. 

‘I know not the way I am going, 

But well do I know my Guide. 

With a childlike trust I give my hand 

To the mighty Friend by my side. 

The only thing that I say to Him, 

As He takes it and holds it fast, 

Is, ‘Suffer me not to lose my way,  

And bring me safe home at last’”.179 

                                                 
179 Series 17 Item 32, Diary of Journey to Ireland 1907, Loreto Province Archives Ballarat. 



 

(352) 

A few days rest with the Sisters of Mercy at Chelsea, a short stay at York and 

Manchester and then the hearty Irish welcome greeted the travellers in the Home Land. 

On the feast of the Assumption they arrived in Gorey where Mother Gonzaga made her 

annual retreat. A note remains of this retreat of 24th August, 1907. “These resolutions 

are made on the 54th anniversary of my entering this holy house as a postulant. 

Immediately afterwards I made my first eight days Retreat in which I made my first 

general confession to Father Lacy P.P. who baptised me in Wexford 19 years before. 

They seem to me particularly binding and solemn as probably the last great grace I shall 

receive in this place where I received so many graces; education as a child, spiritual 

training as a novice, the holy habit, profession, many severe trials intended in God’s 

mercy to purify my sinful soul, and now bringing me from Australia, 12,000 miles, to 

make what very probably may be my last retreat and in it great graces. I see now, as I 

never saw before, the necessity of not losing, not only one day, but even one moment of 

the short time that remains to me of a long life, so as to make up for past negligences 

and infidelity to grace, disedification and bad example. I must not wait till I get back to 

Australia although I have much to do then; but I must begin now, not tomorrow, but 

today; not bye and bye, but this minute, writing this for God, with a pure intention to 

please Him. The Priest told me in confession today that “the keynote of my life in all I 

think, say or do is to be ‘Can I offer this to God?’ and in what I omit to do the same ‘Is 

this omitted for God?’ I am to make my particular examen on this for some time”.180 

From Gorey, Mother Provincial visited Enniscorthy and Wexford where a cable 

from Australia brought her the sad news of the death of Mother Mary Berchmans 

Stafford, one of the first seven pioneers and companion to Mother Gonzaga on her third 

visit to Ireland and first to Rome. Mother Mary Berchmans had taken Mother Mary 

Hilda Benson’s place as Superior of Loreto, Hamilton, at the opening of the Training 

College; but had been suffering for a considerable time. She was a holy and most 

observant religious and greatly loved. Everything that skill could do, was done to 

prolong her life, but the Master’s call came on 30th August, 1907, the cable reaching 

Ireland on 1st September. Though not unexpected news, Mother Gonzaga felt the loss 

very keenly. 

A few weeks later another death occurred, that of her little niece, Kathleen, who 

died at Gorey soon after making her first Communion, an angel child who had inherited 
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the family Cross. The glad news of her birth had greeted Mother Gonzaga when she 

travelled to Ireland in 1894 and she had seen the little one happy and bright at Gorey 

only a short time before her death. Writing from Rathfarnham in October Mother 

Gonzaga says: “My poor brother John was here yesterday. He grieves for his little pet 

and cannot speak of her without tears, although he is quite resigned to God’s holy Will 

and full of gratitude to the nuns in Gorey who, he said, did everything for the children”. 

With two nuns, volunteers from Ireland, and five girls, two of whom entered the 

Ballarat novitiate, Mother Provincial left for her home in the Sunny South. M.M. 

Dorothea had gone overland to Rome with the Sisters from India that she might have 

the consolation of some weeks in the Eternal city. 

Five Priests were on board bound for Australia, so the voyage was a spiritual feast 

with the many Masses. Memories of the outward journey have been supplied by one of 

the future postulants. 

“Soon after we left South Hampton I retired to my cabin with a bad head-ache. A 

little later dear Rev. Mother came down, and, on seeing me, insisted on helping to put 

me to bed, - one of the first of a long line of little human kindnesses that touch one’s 

heart. - - - She believed that, as educationists we should see anything that would be 

helpful, hence, when some of the kind Priests offered to pilot us round Genoa, she 

gratefully accepted. One of the churches we visited contained a miraculous image of 

Our Lady. In the 14th century, a boat from Ireland was wrecked in the bay here. In the 

prow was a large statue of Our Blessed Mother. This was washed ashore and lay among 

rubbish. Sometime after a child fell from the top storey of a mansion near and was 

unharmed. “When I began to fall,” said the child, “that lady (pointing to the statue) took 

me by the hand and lifted me down”. The statue was placed in a church, and many 

miracles were afterwards wrought. One of the Priests said Mass for us in the 

‘Annunziata’. Mother M. Gonzaga’s love of the beautiful made her revel in this gem of 

art; its roof which took 14 years to paint; huge alabaster and marble pillars; its 

wonderful mosaics. - - - The ‘Immaculata’ was another church she admired. It was built 

entirely of pure white marble, its golden dome glistening in the morning sun. Most of all 

did she love her visit to St. Caterina’s where rests the body of the saint, reclining on a 

satin couch in robes of white satin and gold, innumerable rings on her fingers. Except 

that the skin is discoloured the body is perfect, though she is dead about 400 years. With 

what reverence Rev. Mother viewed the relics of the saint - her bed, a poor little bit of 

carpet on which she used to rest on the ground; a discipline; bits of glass from her little 
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window; a small wooden stool - mute tokens of her life of labour, suffering and love. 

Mass was celebrated in the First Class Saloon except on Sunday. After the first 

Sunday some of our heretical fellow passengers objected to our bringing the Steerage 

folk up there. Next Sunday we betook ourselves to the Second Class Saloon. The same 

was engaged by the Lutherans that very day for their use on the following Sunday. 

Hence our next move was to the Steerage. It pained Rev. Mother to see Our Divine 

Lord grudged a place of rest in His own creation, but we all felt it was like the stable at 

Bethlehem, and it made us give Him all the greater welcome in our hearts. 

Every evening during the voyage we girls, went to dearest Rev. Mother’s cabin. 

There before a little altar newly erected every morning, we made the Novenas for the 

Feast of the Presentation the Immaculate Conception and a special one for two 

Missionaries of the Sacred Heart, who were to be ordained on the Feast of St. Andrew. 

After saying the Novena and Litany, we used to sing a hymn, Rev. Mother putting up 

her ear trumpet so that she could hear. Devotions over, we sat on the bunk, floor, 

anywhere, all around her. She told us stories of Loreto past and present, and of the early 

days in Australia and also gave us some idea of the life to which we were journeying. 

The Priests on board were very kind to us; Rev. Mother was most grateful to them 

for their goodness, and before they left the boat she gave to each a little present. On 

their part they held her in highest esteem. She wrote to them for every St. Patrick’s Day, 

and sent them little harp badges for the occasion. Many years afterwards I met someone 

from South Australia who seemed to know Mother Provincial and all of us, from the 

accounts of these Priests, and who graphically described one of them waving a letter 

over his head in delight when he caught sight of her well-known handwriting. 

One day Mother Provincial held me back when the others were passing out of her 

cabin. She said she did not know me sufficiently, she had to learn all about the “family”. 

And here I may mention that one of the most striking things about her was her 

wonderful sympathy with all those with whom Our Divine Master brought her in 

contact. Her heart was so big that it seemed capable of holding all the world. From what 

I write it might seem as if I were a special pet. Such was not the case. I feel sure that 

many others were treated as I was. From our talk that day in the cabin she was always 

interested in all whom I loved. And when sorrow came, as it did, our dearest Mother felt 

with me and for me. Shortly after my entering the Novitiate my dear ones had a heavy 

cross to bear. Mother Provincial was in Perth, and I wrote to tell her. Her loving answer 

came by return of post. That it was written late at night I had proof. ‘Do you see these 
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tails,’ she wrote ‘the pen slips when I close my eyes. That tells a tale and I had better 

stop’”. 

A joyous reception awaited the travellers at Osborne, W.A. which they reached on 

December 7th. The boat was to have sailed at midnight but their prayers to Our Lady 

were heard and Mother Gonzaga was able to spend the Feast of the Immaculate 

Conception with the Osborne community. The boat left on the 9th. On the way to 

Adelaide she wrote a postcard to each of the children at Osborne, regardless of the 

fatigue it cost her. The joy of the arrival in Melbourne was shared by those in Ballarat, 

for she insisted on speaking to them by telephone sending them her love. Next day, 16th 

December she was amongst them once more. 
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MOTHER M. GONZAGA BARRY 

 

CHAPTER 28 

“THE PATCHWORK YEAR” 1908. 

1909 DEATH OF MOTHER MARY MACKILLOP. 

BLOSSOMS LETTER. 

 

1908 was named by Mother Gonzaga “the patch-work year” and the letter in 

which she tells the children of its varied incidents “the patch-work letter”. One feature 

of this year seems to be Jubilees, Golden Jubilees, for they begin and end this Annus 

Mirabilis. The Golden Jubilee of Our Lady at Lourdes in February was the first and the 

Golden Jubilee of our dear Holy Father, Pope Pius X, will close this year with joyous 

thanksgivings. Between these two great jubilees we shall have our Jubilee in Mary’s 

Mount to celebrate the 50 years of Religious Life of our dear Mother Mary Aloysius 

Macken, one of the first Loreto nuns who came to Australia in 1875. May Our Divine 

Lord spare her to work yet many years in this chosen vineyard before calling her to the 

Eternal Jubilee. The real date of M.M. Aloysius’ Jubilee was 2nd February but as that 

was holiday time the public festivities were deferred till Easter. Mother Provincial was 

full of interest in the preparations to honour this devoted friend and companion; indeed 

nothing but the knowledge of the pain a refusal would give induced the humble 

jubilarian to submit to the ordeal of receiving a public ovation.  

Before the Easter festivities Mother Gonzaga wrote a General Letter to all the 

Sisters on the subject of a “Nun’s Letter”. 

“Since Our Divine Lord has mercifully spared us to begin another Lent, it should 

be our earnest desire to spend it in a holy, perfect manner, to show our gratitude to Him 

and to make our souls pleasing in His sight. Now as the holy season of Lent was 

instituted by the Church as a time of penance and mortification our minds, hearts and 

souls should be deeply imbued with that spirit. On the other hand, fasting and 

abstinence have been made so very easy in these latter days that there is danger of our 

losing sight of the spirit of the Church; the fundamental principle of penance should 

ever be associated with the Lenten season by all Catholics, much more by all Religious. 

Some may say, “What am I to do? I am not allowed to fast, not even to abstain”. The act 

of fasting or abstaining is not a matter of the first importance; it is the principle, the 

underlying spirit of Christian self-denial and mortification, that God regards as 
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essential. Fasting without this is worthless in His Eyes, as we learn from Holy Writ, 

where the people say, “We have fasted, and Thou hast not regarded”. Almighty God 

answers, “Because in the day of your fast your own will was found”. 

Then what shall we do to spend a holy Lent? I will quote some instructions I got 

myself: they may be useful suggestions to you as they were to me: 

1. Apply yourself to performing your ordinary actions in a perfect manner for therein 

lies all holiness; 

2. Pray and perform all Spiritual Exercises better;  

3. Employ better and in a more spiritual manner all leisure time; 

4. Offer all in union with the penance of Jesus in the desert in expiation for past sins 

and the sins of the world; 

5. Make your will fast by obedience, your temper by meekness, your tongue by 

silence, your eyes by restraining their curiosity, your ears from hearing news. 

Keeping the Rule is an excellent mortification; 

6. Cheerfully accept the every-day crosses of life sent by God for our sanctification; 

infirmities, inconveniences of the weather, the defects of others. 

The above six practices could be taken one for each week in Lent. Lastly it is 

recommended to fix on some special fault of which we must pursue the reformation 

during the whole of Lent. We should humble ourselves before God for our many defects 

interior and exterior at least three times a day; in the morning at Meditation or Mass, at 

midday Examen and in the evening at Night Prayers, acknowledging our unworthiness 

to be in the House of God, amongst His faithful servants and begging grace to amend 

our faults. St. Chrysostom says, “This is the best of all fasts because its effects are 

durable, not only for a Lent or for a year, but for all Eternity”. Such fasts and 

mortifications do no harm to health of body but improve health of soul immensely, 

edify our neighbour and prove our love and gratitude to God. 

We have indeed reason to humble ourselves, my dear Sisters, when we compare 

our way not only with that in which the Saints of old spent the Lent, but even our own 

Sisters in former times still fresh in the memory of some. Yet there were delicate 

members then as now; but health was not so much thought about and most of our Sisters 

lived to a good old age. But the one thing we have which they had not, except in a very 

special degree viz. the strenuous life work in the present day. After all it is consoling to 

know that it is the good will and sincere desire to practise penance that God looks to and 

rewards. So we should keep that spirit alive in our hearts and prove its sincerity by 
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accepting joyfully the little mortifications which may fall to our lot unobserved by 

anyone but by Him Who sees and rewards magnificently every little thing done solely 

for Him. 

One thing more: it is good to ask our Superior for leave to do penance even when 

we think we shall not get permission. It is an act of humility, submission and obedience 

when we are not allowed to do them, and sometimes we may be allowed unexpectedly. 

Anyway it would help us to bear the mortifications which come to us unasked and to 

feel ashamed of bearing them so badly and ungenerously. Pray, dear Sisters for one 

whose last Lent cannot be far off”.181 

There seems a touch of sadness in this letter, but Mother Gonzaga’s customary 

joyfulness reappeared in her Easter greetings as in her New Year counsel contained in 

the following lines from E.W. Wilcox: 

“Build upon resolve and not upon regret 

The structure of thy future. 

But turn the leaf - and smile, oh! Smile to see 

The fair white pages that remain to thee.” 

I wish you a special share in the blessings and graces of this holy time. Is it not 

remarkable that at the two greatest feasts of the year, Christmas and Easter, the gift of 

peace is put before all others by the Angels at Christmas and by Our Lord Himself at 

Easter: “My peace I give you, not as the world giveth”. The Imitation tells us four ways 

of gaining much peace so we have it in our own hands. May you have many Easter joys 

and ‘the Peace of God that surpasseth all understanding’”. 

Another general letter: 

“My dear Mothers and Sisters, 

It would be a great happiness to me if I could write to each of you individually at 

this great Festival, which seems to unite all our hearts in the holy joy of Our Risen Lord 

and which calls on us to rejoice with our Blessed Mother that all her Divine Son’s 

sorrows have passed away and that the fruits of His Redemption shall endure for 

endless ages. So it is with us in life, dear Sisters, our sorrows pass but if they are borne 

in a loving and generous spirit the joys they procure for us are everlasting. …In every 

life there is a Gethsemane and a Calvary with suffering more or less intense and it 

would be a great help to our weak human nature to think of the glorious Resurrection 
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and the endless joy beyond in our Heavenly Home. Unfortunately we allow our minds 

to dwell too much on the little every-day trials and baby crosses which we often make 

for ourselves and lose sight of the glorious Beyond where Our Divine Lord is waiting to 

crown us with joy and happiness unspeakable and everlasting. I cannot write more just 

now for even on this holy day I have to look after my Father’s business in the interests 

of a distant mission but I hear some of our Mothers and Sisters are writing and they will 

make up for me, as they often do in more ways than one. May God bless and reward 

them a hundred fold. You shall all be fondly remembered before Our Lord particularly 

at the Holy Hour tonight and at Calvary tomorrow and I hope, my dearest children, you 

will not forget me. 

Your affectionate Old Mother in Our Lord, 

Mary J. Gonzaga I.B.V.M.” 

During May Mother Provincial visited her children in that seaside home whose 

quietness she so much loved. “Here we are, enjoying the incomparable air of Portland. 

From my little cell on the balcony I sometimes see the glorious sunrise. It is really 

beautiful and could not fail to lift one’s heart to God. What saint was it who said, “If 

God has made our prison so beautiful what must our Home be!” - The Home that He 

went to prepare for us on His glorious Ascension Day. Do you not long to see it? We 

shall all meet soon, please God, in our beautiful Home above”. “I should be happy if I 

were told to stay here for the rest of my life in this world. It is a good place to prepare 

for the next”. It was no desire to shirk the labour that made her long for and prepare for 

her heavenly Home. When she heard that some were envying the happy death of a Sister 

of the Institute in another land, “I love to think of the good Sister we are praying for 

now,” she said, “who departed to her reward at the age of 85 R.I.P. I hope many of our 

Sisters will follow the example of her long life and show much patience about going to 

Heaven - or purgatory where they will have to be patient without merit; here it would 

make them perfect”. “Our Lord will call us to come to Him at the very best time. All we 

have to do is to serve Him lovingly and cheerfully, for you know He loves the cheerful 

giver. All we have to give Him is our life’s daily service, so don’t be anxious to shorten 

it. ‘Short the labour, eternal the reward.’ “Old religious ought to be happier than young 

ones, who are only making Our Lord’s acquaintance. We ought to be always smiling 

because no one can deprive us of God - smiling even in our sleep.”182 
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Here, Mother Gonzaga began her “patch-work letter” for the “Blossoms”. 

 

“Portland by the Southern Ocean, 

24th May, 1908, 

Feast of Our Lady Help of Christians, 

My dearest Children, 

A Blue Sky, - a blue sea and ‘sunshine on the land’ welcomes the Feast of 

Australia’s Patroness; for, as you Loreto Children know, all Australia has been 

dedicated to Our Lady under the title of ‘Help of Christians’. 

It is a remarkable coincidence that on the Feast thirty-three (33) years ago, the 

first Nuns of the Institute of the Blessed Virgin Mary (best known to you as “Loreto 

Nuns”) sailed for Australia. 

How it came about that we commenced our long voyage to ‘Australia Felix’ that 

very day is a story too long to tell you now, but I may some other day, unless, in the 

meantime, I go on that long voyage, on which no letters can be written. 

There are some notable events, dear children to take place this year, in which you 

as loyal members of Holy Church should feel a keen and intelligent interest. 

First in the order of time comes the great Eucharistic Congress to be held in 

London. You will have read all about it in the papers before the “Eucalyptus Blossoms” 

appears in print. 

Since I wrote the above I have travelled far from the shore of the Southern Ocean 

and the balcony of the beautiful little Portland Convent. Does not the mention of this 

‘Portland by the Sea’, touch a tender chord in the hearts of many, with a sigh for ‘the 

days of happy childhood’, when they watched the pearly light come over the silver sea, 

where soon the first beams of the rising sun turned each ripple and wave to crimson and 

gold. Then the fresh pure breath of the morning air raised the young hearts 

unconsciously to Heaven and to God at the time of morning prayer. And oh! The 

scampers on the beach, bare feet playing ‘hide and seek’ with the wavelets! 

The mighty sea had no terrors for the little bathers in the surf; it was a pleasant 

playfellow who threw up to the children the shells and the bright coloured seaweed for 

their collections. Who could forget the walks on the Bluff, where the soft grass made a 

green cushion for the daisies, which grew as quickly as on an Irish field. How pleasant 

too were the picnics to Government Paddock among the Maiden-ferns! And what 

treasures were contained in the Doll’s House, where many a childish photograph is still 
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preserved. 

No wonder, dear children, your cheeks glowed with health and your brains gained 

power and strength, that enabled you, now staid maidens of seventeen, to take, as you 

do today, a place in the foremost ranks of the Melbourne Colleges in the University 

Classes, Arts and Sciences, Higher Mathematics and Languages, and studies for the 

much coveted Diploma of Education. Thank God first, and then the wholesome training 

of early years, for ‘mens sana in corpore sano’. 

From Portland I went to Adelaide (taking Hamilton en route) and thence back to 

Melbourne of whose Training College I had told you. The time came when I had to 

leave these most attractive ‘Halls of Learning’ and speed by express to the ‘City of the 

Beautiful Harbour’. The train leaves Melbourne at 5 p.m. and arrives at 10.30 a.m. This 

is for the information of those who have never travelled to Sydney. You perceive, my 

dear children, this should rather be called a ‘Patchwork’ than a letter for it consists of 

bits and scraps put together in such a variety of places. 

Loreto, Normanhurst is 14 miles from Sydney City - up amongst the hills 

surrounded by orange groves, and possessing a large portion of bush - Australian Bush - 

that would in other countries be considered Forest. This Bush or ‘Forest Primeval’ is the 

delight of the children of Loreto, Normanhurst, abounding as it does in fern gullies, 

little lakes and rivulets, rocks, caves and wild flowers, - an ideal place for a picnic, 

which indeed often takes place there on Feasts or Holidays. 

But we must not linger here in the beautiful bush - but go and see the New Loreto 

in North Sydney. The community from Fern Hill took possession of this property last 

Christmas. It is beautifully situated on the side of a hill overlooking Neutral Bay, the 

grounds sloping down to the water. The view from the verandah and upper windows is 

exquisite looking out towards the Pacific Ocean and the ‘Heads’, great rocks at the 

entrance to the harbour. I had the pleasure of being present at two very good concerts 

and entertainments given by the children of Normanhurst and North Sydney. 

I would willingly have remained longer with those dear children of New South 

Wales, so hearty, simple, generous and affectionate - but little voices were calling for 

me to return to my first dear children in Victoria. So I had to hasten back to Mary’s 

Mount in order to spend a little time with them before they dispersed for their summer 

holidays. I had so many things to say to them before they returned to their homes and 

which, owing to my long absence this year and last year, I had not had an opportunity of 

saying. So many, too, are ‘going home for good’. May God grant that great good may 
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come from this home-going, good for themselves and good for all those with whom 

they may come in contact. May they be a comfort to their parents who hope with 

reason, now to reap the reward of many sacrifices! May their children be a source of joy 

and abiding happiness to the home circle and an edification to all by their solid, amiable 

piety, good temper, helpfulness and unselfishness! 

How gladly would I welcome them back for another year, during which they 

could learn Domestic Science and Housekeeping, - almost impossible, except very 

superficially in the midst of competitive examinations. After all, dear children, when the 

glamour of the ‘Passes’ and the ‘Honours’ gained shall have faded, will not these Arts 

which contribute to happy Homemaking be of chief importance! The Home is Woman’s 

Realm, and there the wise lovable and well educated woman reigns supreme. I was 

greatly struck some years ago by hearing from one of our clever, accomplished pupils, - 

at that time in her home - that of all she had learned at Loreto, after piety, there was 

nothing she was so grateful for as for having learned to make brown bread! 

Now it is time to finish this Patchwork, and I do so with the warmest wishes for a 

happy Christmas and New Year, not only for yourselves but for all you hold dear. Do 

all you can to make others happy even at the expense of some sacrifices; your heavenly 

Father will bless you, and Our Divine Lord, who at the first Christmas sacrificed so 

much to win for you Eternal Happiness, will make you happy in your own hearts. 

Your affectionate Old Mother in Jesus Christ, 

Mary J. Gonzaga I.B.V.M.”183 

From this letter it would appear that Mother Provincial was away from Mary’s 

Mount nearly all the year but it was not so. She was home for St. Aloysius’ Feast and 

was still there on Our Lady’s birthday, a feast she greatly loved for she asks, “Did you 

ever remark that peace and joy are the gifts the Church asks on the feast of Our 

Mother’s Nativity?” This was the subject of her exhortation to her nuns. 

 

FEAST OF OUR LADY’S NATIVITY 

“As next Sunday will be a great feast for all those who have the privilege of 

bearing the sweet name of Mary and particularly for all her daughters in this Institute of 

the B.V. Mary, I thought I would write to you all. First let me wish you a very happy 

feast. It cannot fail to be so if we only reflect on God’s loving goodness to us in 

                                                 
183 ‘A Mother’s Letter to Her Children’, ‘Eucalyptus Blossoms’ 1908. 
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choosing us to be Our Blessed Mother’s own dear children, dedicated to His service in 

her name. And not only that, but also His Spouses, chosen out of thousands - far more 

worthy and in every way more deserving to dwell with Him in His house all the days of 

our life. There we receive the hundredfold promised to those who serve Him faithfully 

and fervently, overcoming ourselves and all our little whims and fancies, subjecting 

ourselves cheerfully for His dear sake to the sweet yoke of obedience, so much easier 

after all than the yoke the world imposes on its votaries. It is only by renunciation and 

mortification we can hope to purchase the heavenly kingdom. But we religious, ‘Mary’s 

own’, have such helps and graces given us in our times of trouble that the ‘narrow way’ 

is wonderfully smoothed for us; Our Blessed Mother takes us under her mantle and 

shields each of us from danger as the child of her heart. Let us then be such loving, 

devoted, faithful children of this sweet Mother as ever to merit her special care and 

protection. Let us try to inspire the children under our care with such love and 

confidence in her as will be a shield and safeguard ‘midst the perils of the world and a 

harbour of refuge in what must be to many a stormy voyage”. 

On 21st September, 1908, Mary’s Mount was saddened by the death of Father 

Guilfoyle, who had been for 18 years chaplain and confessor to the community. “Indeed 

we ought to do much for our kind, patient confessor of so many years”, Mother 

Provincial wrote. “He is constantly in my mind and prayers. Do you 

remember his great kindness at the railway station the last time I 

took the journey to Adelaide? I wrote to his poor sisters, they must 

feel very desolate. May Our Lord comfort them!” And in the 

cloisters of the church near the confessional she erected a marble 

tablet to his memory. 

No event of the year 1908 caused such interest throughout Australia as the visit of 

the American Fleet. Mother Gonzaga’s virile heart sympathises in the enthusiasm of the 

young Australians and welcomed their letters which gave full accounts of the 

processions, illuminations, etc., that distinguished “Fleet Week”. From the Houses at 

North Sydney and Albert Park the best views were obtained. From the latter, Reverend 

Mother preserved the following description: “Melbourne illuminated was like fairyland, 

a Catholic fairyland, for the gold cross high over St. Patrick’s Cathedral shone above 

the myriad jewels of light which formed the lower decorations. The fireworks display 

on Albert Park Lake was magnificent. Even before it began the lake was a picture with 

yachts, gondolas, boats of every kind festooned with multi-coloured ribbons of light. A 
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crash! The orchestra had begun. Now great cords of light burst into showers of stars, red 

and blue and gold, trembling a moment on the air, falling from the heights in showers of 

golden rain. An angel’s necklace hangs two full minutes in the sky, diamond and ruby 

drops dissolving one by one till there is one glowing star. Palm trees throw out their 

feathery leaves glowing wider and more delicate. Fern fronds cast off snowy buds 

which blossom into lilies as they fall. Here is a Niagara of fire whose liquid drops are 

gold; here, Aladdin’s cave, whose lamps grow into giant lanterns before they strew the 

sky with their magic jewels. Then the fairy melee, the riot of rainbow light which ends 

all”.184 

If this was a feast for the eye, one for the ear was also given to Mother Gonzaga’s 

children by the visit of the violinist Kubelik to Ballarat and to Osborne W.A. where the 

boarders in return for his mystic music presented his wife, the Countess with a 

Westralian memento; a Swan brooch with mother of pearl wings inlaid with turquoise 

and pearls, the eye a ruby; all the materials were Westralian.185 

In connection with the Adelaide Foundation, mention was made of Mother Mary 

of the Cross (MacKillop) on whose advice Mother M. Gonzaga made the foundation. 

These two great souls loved and esteemed each other and found in that mutual 

sympathy, strength and courage in their trials and 

humiliations. The cottage in Portland which became the 

home of the seaside Loreto Community had been the home 

of Mary MacKillop. Her brother, Father Donald MacKillop, 

S.J., in later years was able to point out the spot beside the 

fireplace where his mother and father had sat in the winter evenings and the post of 

vantage in All Saints’ School whence the pupils could watch for the coming of their 

teacher, Miss Mary. The following is an extract taken from a letter written by Mother 

Mary to Mother Gonzaga: “I shall never forget your loving goodness to me on Sunday 

last. Little acts of kindness like that from venerated servants of God (forgive me - but 

your age and experience are my excuse for saying this to yourself) are some of the 

glimpses of heavenly charity that the Sacred Heart now and then grants to me. Oh! It is 

sweet and consoling to find such charity amongst God’s servants! Well, I must not say 

more than that you made me feel very happy and very grateful to our dear good God”. 

After a long and painful illness borne with loving patience the holy Foundress of the 
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Sisters of St. Joseph went to her reward on 8th August, 1909. Mother M. Gonzaga 

mourned for her loss and recalling her prophecy of the future awaiting the Adelaide 

Loreto was more than ever glad to have established the convent in the same parish 

where the saintly Foundress had developed her great work. 

Mother Provincial had been to Melbourne and was welcomed by the students at 

Albert Park Loreto with “A Spanish Evening” in which the Aquin Club lately formed in 

the Training College dealt with Spain in History and in Art. The same Blossoms which 

gave an account of this evening also contained her letter - the outcome of the strange 

contrast of All Saints’ Day and Melbourne Cup Day:  

“Loreto Abbey, 

Mary’s Mount, 

Ballarat. 

All. Saints’ Day, 1909. 

My dearest Children, 

It is All Saints’ Day, the first of November - a festival celebrated over all 

Christendom - the next day will be “Cup Day”, the grand racing carnival, celebrated all 

over Victoria, and the neighbouring States. 

What a contrast these two celebrations present to the thinking mind! All Saints’ 

morning, to the Catholic child, with the early Mass and Holy Communion - the church 

decorated for the feast looks beautiful. The morning sun sending its beams of golden 

light through the Eastern windows, beautifying all it touches on the white marble altar, 

rests lovingly on the statues of the angels in the sanctuary; the fairest flowers surround 

Our Divine Lord in the Tabernacle, where He awaits the fervent adorers of His Hidden 

Majesty, ready to bestow on them His choicest graces and favours. 

An atmosphere of peace, purity and holiness envelope each child of God, kneeling 

there - and, when the Priest stands at the foot of the Altar, to begin the most holy 

sacrifice of the Mass, the organ and choir fill the air with the sweetest melody. Our 

hearts are full of joy and gratitude to our ‘Heavenly Father, Who has made even this 

world, so fair and bright for us - His children, not that we may rest in it, as our ultimate 

end, but rather to raise our hearts to heaven and see in spirit that abode of peace, where 

countless numbers of angels and saints surround the throne of God. To St. John, the 

beloved disciple, was vouchsafed a vision of the city of God; and yet words fail him 

when he tries to describe what he saw; and St. Paul tells us that - “Eye hath not seen, 

nor ear heard, nor hath it entered into the heart of man to conceive what God hath 



 

(366) 

prepared for those that love Him”. 

“This happiness may be felt, but not described,” says St. Augustine and the same 

saint says, “If, O my God, Thou dost give us such beautiful things here in our prison, 

what wilt Thou do in Thy palace?” To think, dearest children, all that is to be ours one 

day when our dear Lord calls us home - We, every day, profess that such is our belief 

when, in the closing words of the Apostles Creed - that sublime declaration of Faith, - 

we say that we believe in the resurrection of the body and the life everlasting. 

The Mass over, our thanksgiving made, during which we spoke heart to heart with 

Our Divine Guest; we leave the church and go abroad into the fresh morning air “the 

peace of God within our hearts, and sunshine on the land” - as an Irish poet put it. And 

how does your Australian poet describe a spring morning in this fair sunny land -  

“In the spring, when the wattle gold trembles  

‘Twixt shadow and shine, 

And each dew-laden air draught resembles 

A long draught of wine”. 

Yes, the Australian spring is beautiful, the trees and flowers and grass, so fresh 

and fair after the winter rains. To the pure of heart everything is beautiful for they see 

God in all - and in after years, when treading the dusty highways of the world, the 

memory of that bright spring long ago, when heaven seemed so near, will come back 

like a vision of peace and help us on our weary way. 

But what of the other celebration - the morning of the Cup? - with its fuss, and 

bustle, and anxious anticipations about the weather, dress, meeting friends, winning or 

losing, enjoyment or disappointment - the rushing onward through crowds of vehicles 

along the dusty road, - then the arrival at the racecourse, the brilliant scene on the lawn, 

the grandstand, the race, perhaps some accident - the return home, the feeling “It’s all 

over now,” - and then the next day! - And the thought of it after many years, when our 

weary eyes recall the scene! It is like looking into a kaleidoscope, bright colours ever 

changing, but nothing on which the mind can rest - well for us, if there are no regrets, 

no remorse as souvenirs of that day, that has gone into the vast ocean of eternity. 

You will not mistake my meaning, dearest children, - it is quite right, even 

pleasing to your Heavenly Father and the saints, that you should have your innocent 

pleasures and amusements; but let them come second, and not to be the first and one 

aim of your life. Pleasures are like the sweets of which you are so fond - chocolate 

creams and other dainties - very good now and then. But suppose you had them 
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morning, noon and night, nothing more substantial given you to eat - what a dreadful 

state of health you would get into! And surely mental and spiritual health would not be 

in less danger if morning, noon and night you were to keep rushing about seeking 

amusement as a means to “kill time”. Ah, my children, if you succeed in “killing time” 

in a reckless way you unfortunately kill much more than you have any idea of and that 

you will miss sadly in years to come, if, indeed, you survive the rush and unrest of the 

daily round of pleasure, followed by gay and festive nights in the heated atmosphere of 

the ball-room or theatre - and then the inevitable disease of nerves (neuritis) one of the 

latest additions to the ills that flesh is heir to! What shall I say of the intolerable ennui, 

for which there is no cure in the world’s pharmacy? The remedy must be sought from a 

higher source. Well it will be for you, dear children, if, when weariness comes, you 

have not forgotten where the remedy is to be found, - and if you can recall the lessons 

learned in early childhood when the heart was pure and not tainted by the world and you 

could say: 

“My conscience is my crown, and contented thoughts my rest! 

My heart is happy in itself, my bliss is in my breast”. 

Still we must not imagine that the spirit of unrest, dissipation or luxury, is 

something peculiar to the present day or to the age in which we live - it is only a 

survival of the ages long past; then, as now, it was a reproach to the people - ‘they sat 

down to eat and they rose up to play’ and that was their end in life. Then as now, the 

young said - ‘Come let us crown ourselves with roses ere they wither; let none of us go 

without his part in luxury; let us enjoy the good things that are present; let us 

everywhere leave tokens of joy, for this is our portion, and this our lot. These things 

they thought, and were deceived’. 

Be not you deceived, dear children, but be wise. As the seed time is to the harvest 

so is youth to mature years. You can only hope to reap what you sow and your future is 

in your our hands. You would not sow the seeds of your favourite flowers on the hard 

dry road and expect after many days to return and find beautiful blossoms. Rather 

would you not sow them carefully in your little gardens, tend and water them and 

rejoice at the fair flowers appearing in due time. So, dearest children, do not scatter on 

the world’s highway the virtues you have learned to practise in your convent home but 

tend and practise them diligently in your own home and they will be a joy to you and to 

many as years pass; and even in old age your heart will feel fresh and young and ready 

to enjoy all the blessings our Heavenly Father sends to His faithful children. Remember 
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too, that the sorrows sent to temper our joys as rain after sunshine are meant to prepare 

us for what is to come when we are called to our heavenly home and the Communion of 

Saints. 

Oh, if we could only realise that the sorrows and trials of life are sent to help us 

on our way, what a difference it would make to our lives! How many from the want of 

realising this truth, hurry out of this world, rather than bear a little pain, disappointment, 

or loss of worldly goods, all of which pass so quickly. 

A strong spirit of faith would help us to recognise pain, disappointment and 

sorrow, as angel friends sent to lead our thoughts and desires to God and to Heaven, our 

Eternal Home, prepared for us by Our Divine Lord Himself, with all the love of His 

Human Heart. And yet we often, from the lack of this spirit, turn away and seek our 

happiness in childish pleasures, that can never, never fill our hearts with true and lasting 

joy. 

Let us then dear children, be wise with the wisdom of the saints, to whose bright 

company we shall all one day, please God, be joined and with whom we shall rejoice 

for ever in life everlasting. 

Your affectionate Old Mother in Jesus & Mary, 

Mary Gonzaga Barry I.B.V.M.”186 
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MOTHER M. GONZAGA BARRY 

 

CHAPTER 29 

HOME THOUGHTS. 

1910 NEW YEAR LETTER. MLLE. DELSOITE. 

OTHER LETTERS OF THIS TIME.  

 

“It is the home that matters.” This thought found a wider development in Mother 

Gonzaga’s New Year letter of 1910. 

“Today we bid goodbye to the Old Year, tomorrow we welcome the New Year, 

which holds concealed so many mysteries that, were it not for our faith and trust in our 

Heavenly Father Who loves us, we could not bravely face the unknown future. 

It was chilly this evening - only think of its being chilly in Australia on New 

Year’s Eve! But so it was, and a fire was lighted. The house is very still as I write and in 

the words of the old song, “Thoughts come and go, as they will tonight, as I sit by the 

fire alone” - and many of my thoughts are of you, my dear children, who, north and 

south, east and west, are scattered over this fair land - of you who a few weeks ago slept 

peacefully in your little white-curtained beds, the holy moonlight outside resting on the 

tranquil waters of Lake Wendouree, often the last thing you saw, “ere slumber veiled 

your eyes during the quiet night;” and I thought and asked myself in the words of a 

favourite poetess, “Where are those dreamers now?” I know not; but this I do know, and 

there is comfort in the thought; the white angels who watched over them as they slept in 

the moonlight here, are with them still in the dark, for there is no moon tonight. But 

where are they - the children of our affections? Some are, perhaps, dancing the Old 

Year out and the New Year in; some are, perhaps, in the crowded theatre or concert hall, 

and some are happily preparing for the Heavenly Banquet to come with the morning, 

the thought of which brings to their hearts “a memory bright as the golden sunset, a 

hope as bright as the fields of May,” when heart to heart they can speak to that Divine 

Lord who loved them so as to come into this cold world as the Babe of Bethlehem to 

win their love. Oh! You are the happy children, and looking back a year hence, the 

bright memory will still be there that you began the New Year and faced the unknown 

future with God in your heart. It is late now and I shall not finish this letter tonight but 

go and say a little prayer that Our Divine Lord may love and bless you wherever you are 

and that our sweet blessed Mother who watched over Him in the crib at Bethlehem may 
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also watch over the children of Loreto all over the world. 

It is a month since I wrote that last line in my yearly letter to you, dear children. It 

was laid aside for various important matters that had to be arranged before your return 

to your Alma Mater and now your return is hourly expected. Some new pupils have 

already arrived from places far distant and far apart - from Brisbane, Adelaide, 

Melbourne, Tasmania - and already they have fraternised in schoolgirl fashion and are 

wondering what the “old girls” are like. The “old girls” will not half like to be 

welcomed to their dear old home by so many new girls. But no time to think of that or 

anything else when they arrive and are heartily welcomed by so many old friends, as 

well as by the new. Tea is ready, then night prayers and rest in the little white beds, 

whilst God’s beautiful angels guard each sleeping child and fill the place with the holy 

peace and restfulness of their presence, invisible, but felt like the perfume of flowers. O 

parents! Who have parted from your darlings with many a heart pang, be comforted by 

the thought of your treasures in such safe and holy keeping! 

And now a few words to our dear children who have not returned, like the dove to 

the ark, but have to remain in the world, surrounded, it may be, by its turgid waters, 

which bear on their surface many a wreck; and perchance we may discover amongst the 

wreckage some who once slept in the peaceful dormitory, guarded by the holy angels, 

whilst the moonlight rested on the calm waters of the lake. Alas! If so, why so? Much 

may be traced to a neglect of the great Apostle’s warning to be “in the world but not of 

the world”. What thought can there be of God or eternal things in the midst of continual 

amusement and frivolity, of constant excitement, dissipation, and consequent neglect of 

religious and home duties, in a life of frivolous association and conversation, dangerous 

spectacles and novel reading? 

Whilst the antidotes of prayer, the sacraments, meditation are quite ignored or 

seldom used, the enemy watches his opportunity, a crisis comes, an important decision 

is made thoughtlessly, and alas! Too often a wreck is the consequence; and oh, the 

misery that follows for those who learnt better things in their happy childhood. 

But let us look at brighter things. Thank God we have many examples of your 

Australian girls who nobly take up the work God has given them to do and, rising above 

the world’s murky ways, pass “unspotted through the world”, the pride and joy of all 

who love them, each a veritable sunbeam in her home. Wordsworth says - “It is in the 

home we find our happiness or not at all”. It is true that outside in the midst of the world 

heart restless and lonely - often sad. Such excitement, such pleaure may be compared to 
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a band of music marching by - it pleases us if we listen, but soon it passes away - whilst 

the happiness that comes from Above, enters into our life and heart and sings a sweet 

melody there all day long, as the round of duty is faithfully gone through, under the eye 

of One Who we know loves us, as He tells us with an exceeding love. As a rule, the 

happy home girls are those who have left a good record in the school of fidelity to duty, 

following the advice of Solomon - “to do earnestly whatever the hand is able to do”. 

This ensures thoroughness, a quality sadly lacking in these times of rush and hurry and 

superficiality. 

Whether our “Sunbeam Girl” passed with distinction in a large number of subjects 

at the public examinations or not, does not matter so much as that all who had to do 

with her can bear witness that she studied earnestly and perseveringly and that she 

deserved success, which is a much greater thing than to have attained it. It is a matter of 

much more importance that she should have had a desire to store her mind with 

knowledge that may be useful in the coming years, when the most brilliant academic 

successes shall be quite forgotten. Without neglecting those accomplishments which 

tend to brighten and beautify the home, our “Sunbeam Girl” is equally desirous of 

acquiring those domestic arts often most useful in after life; for instance, to be clever 

with the needle, to know how to cut out and make up various articles of wearing 

apparel; to know enough of cooking to be able to supply pro-tem for the cook in case 

the latter gives notice suddenly; to have the deft hand that can drive in a nail or screw 

without having to send for a carpenter at 14/ - a day; to know the difference between a 

chisel and a turnscrew; to be able to paint the panel of a door as well as a landscape or a 

flower; to know how to keep household and personal accounts, to send orders to 

tradespeople, to write and answer invitations, to have an interest in seeing that all table 

requisites - glass, plate, china, linen - are bright and spotless always, even when only the 

family and no strangers are present. (The same remark applies to personal neatness in 

dress, morning as well as evening). A girl should also be “knowledgeable” about 

remedies for slight ailments, invalid cookery, first aid in accidents. She should know 

something of gardening, not of flowers only, but of vegetables also. The above and 

many other household accomplishments require a separate course towards the end of a 

girl’s education, and are quite incompatible with its earlier stages. 

And now my dear old children who have gone “home for good”, what shall I say 

to you about doing good! There is much in my heart that I would say, but this letter is 

already too long; so let me recommend to you an excellent book on the subject by our 
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dear Mother Loyola, of York. It treats of this subject so much better than anything I can 

say, that I advise you to get it as soon as possible. The book I mean is “Home for Good” 

by Mother Mary Loyola, St. Mary’s Convent, York. 

And now, my dearest children, old and new, I shall pray that when you leave 

school to go home it may be for “Good” in the highest sense of the word, and that home 

and your small portion of the world may be the better for your being there, and that you 

may daily carry out in your lives the aspirations of the following verses: 

“Let me today do something that shall take 

A little sadness from the world’s vast store; 

And may I be so favoured as to make 

Of joy’s too scanty sum a little more. 

Let me tonight look back across the span 

Twixt dark and dark, and to my conscience say -  

‘Because of some good deed to child or man 

The world is better that I lived today’”. 

Pray, dearest children, that I may do some good before I die. 

Your affectionate old mother in J.C., 

Mary J. Gonzaga. I.B.V.M.”187 

“To make of joys too scanty sum a little more”; this was Mother Gonzaga’s mark 

in all the myriad lives influenced by her personality. But of one life, at least, it might be 

said, “Where no joy was she made all joy”. This was the life of Mademoiselle Delsoite. 

In her early days she had met with reverses of fortune and, leaving France, had become 

a governess in Ireland where she lived long in the old Catholic family of the Deases of 

Turbotstown. She was devoted to her pupils and they to her as was pleasantly proved to 

her later when one of the number came over from Government House, Tasmania, 

(where he was acting as aide-de-camp) to Ballarat to visit the dear Mademoiselle of his 

schoolboy days. When the children of Turbotstown were grown up, Mademoiselle 

Delsoite went to Gorey as French Governess. This is how she afterwards described the 

dawn of her deep affection for Mother Gonzaga. “When I went to Gorey I was lonely 

the first night. I said to myself ‘I promised to stay three months in this house, and so I 

shall stay three months, but the days will be long, and I shall not stay a single one 

beyond those for which I have promised’. So I put down on a strip of paper all the days 
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of the three months, and pinned it up in my room. Next night I said, ‘One day is gone 

and crossed it off. The next night I said, ‘One more day is gone and crossed off another. 

Then Mother Gonzaga came to talk to me, and that night I forgot to cross off a day. And 

she came to me every day, and I loved her and did not cross off any more days. And 

when a week had gone I said, ’Perhaps I shall stay more than three months’, and I put 

the paper away”. And so she abode in happiness while “sa chère Mère” was at Gorey 

although, as we have seen in an earlier chapter, an attempt to enter the Institute proved 

in vain. But when that loved mother went to Enniscorthy and afterwards to Australia, 

Mademoiselle’s days again became interminably long. At length, when Mother Mary 

Gonzaga had been seven years in Ballarat, her “lonely child” could bear the separation 

no longer and set off to the other end of the world to join the friend who alone could 

bring sunshine and content into her life. 

For many years Mademoiselle Delsoite had charge of a French Class at Mary’s 

Mount and a succession of pupils under her guidance attained so fair an acquaintance 

with French that later some of them were able to travel with the pleasure and profit 

which belongs to travellers who can make themselves understood in the language which 

is more or less familiar all over Europe. 

Mademoiselle Delsoite’s love for Mother Mary Gonzaga never diminished but 

gave her happiness to the end of her days. The following incident, related by an eye-

witness, shows how, when the flame of her life was low and flickering, it would glow in 

the presence of the friend who had so often consoled and gladdened her. “One 

Christmas morning,” narrates a correspondent, “I was visiting Mademoiselle who 

looked depressed and ill. She lay back in her little rocking chair and nothing I could say 

had the power to rouse or interest her. Suddenly the door opened and there stood little 

Rev. Mother. “Ma Mère”, gasped Mademoiselle, springing to her feet like a child, her 

face lit up with happiness and love; in a moment she was down on her knees kissing her 

Mother’s hands, I slipped away quietly, but not before I had noted the radiant love for 

her dear old child which illumined Mother Mary Gonzaga’s face, a love such as would 

bring light and warmth to the saddest heart”. 

And so this rare friendship cheered a life which had not much joy beside, after her 

youth had fled. Mademoiselle Delsoite was a Tertiary of St. Francis, but did not share 

her seraphic patron’s sunny disposition, although like him she loved birds and animals, 

and was never without some dear dumb companion in her cottage, nor without beautiful 

flowers, which she tended with her tired old hands more successfully than younger 
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gardeners could hope to do. On these pets, animal and vegetable, she lavished 

endearments which she would have considered it unwise to bestow on a child, for she 

held old-fashioned views with regard to dealing with the young, strict views which left 

little room for caresses. 

But where is the child that cannot find the loving heart beneath the most severe 

disguise? The little ones of Mary’s Mount knew that a very little coaxing would find the 

weak spot in Mademoiselle’s armour and that never was she so happy as when she had 

an excuse to reward. To be invited to her room in the cottage was a coveted honour so 

that when one of her Junior French Class (consisting of three) was asked to write her 

first essay for the “Eucalyptus Blossoms” (in 1889) she produced the following: 

 

“OUR TEA PARTY”. 

Besides her other two French classes, Mademoiselle has what she calls her ‘lollie 

class’, and there are three of us in it. She always brings us a little box of lollies and 

whoever says her French the best gets three lollies. Whoever is middling gets two lollies 

and if anyone is not fidgety, although she may not know her lesson, she gets one. Now, 

Mademoiselle promised to give us a tea party in her sitting room when we knew our 

lesson all off. We should say it to Sister and if she thought each child had done her best, 

we were to have the party. After some time we said the lesson and Sister said it was 

very well known - quite well enough for a party. Of course we were delighted, we could 

hardly stand still. It was on Friday we said the lesson and on Sunday we were to have 

the party. Well, now I will begin to tell you what we did. It turned out that Sunday 

morning was wet, so we said, “Oh, it will clear up very soon; this is only a shower;” but 

it was not, and it rained on and on. Well, we nearly gave up all hope of having the party, 

but we kept asking Sister and she said yes, we were to go at four o’clock in the 

afternoon. We were dying for the time to come and it came at last. We changed our 

shoes and carried our slippers with us, for we had to cross the paddock to reach the 

cottage. Mademoiselle came running out to meet us and we opened the gate for her and 

ran on to the verandah and went in to change our shoes and take off our ulsters. Sister 

and Mademoiselle went into the room and looked at the table. There was a little fire 

burning and everything was beautifully arranged. On each plate were four different 

kinds of cakes for each off us. Mademoiselle took round a little tea-pot with tea in it, 

and poured it in our cups and then took round the milk and did the same with that and 

then the sugar basin. She sat down then and only took a cup of tea. No, I forgot; first of 
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all she carried round sponge-cakes and we all took one. Well, we were enjoying 

ourselves very much and when we finished those, she took round the queen cakes. 

There was a cake in the middle of the table, with lollies and three flowers on it; we each 

had a piece of that, and then we had the cream-cakes - we liked those the best - and then 

we each had an orange; then she got three little bags full of lollies and gave one to each 

of us. After this we went on the verandah to play; we played tiggy and then went inside 

and after a while we went back to the school. The last thing that Mademoiselle said was 

not to have the nightmare, or else she would never forgive herself. Now I think I have 

told you everything about the party, so I will end my short composition”.188 

Another memory “Dear old Mademoiselle with her pupils, telling them ‘encore, 

again you put the horse before the cart”, and her merriment joined with ours when we 

pointed out that this was the proper place for him”. 

Mademoiselle was a Tertiary of St. Francis (Sister Clare) so the 4th October was 

always kept as her special feast. On it Mother M. Gonzaga adorned her room with gifts 

and made the day a real fete, for she had a particular love for the seraphic saint herself. 

Mademoiselle lived to the patriarchal age of 95, but in later years her health failed 

considerably. 

On the feast of the Epiphany (1910) a day specially dear to her holy patron, 

having received all the consolations of Holy Church, Mademoiselle, surrounded by 

those she loved best and supported to the end by her “dearest Mother”, passed quietly 

away. Thus closed a life whose only sunshine had been Mother M. Gonzaga’s love. The 

latter wrote at once, to all her Houses to secure Masses and prayers for her old friend. 

“This is to tell you that Our Divine Lord took to Himself last night at 11 o’clock poor 

old Mademoiselle. R.I.P. She had a beautiful, peaceful, holy death. After coming up 

from the Church last night about 9.30 I got word that she was dying, so I went over to 

the cottage. All those she loved most were there and we remained to the end. No agony, 

eyes closed all the time, she only just ceased to breathe. She looks so peaceful and 

happy, laid out in her Franciscan habit, with the certificate of her profession in Wexford 

as Sister Clare in her hands. St. Joseph and St. Francis stood by her to the end. The 

funeral leaves here at 10 o’clock tomorrow, I think I told you I got a little plot for 

secular friends. Poor Mademoiselle is the first occupant R.I.P. Sister Julia, her oldest 

friend after myself attended to her at the last. As I want to get all the prayers I can for 

                                                 
188 ‘Eucalyptus Blossoms’ Dec. 1889 p.36. 



 

(376) 

her I must write to Ours elsewhere”. 

Scarcely a month elapsed ere the angel of death again visited the cottage 

infirmary. This time it was a young life whose sacrifice was required, Eileen Martin, 

one of the five young girls who had come out from Ireland with Mother Provincial in 

1907. A bright and winning girl of sixteen she had joined the boarders at Mary’s Mount 

and speedily won all their hearts: “Our little Irish girl”, they called her and “dear little 

Irish colleen”. A severe attack of pneumonia proved fatal to one already predisposed to 

lung trouble. It was remarked that she looked in death like a white flower that had 

drooped and died; and certainly the flower simile was equally applicable to her pure and 

blameless life.189 Throughout her illness Mother Gonzaga’s kindness was exquisite and 

the little patient eagerly watched for her visits. A touching incident is related by one of 

her companions: “After her death I witnessed one of those little human touches that 

seemed to distinguish Rev. Mother. She knew how the child had loved Ireland. When 

the body had been laid in the little white coffin she came with several envelopes 

containing Irish soil and placed them around her, whispering, ‘She is covered with Irish 

clay after all, and I know that is what she would wish’”. 

In the May of the same year 1910 a notable eclipse of the sun seen throughout 

Australasia aroused the children’s interest in Astronomy, so that they were full of 

delight when Mr. Clement Wragge, Government Meteorologist, who was then in 

Ballarat, accepted Mother Provincial’s invitation to visit Mary’s Mount. He had lectured 

in the Loreto Convents in India, and said he would be glad to give a lecture to the 

students in Mary’s Mount. Illustrating by lantern slides the recent eclipse seen from 

Tasmania and eclipses of the past, including total eclipse of which he had taken a view 

in 1905, Mr. Wragge passed on to the influence of the hydrogen flames and the great 

Lick and Paris telescope, by means of which he had obtained his most valuable 

photographs. An account of his lecture appeared in the Blossoms as also a description of 

Halley’s Comet which appeared during the same month; 

“keeping its appointment with our earth as if to 

announce the death of King Edward VII. When beggars 

die there are no comets seen; the heavens themselves 

blaze forth the death of princes”. So wrote the youthful 

astronomer.190 
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Mother Provincial had embarked for West Australia and reached Osborne on 10th 

May. Here she spent St. Aloysius Day and her Profession Feast 27th May. As she had to 

leave the West before the end of August, the children wrote to tell her of a series of 

lectures in which she was interested. They were given by Professor David, a member of 

the Shackleton Antarctic Expedition, who showed views he himself had taken of that 

little known region and of the plucky little Nimrod which had battled so gallantly 

against the Antarctic ice. Professor David was the leader of the expedition which 

located the “South Magnetic Pole” which was the subject of his second lecture.191 This 

scientific discovery also was used by Rev. Mother as a help to higher things: “Did you 

hear the South Pole has been discovered? Oh! If we could only discover a rapid way to 

get to heaven! But sure, we know many short cuts to holiness only we won’t take the 

trouble to try them, or rather to persevere in them to the end. Someday, I hope, like the 

discoverers, we’ll find ourselves at the goal; let us take a lesson from them”. The 

children also told M.M. Gonzaga of their delight in the great singers, Dolores and 

Calve, who visited Perth about this time.192 

As Mother Provincial was unable to be back in the Mother House for the feast of 

its foundation (Our Lady of Mercy) she wrote from Albert Park on 23rd September: “I 

had hoped to be with you on tomorrow’s feast to unite with you in Mary’s Mount in 

thanking Our Divine Lord and our Immaculate Mother for all the mercies bestowed on 

us for the last thirty-five years. But I can be with you in spirit and our hearts and prayers 

can be as one grateful song of praise and thanksgiving before the throne of God. Not 

until we are in His holy presence shall we know all He has granted us through the 

intercession of His Blessed Mother - our Mother too. Only think of it! And when we 

realise even partially our great unworthiness and all His love and mercy, surely our 

hearts will overflow with gratitude and a desire to make some return. We shall strive 

earnestly to become less unworthy of being children of Mary’s own Institute and of 

bearing her name. By constantly thinking of her and placing her before us as a model, 

by trying to copy her as a painter copies a great and beautiful picture, we may hope 

interiorly and exteriorly to outline in our lives some traits of that great Masterpiece of 

God and so to win souls for Him”.193 

Love of this Mother led her to encourage every expression of devotion. Her feasts 
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were prepared for and celebrated with enthusiasm; she would write to each of the 

Australian houses to heighten their joy at every festival, the fatigue this entailed being 

welcomed as a glad offering to Heaven’s Queen. The following extracts are from letters 

written about this time. 

“I have been writing all day and yet have not managed to get through all my 

necessary letters. The worst with me today is I have been writing with a bandage on one 

eye that is a little painful but not sore, thank God. It has taken to a nervous twitching 

that must look very funny, as if I were winking at everybody! Now I am afraid that 

would not be in accordance with the Rules of Modesty! Well this is not feast day 

writing, but I need not state in words that I wish you, my dear child a happy feast day, 

for you know I wish all your days to be feast days, and happy days. We are told 

somewhere that in the heart of the just man there is a perpetual feast - and why not in 

the heart of a nun striving to be holy and perfect to please her Divine Lord. I like to 

put ”Divine” before naming Our Lord, so many in the present time deny His Divinity, 

and look upon Him as a mere man, good, no doubt, but not God. It would be sweeter to 

call Him ‘dearest Lord’ but the other is a profession of Faith. Infidels are so silly - I read 

in a paper lately that one of them said ‘I am an Agnostic, Thank God!’ Another said he 

was an acrostic.” 

The following letters were written for the Feast of Our Lady of Loreto: 

“This is mail day, and you know what that means to me, but I must not let the 

feast pass without a few words from me, to wish you, my very dear child, many 

blessings from the Sacred Heart through the hands of our dear Immaculate Mother. I 

think this name must be very dear to her as it recalls to her all the peaceful, happy days 

of Nazareth, with our Infant Lord and dear St. Joseph. What would you think of making 

a little ‘Holy House’ in your heart for the ‘Earthly Trinity’ and inviting them to come 

and dwell with you always there? You know what you have to do to keep them with 

you, so I need not tell you. You would certainly be very happy with the consciousness 

of the Divine Presence within you. You would then begin in time what would be your 

occupation for Eternity. Pray for me sometimes in that little oratory”. 

“I hope the sweet, peaceful happiness of Nazareth may be yours tomorrow. It does 

one good to pay frequent visits to the ‘Holy House’, although we may do nothing there 

but sit still and contemplate the dwellers in that abode of peace - the sweet simplicity 

and obedience of the Divine Child, the calm, prayerful industry of St. Joseph and the 

loving adoration of the Virgin Mother of God, who still in her lowly humility, considers 
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herself the ‘Handmaid of the Lord’ and rejoices in spirit at the great things God has 

done for her. In all this we may imitate her ‘according to the measure of grace given to 

us’ as our holy Rule says - and all this without any anxious strain, that would spoil the 

whole beauty of the imitation.” 

Enclosing the following leaflet from the Mary’s Mount printing press:-  

“A year of active usefulness and blessing  

I wish for thee, if God should think it best, 

A year of progress, and of upward pressing, 

Right onward to the great eternal Rest”. 

“I wish and pray that you may have great happiness in your heart tomorrow. You 

will have what makes the happiness of heaven there in the morning and strangely 

avaricious is the soul that God does not suffice. He made the little House in Loreto a 

heaven for thirty years and you, in the House of Loreto, have Him as surely as our 

immaculate Mother and the dear St. Joseph had Him in Nazareth. I thought I should 

have time to write you a letter and find I have not - - - Soon there will be some rest for 

tired workers (in the holidays). I don’t expect it, but I do prayers.” “You won’t consider 

this wee note as a feast day letter, yet it takes big and loving feast day wishes to you, my 

very dear child. And I shall pray my best for you on the great feast of Our Immaculate 

Mother, as I have often prayed before, that the best blessings of the Sacred Heart may 

be yours and that before you die you may be a true religious, very dear to the Sacred 

Heart and to her. That you are a great comfort to dear Mother N. has given me great 

consolation and joy. Continue to be so my dear child to every Superior.” 

The children’s part in each feast Mother Gonzaga considered the most important. 

“We are going to make an attempt here (a new foundation) today at a little procession 

(with very few children). If we succeed in making Our Mother smile, all will be well. I 

hope you had a pleasant Loreto Day and that the children enjoyed themselves; it is such 

a good thing to make them happy on Church feasts”. “Their new cubicles (in Albert 

Park) are lovely all blue and white, Our Lady’s colours”. Blue and white were the 

school colours for the same reason and the verses “A Song for the Blue” written by one 

of the pupils of Mary’s Mount, gave her great pleasure, especially when set to music. 

Two of the stanzas will give the spirit of the whole. 
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“A SONG FOR THE BLUE”. 

(Loreto Uniform) 

 

‘Tis an old, old frock, but I love it well,  

And many a story it could tell  

Of a past undimmed with tears; 

Ah! Once I was never known to frown, 

I was always merry and never down, 

But now I’m like the old Blue Gown 

Faded and worn with years. 

 

 

‘True Blues’ we are, and wherever we roam 

Our thoughts will turn to our early home 

And the old friends, real and true. 

The years may come and the years may go, 

And locks of gold may be locks of snow, 

But we’ll ever sing as we’re singing now, 

 “Long live Loreto’s Blue.” 
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MOTHER M. GONZAGA BARRY 

 

CHAPTER 30 

1911 

AT HOME. TALKS TO THE CHILDREN. 

DEATH OF CARDINAL MORAN. 

THOUGHTS ABOUT DEATH. SYMPATHY. 

SPIRITUAL ADVICE. 

 

Mother Mary Gonzaga was ‘at home’ in Mary’s Mount for the greater part of the 

year 1911 so that we shall have a good opportunity of studying her there. “In our own 

family circle,” she often told the children, “our fullest life is lived”; and then she would 

quote the verses with the refrain, “if you love them, tell them so”. Speaking of her 

Instructions one of her pupils writes: “Who could speak as she did to us? Our minds 

were filled with thoughts helpful not only for school days but when school life was 

done. Strong foundations were laid to resist the pleasures and temptations of success, as 

well as to give strength to bear failure. But Rev. Mother would never say anything was 

real failure, it was just a little stumble, then we must go on again. I can hear her quiet 

voice instructing us, and every word went home and remained in memory to come back 

in some unexpected moment of trial or trouble. Only last Sunday in an after-dinner talk 

when all were discussing whether it was nobler for a man to live or die for his country, 

Rev. Mother’s words flashed into my mind: “No life is lost that is lived for God and all 

lives are lost that are lived for any other end!” The common feeling of all is expressed 

by one who says, “When very young I felt her instructions went far down into my 

heart”. It was this appeal of heart to heart that was irresistible. “When Rev. Mother said 

‘Good Morning’, you felt it was a prayer; her ‘God bless you’ was something to be 

prized. The least invocation revealed such a wealth of meaning to her deep thought; 

‘That we may be made worthy of the promises of Christ’; how she dwelt on those 

promises. ‘Pray for us now and at the hour of our death. Amen’; all that “now” meant; 

the Amen which we had often said so thoughtlessly, she made us feel was a prayer in 

itself”. 

Mother Gonzaga seldom gave immediate preparation to the subject on which she 

was about to speak, “for”, she said, “If I prepared I probably would not say anything of 

what I had got ready”. A prayer to the Holy Spirit, and then ‘from the abundance of the 
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heart’ she would give her treasures of knowledge. “‘Pray for a right understanding in all 

things’, I can hear her say again “writes another old pupil,” and I know to each 

succeeding generation she has said the same. She knew the secret of all happiness and 

we ever look back to her with tenderness and gratitude in our hearts, for in the many 

trials and conflicts we have all had to face it was not her fault if we knew not where to 

turn for aid and what to do to come out victorious. First and foremost prayer above 

everything, loyalty to the teachings of Holy Church, always to be ourselves, true 

children of Loreto with nothing of deceit or artificiality in our manner. What a joy it is 

to still retain the standing of a child with all at Mary’s Mount and especially with the 

one who styles herself:  

‘The old woman who lived in a shoe, 

And had so many children she did not know what to do’. 

But that is quite wrong, since Rev. Mother always knew just what to do with each 

and every one of us”. All were impressed with a feeling of their responsibility as 

‘children of Loreto’: “One of the most beautiful memories of my school life is of the 

day I arrived at Mary’s Mount, excited and train-weary and shrinking at the thought of 

the new life to be lived apart from my mother. The cab turned in at the great gates and I 

heard the wheels crunching on the gravel drive; then we stopped, and I climbed out, 

clinging to my mother’s hand. I ascended the steps to the front door, while my heart 

played the kettle drum and almost sounded the retreat one moment. One moment we 

stood in the dusk, waiting, and then the big door opened. A flood of light poured out, we 

I were drawn inside, and then, ‘So you are our new child! Why, welcome to Loreto!’ I 

was folded in sheltering arms and kissed. I was a Loreto girl.” 

The children of 1911 found she had the same interest in them and was as glad as 

they were when their tennis players won the Championship for the City of Ballarat. 

Among their ‘Red Letter Days’ this year, Australia Day, 24th May, feast of Our Lady 

Help of Christians, although not first in order of time, held pride of place. It had just 

been chosen as a national holiday, and Mother Gonzaga encouraged the children to 

make it a distinctive feast. Music, song, recitation they described as “purely Australian, 

given by purely Australian people in a purely Australian way was with table and school 

decorations typically Australian with wattle blue gum, our coat of arms, our flag”194. “It 

was at the end of one such entertainment that she spoke to us of the thoughts and 
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lessons we might learn from a grand orchestral piece: “I could not help thinking as I 

was listening to the beautiful music that God has made the world one great orchestra in 

which each of us has a part to play. Now in the orchestra everyone cannot be a first 

violin and have two or three solos, nor yet can everyone take a definite part in the 

melody. The poor old double base can only grunt out a few notes here and there and the 

majority of the instruments must be content to play an underlying accompaniment to the 

one or two that are mainly developing the subject. But are the accompanying 

instruments of no use then? Would it be sensible of the double base to sulk and say, 

‘What’s the use of grunting out my few notes here and there? If I’m not let play a solo I 

won’t play at all. I’m sick of being always kept in the background’. I wonder how many 

would listen to a double-bass concert!! What is the use of the bass notes? Why, what a 

weak, thin performance the piece would be without them. One might as well say, ‘What 

is the use of the under-current to the river or the pedestal to the statue, or the foundation 

to the house? And most of us must be content to be only an accompanying instrument in 

God’s great orchestra. We should be proud to be so; indeed it is the happiest thing to be, 

both for this world and the next. If one instrument refuses to do its humble part it ruins 

the beautiful harmony and succeeds in making a discord. How many glorious concerts 

that would have delighted the angels end in catastrophe because Miss A. will be first - 

or nowhere, or Miss B. thinks it quite time she had a solo, or Miss C. refuses to play 

second fiddle. Oh, my dear children, I hope none of you will ever become one of those 

cranky instruments, upsetting all God’s plans. He has given you a noble part to play, 

you may be sure of that, though you do not hear its music - never mind, He does, and 

you will too when you get to the other side of the scenes. And perhaps the one that 

thinks her part the meanest and the humblest will find that God was listening to her 

under-melody all the time and that the trills and turns of the leading performers only 

served to enhance the true music her instrument produced!’ A simple thought, but one 

that proved more helpful to me amid the trials of the world than any spiritual book or 

sermon”. 

August was saddened by the death of His Eminence Cardinal Moran, Australia’s 

first Cardinal of whose love for “the sunny South Land” Rev. Mother had so often 

spoken. In the Old Land, Loreto had known him as a friend and in the New he was not 

unmindful of early associations; he ever showed a kindly interest in its work. The 

School Magazine spoke “with feelings of reverence and grateful affection of our 

Cardinal, our Father, the true friend of our land”. His solicitude for that land of his 
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adoption was again referred to in Rev. Mother’s letter:  

 

“Loreto Abbey, 

Mary’s Mount, 

Ballarat. 

Feast of Our Lady of Loreto, 1911. 

My dearest Children, 

As I write there is a Home feeling in the air and if we could only hear the music in 

many a heart today we should find that the melody is “Home, Sweet Home”, “only two 

days more and I shall be at Home,” says many a young heart to itself and then a picture 

comes before it of what Home means. No two Homes are alike but, however different, 

they are always Home. Perhaps those whose school-days are ended and who feel they 

are not to return are conscious of a cloud in their bright sky and a breath of cold air 

seems to pass between them and the sunshine, but this is the case only with those who 

think or feel deeply and even with them the cloud passes swiftly or shows a silver 

lining, then a sunbeam drives the chill away and “Home, Sweet Home” renews its 

melody in their hearts. 

As the homes differ so do the ideas of the home-goers, according as they are 

either affectionate, grateful, thoughtful, unselfish, or wrapt up in themselves, only 

looking on home as a place of liberty, selfish enjoyment, idleness, a place where they 

can do as they please and where all within the home circle are bound to minister to their 

enjoyment. How sad that this latter tone of mind should ever take possession of a Child 

of Loreto! And that how surely it would lead to disappointment, weariness of life and 

that hopeless attempt to get rid of ennui that gradually creeps into every frivolous 

amusement and which sooner or later brings on the dread remorse of a misspent life. 

When looking back over the desert train of years nothing is seen but stretches of sand, 

void of the fair flowers that might have bloomed had another path been taken - the path 

of duty, unselfishness, devotion to some noble cause or aim in life; and what more noble 

than to devote one’s self to making home happy, bright, and holy, on the model of that 

holiest and happiest of Homes, the Feast of which we celebrate today, the Holy House 

of Nazareth, now at Loreto. The Home of Peace, Purity and Love, where reverence for 

authority and obedience were taught and practised for thirty years by the Son of God, 

the Creator of Heaven and Earth, “King of Kings”, and “Lord of Lords”, our dear 

Master, Saviour, and Model. 
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Dearest Children, the spirit of the world in which you live, or into which you are 

about to enter, is one of restlessness, of irreverence, of insubordination to all authority, 

of self-indulgence, continual seeking after amusement, often of a dangerous kind - in a 

word, the very opposite to the spirit of the Holy House of Nazareth, where Our Divine 

Lord, His Immaculate Mother, and the dear St. Joseph dwelt in holy joy and peace. That 

Home was in the midst of a pagan world, and alas! The world of today is tending more 

and more towards ancient paganism, in its manners, customs, and trend of thought, the 

absence of Faith and Religion in so many young persons brought up without the 

knowledge of God, or of the Great Hereafter, to Whom this world is everything, the 

next world nothing. Hence the horror and impatience of pain, poverty, humiliation, all 

of which to the Christian mind are stepping stones to Heaven, but to the pagan mind are 

not to be endured, and so we hear of the mad rush of so many out of this life into 

Eternity often for the most trivial causes. Quite lately a young boy attending a State 

School put an end to his life because his father reproached him with having failed at an 

examination; when this was told to a friend of his, a Catholic boy, he fainted and could 

not for a long time get over the horror he experienced at hearing of the fatal act. Some 

time ago I saw an account of a young girl of 14, who, when asked by her mother to help 

her to mend some stockings, said life was not worth living if she had to do such work, 

and went to the river and drowned herself. Unfortunate child! But let us see what Faith 

and good Christian education can do. A little boy of five years attending one of our 

Convent day schools was observed by a Sister to take off his hat as soon as he came into 

the grounds and hold it in his hand until he had passed the Convent and arrived at the 

playground; he was quite alone. A Sister who observed him do this asked him why he 

had done so. He was a shy little fellow and did not like to tell, but at last he said: “Our 

dear Lord was up there,” meaning the Chapel, “and I took off my hat to Him” - - think 

of the faith of the child; he did not know anyone had seen his act of reverence. I was 

greatly edified lately on hearing of the good example which a Loreto girl gives in her 

home by steady and orderly devotion to duty. She is the eldest of several sisters, 

deprived by death of their good mother. She determined to try to fill her place towards 

her father and young sisters and she has done so for some years most faithfully. Owing 

to the difficulty of getting suitable domestic servants, it was resolved to do without 

them. Each of the sisters has her appointed household duties, and immediately after 

breakfast work is begun. The rule is that no books or papers are read, nor music 

practised, until all the housework is finished and admirably done I believe. Then in the 
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afternoon everyone is free to do as she pleases and no doubt each enjoys her well-

earned leisure. A woman comes for a couple of hours for some kitchen work and then 

departs and leaves the house in peace. The fine arts are not neglected, and the girls’ 

dainty and becoming costumes are made mostly by themselves. They are a bright, 

happy Catholic household. Would that there were many such in what our dear Cardinal 

used to call ‘This fair land’. And why not, since each dear girl who goes “Home for 

good” can be, with the grace of God, a centre of light, cheerfulness, helpfulness, and 

happiness in her Home. But how? By being thoughtful about others, unselfish about 

herself, ever ready to yield her inclinations to the wishes of others, not waiting to be 

asked to do things, but offering to do them cheerfully and learning from others 

gratefully how to do them well. Observe the little attentions so dear to parents’ hearts - 

even though they may not tell you so - above all show them that reverence enjoined by 

God in the commandment with a promise of even present recompense. But to do all this, 

my dearest children, you will need a special grace - you know where to get it - in prayer 

and the Sacraments. Be faithful to the prayers and religious practices you learned in 

your Convent Home, you need them more in the midst of the world than you did there, 

and if you are faithful you will be true “Consolers of the Sacred Heart” and a joy to all 

who love you and you yourselves will enjoy as much happiness as your Heavenly 

Father sees it is good for you to have in this life of probation for your beautiful Home 

above. Not all joy nor yet all sorrow, as we march along, with rain today and sun 

tomorrow we learn “to suffer and be strong”. 

May the Divine Babe and His Immaculate Mother bless you, dearest children, and 

give you and all who are dear to you a Happy Christmas and a bright, happy, holy New 

Year. Believe me ever 

Your affectionate Old Mother in J.M.J. 

Mary J. Gonzaga Barry I.B.V.M.”195 

The thought of death, never to her a mournful subject, finds place in many of 

Mother Provincial’s letters this year, for M.M. Boniface Völker lay dying in Sydney: “I 

may have to return to Normanhurst at any moment; dear M.M. Boniface is very weakly 

for the last few days. She speaks and feels like one going on a pleasant journey and says 

she is ready to go at the first call of Our Divine Lord. It is well for her! And we can 

purchase this happy deathbed for ourselves by a life-long faithful service”. The presence 
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of the Mother completed the joy of this holy religious who waited in loving patience 

until the call came on the 19th January of the following year. Three of the pioneer 

Sisters had now preceded Mother Gonzaga to the Home above, the other three were 

destined to outlive her. Already her health was giving cause for alarm though very few 

knew how serious was her condition; she kept her secret almost to the end and never 

complained. If now and then she envied those who had gone before, it was with no wish 

to avoid the stress of labour; thoughts of the shortness of time were a spur to greater 

endeavours. “You are going to the company of the “Just made perfect” she said to a 

dying nun, “not being made perfect I find help in that to bear my own imperfections and 

those of others”. 

Her all-embracing sympathy made her the consoler of the afflicted. Most 

especially was this shown to her religious. Every grief that came to them pierced her 

heart also. She wrote on the death of a father, “The holy and happy departure of your 

father from this land of exile should be and, I am sure is, a great consolation for his loss, 

and a subject of constant thanksgiving to our good God, who even in this world gave 

him a great reward for having given so many of his dear children to serve Our Lord in 

the religious life. May he rest in peace and obtain a large increase of graces and 

blessings for his children. His good and edifying life for so many years past was the best 

preparation that could have been made. Now, if the summons had come when he was 

immersed in worldly affairs and enjoyed this world’s success and prosperity you could 

not have such consoling thoughts. R.I.P. He will, I am sure, intercede for his children, 

still in this land of exile. We will pray for him that his time of waiting may be 

shortened, if he still be detained for a while before getting his reward. It is especially 

well for those parents who have children in religion; they get so many prayers, not only 

from their own children, but also from the members of their Order.” 

To a religious on the death of her mother: “We know your dear Mother is in the 

hands of a good Father, Who loves her better far than anyone in this world and Who 

will do what is best for her - here we are all praying for her”. “You will, I know, from 

your heart say ‘Thy Will be done’ when you learn He has taken your dear Mother to 

Himself - quickly, indeed, but not unprepared, thanks to Our Lord! May she rest in 

peace! She edified me greatly at her last visit by what she told me of herself. I felt she 

was not only a good, but a truly holy woman, who had been brought very near to God 

by crosses and trials sent her in love and mercy to sanctify her soul. There were few, I 

think, to whom she spoke in confidence as she did to me, and, the more intimately I 
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knew her, the more I esteemed her. All her trials are over now, and I am sure Our 

Divine Lord will give her rest and peace and happiness. She will get an immense 

number of prayers, Masses, Rosaries and Communions as the Mother of a child of the 

dear I.B.V.M.; so now she will reap the reward of having you a religious, which she 

helped you to be by every means in her power. Our Lord will not forget that to her and 

you can repay all now by prayers for her ideal soul and perfect resignation to God’s 

Will”. “I know exactly how you feel about your dear Mother. May she rest in peace and 

pray for us still in exile and obtain for us the grace to do our duty in our state of life as 

faithfully as she did in hers. May her children and her grand-children follow in her 

footsteps until she have the additional joy of seeing them all united in her happy Home 

above”. 

(On the death of a little sister). 

“I have just written to your dear Mother a few lines of sympathy and N. who was 

here just now said she would write too. Indeed all our hearts feel greatly for your dear 

Father and Mother particularly the poor Mother to lose dear little N. as she was about to 

be a comfort and help to them after her brilliant examination. But my dear child, God 

knows best. He alone sees into the future. He alone knows what sorrows and dangers 

are saved by an early death, so we really should not grieve for those Our Lord takes to 

Himself in their youth and innocence. 

When good parents have such faith and resignation to God’s Holy Will, that when 

the first natural sorrow will have passed away, they will be glad to think of their darling 

child safe in that Home where neither sin nor sorrow can come near her. May she rest in 

peace! And pray for us as we will pray for her. I feel more inclined to pray for 

consolation and strength for the poor parents, but their dear child will get that for them. 

I am almost ashamed to send my letter to your Mother as I wrote it on a book, but 

I did not like to delay any longer. I am much better, thank God, but my too careful 

infirmarians would not let me up for Mass today, Sunday and all. I am trying to follow 

the retreat at a distance. 

And now, my dearest N. let this happy death of your dear little sister be an 

additional motive to strive to attain that perfection Our Lord requires of those to whom 

He gives many years in Religious Life.” 

In another letter she explains why the religious of the I.B.V.M. are not allowed to 

visit dying relatives: “I was sorry to see by your last letter the trial it has pleased God to 

send you and all the family in the death of your dear brother. May he rest in peace. We 
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must trust all to the Sacred Heart of Our Divine Lord. We know that He knows what is 

best for us, but that does not prevent our poor human hearts from feeling the pain. His 

human Heart felt all the pain and agony He suffered for us in His Passion. The more He 

suffered, the more He showed His love; and the more we suffer for Him, the more we 

show our love. As for those last adieus I think they are the hardest of all, hard on the 

poor invalid and on the one who goes to pay the last visit. It is always better to part with 

those we love at the foot of the Cross, or before Our Lord in the Blessed Sacrament; 

there Our Lord gives us strength and consolation. Will you tell your dear Mother I pray 

to God to give her both.” 

Other letters show her belief in the eternal duration of family love: “Your brother 

is in the hands of God, his heavenly Father, who will do what is best for him if we pray 

for this. It is the only prayer I can say for him and have said since I got your letter. It is 

when serious illness comes to a man or woman in the world that the faith and teaching 

of childhood stands to them - and a mother in heaven is a great help in life and death to 

anyone”. “My child, I was thinking of you and the heavy cross Our Lord sent you to 

bear with Him during the Lent and for many a day after. But oh! How brightened it is 

by the thought of the happiness of the one who is gone indeed from us, but who has 

entered, we may confidently hope, into the eternal rest and joy of God, the reward of all 

his goodness. We may think of him spending Easter in heaven. R.I.P. He will get so 

many prayers, first, on his own account, and then on account of his sisters whom he so 

well helped by his good and holy advice when they spoke to him about choosing ‘the 

better part’. What a beautiful thing is the Communion of Saints! Really for Christians 

death is no separation; for a religious it is rather a drawing nearer to those we love”. 

“We can never be sufficiently grateful to God for the happy, holy deaths of our dear 

ones. What is all the world compared with a happy death in the grace of God and the 

hope of a happy eternity? The details of poor M’s last days edified me very much. The 

wonderful favour of Our Lady of Perpetual Succour showed that our Blessed Mother 

did not forget the early piety of her child. Our Lord and Our Blessed Mother never 

forget anything done for their love. And I think his good earthly mother’s prayers were 

heard for the son she loved; when she had power with God, she exerted it in his behalf. I 

was so glad too, my dear child, to see you recognised so fully God’s mercy and love”.  

To one whose sister was dying in religion: “To hear that Our Lord intends to take 

the dear child to Himself is not bad news. She is, I feel sure, well-prepared and will get 

a great welcome in her heavenly home. Still, we would like to keep her, but God’s holy 
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Will be done, it is always wisest and best. Dear S.M. is weaker today and her only wish, 

as she told me just now, is to see God and that He will let her go to Him immediately. 

M.M. says she never saw a more humble, sweet and patient invalid. When awake she 

prays all the time and seems only to think of Eternal things. The only scruple she had 

was about “longing so much to go to God to see Him”. She prayed to suffer more, so 

that when she died she could go straight to Him. Happy child, I would gladly exchange 

with her. You have shared in her sacrifice and I too, in a small degree, for, if I had 

followed my natural inclination I should have brought you here - - - and perhaps 

impeded the grace of God in souls. I am sure Our Lord rewarded the sacrifice all 

round.” 

M.M. Gonzaga wished the thought of death to help her nuns to lead a holy life: “A 

holy death always makes me determined to be a saint at any cost and not to mind 

anything else in life. I am sure if the dear saints in Heaven could feel grieved it would 

be for not having done more for our good God, who has loved them so much and 

rewarded them so magnificently. At death how little and short seem the troubles of life, 

and how very foolish we all are not to make the most of the time given us to purchase 

the joys of Heaven”. “You must try to imitate your holy little Sister so well that you will 

be near her for all eternity. I believe our holy and loved ones are often near us from a 

better world when we strive earnestly to please Our Lord and merit to join them there”. 

“Never since I came to Australia has a death impressed me so much or done me so 

much good as hers, although all the deaths have been holy and happy, thank God, as our 

Blessed Mother promised the child here long ago they would be”. (This refers to a holy 

child who died at Mary’s Mount. Before her death the child said Our Lady had appeared 

to her and had promised that all who died in Loreto should die happily). A last word 

Mother Gonzaga gives about the death of the Sister before mentioned: “Her detachment 

was wonderful, for she had a very loving heart. She seemed to realise that eternity 

would be long enough to enjoy the society of her loved ones and that now was the time 

for sacrifice”. 

Not only in sorrow but in joy did her sympathy extend to the family circle of those 

around her: “Could you arrange,” she says, “for M... to land at Fremantle and wait till 

next boat to continue the voyage? I am anxious the sisters should have a little time 

together”. 

“I read with great interest the appreciation of your dear brother in the paper’s 

account of the grand farewell and send-off given him by his fellow townsmen. May God 
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keep him always as good as he is now. What a joy to your dear Mother. My love to her 

when you write.” 

In answer to a letter telling of good news received of the safety of a brother who 

had been long mourned as dead: “If I could have written to you every time I thought of 

you and your dear brother, you would have been tired of my letters. But I had to satisfy 

myself with messages which perhaps you never got - if so you must think me very 

unsympathetic in joy, for the unexpected joy must have been great. Only think all the 

prayers, Masses, Communions etc., the poor fellow got! But as they were offered for his 

soul he had the full benefit of them all. Have you heard anything since?” 

One day the mother of one of the Sisters arrived from a distance. She intended to 

return by the next train and therefore arranged for her cab to wait an hour when Mother 

Provincial was apprised of her arrival, she first ascertained that there was a later train by 

which the lady could reach her destination. Then she sent secretly and dismissed the cab 

and, entertaining the visitor with her usual hospitality, gave her the joy of spending the 

day with her child. Later, she had her guest driven to the station in the convent cab - one 

example out of many of Mother Gonzaga’s thoughtful kindness to her community and 

to those they loved. She delighted in planning pleasant surprises: Members of the same 

family should meet to spend the vacation together; lovers of the “briny” would be 

brought long journeys to spend long vacation at the sea-side. Sometimes the pleasure 

was enhanced by having been thought out so long beforehand: “Next time you come,” 

she writes to one, “I must send you off to have your dips in the Southern Sea”. 

When called upon to give help in the spiritual life her thoughtfulness became 

intuitive. Even her spiritual children farthest away were encouraged to confide in her in 

every difficulty. Very often her spiritual advice began in letters written to help them to 

correspond with a religious vocation and urged them to trust all to prayer and the 

leading of the Holy Spirit. M.M. Gonzaga wrote the following letters to a would-be 

postulant who afterwards happily made her profession in the Institute. 

“Eve of the Immaculate Conception. Perhaps it was well I could not write to you 

last mail, as I can now write to you on the eve of this glorious festival and give you an 

affectionate welcome to the House of Mary Immaculate, for Mary’s Mount and the new 

church are dedicated under that title. Come to us as soon as ever you like, at least as 

soon as your confessor and M. advise you to do. I think you told me your confessor 

advised you not to delay. When you come I would advise you to remain sometime in the 

school as many others have done, not of course to learn lessons like the other children, 
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but to improve yourself by private study and to test your vocation before taking any 

serious or decided step. You will have time to think and pray and, if Our Divine Lord 

gives you the grace to choose ‘the better part’, your whole life, I am sure, will be an act 

of thanksgiving to Him and to your Immaculate Mother”. 

To the same two years later: “Your patience has been tried waiting for a reply to 

your letter asking to be allowed to enter the Novitiate next Year... You say you are not 

worthy and have nothing to give. The first is quite true, for indeed none of us are worthy 

of the great grace of a Religious Vocation; - but having received it we should strive to 

make ourselves daily less unworthy and guard His gift carefully. The second assertion is 

not, dear child, for you have much to give our dearest Lord. In giving your whole heart 

and soul and life’s work you give Him what He esteems more than all this world and its 

riches. These are mere dross in His eyes, but your soul is precious and dear to Him. So I 

hope our sweet Immaculate Mother will present you to Our Divine Lord to plant in her 

Institute the beginning of next year. I am sitting in an empty room in the new Adelaide 

house trying to finish this before the Concert and Prizes begin”. 

The subject of Mother Gonzaga’s advice was often the means of combating that 

“most dangerous of all enemies in the spiritual life - Discouragement”. I got your very 

interesting letter yesterday. You must never apologise for the “ego” of any of your 

letters to me, for when I hear from you the most interesting topic is yourself, and the 

writing, diction etc., are only secondary matters. I do like to get letters easily read, I 

don’t mind what style. Now to pay you back for your nice, long letter, you see I have 

taken a large sheet of paper and am writing with my scribbling pen, the one I use when I 

have much to say and little time to say it. I really could not manage a letter before I left 

Randwick last Friday and we did not arrive here till about 2 p.m. yesterday, feeling 

rather done up, as the heat had been intense in Sydney for three or four days. 

Do you know, dear child, you ought to be full of hope and gratitude. So long as 

you preserve the sincere and ardent desire which you certainly have to be holy and 

pleasing to Our Lord as a good religious, you should never be discouraged at your 

failings which you see all too clearly, but to see them so, you must have great light from 

above and He, Who gives the light, can give the grace for their correction and He will, if 

you only persevere in asking Him by fervent prayer. The only danger is that the enemy 

seeing how good it is for you to know your faults and defects, will try to make you think 

there is no use trying to correct them, and so tempt you to be cowardly and give up the 

battle before you gain the victory and overcome him. But you must not give him that 
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satisfaction. If you fall seven times a day like “the just man”, rise seven times also and 

you will be like the fabled giant of old who gained additional strength by each fall. 

May God bless you, my dear child, and give you many of His precious gifts”… 

“Cultivate a spirit of grateful thanksgiving for all Our Divine Lord has done for you and 

when you meet with something trying or unpleasant turn your mind away from it 

promptly as from a dangerous temptation - then think of something you have reason to 

be grateful for, thank God for that and continue to express your thanks. You can add on 

more than one thing to be grateful for, till you feel ashamed of making so much of what 

worries you. Avoid self-concentration as you would an infectious disease. Turn your 

thoughts from self to God and the work He has given you to do for Him. If you acquire 

the habit of these two things you will have found as perfect happiness as can be 

expected in this world. One word more - be humble and you will be holy and happy”. 

“Read a good deal of solid spiritual books; not fanciful ones, or you will grow fanciful 

too and that would be a great misfortune and spoil the saint immensely. Be on your 

guard against introspection of any kind, feeling one’s spiritual pulse and applying the 

thermometer too often to see if we are hot, tepid or cold. A good examination at the 

right time and then be done with it. Let us put all our little pains and small ideas into a 

wee box, shut it up and bury it at Our Lord’s feet, turning whatever energy or strength 

we have to do something useful for Him. If we are faithful to this He will always give 

us a means to serve Him well”. 

The following extracts are from letters written to one of her children. They show 

how M.M. Gonzaga repaid by motherly tenderness the confidence of a sensitive heart. 

“Do not, my dearest child, give in to that temptation of making misery for yourself by 

always looking on the wrong side of yourself. It looks like humility, but it is not that 

bright joyous virtue. It is rather a kind of sensitiveness or self-love that would like to 

‘produce something of worth’ - as if we ever could! Let us do our best, please God and 

be satisfied”.196 To the same: “Your last letter was one that gave me more pleasure than 

any for a long time. This may seem strange to you as you told me much of your spiritual 

trials and troubles. Yet it seemed to me to be so candid and upright that I could see and 

feel it came from a good soul. But why, my dearest child, did you keep all this so much 

to yourself that I even did not suspect it and put all down to an overwrought 

sensitiveness. I do not feel hurt at a want of confidence, but I know it would have been 
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much better for yourself if you had spoken before now. Much of what you mentioned 

has to be endured at some period of most people’s lives, at least those who try to lead a 

spiritual life. It would not have been so bad with you if you had opened your heart and 

mind to your confessors from time to time, not merely at the annual retreat, but very 

fully then. It was keeping all this shut up in your own heart that was the danger. 

However as you say it has passed away and the burden is as it were lifted off you, we 

may hope the trial is quite over. Now if it should ever return you will know what to do. 

Look on it merely as a temptation permitted by God for your greater merit and to teach 

you to be a patient and kind to those who may have to endure a similar trial from God. 

It may be too, as you say, that worry has a bad effect on you. If it often happens that a 

multiplicity of little cares much distract the soul and take away the relish for God and 

spiritual things - I have often felt this myself. I will write to you tomorrow or next day 

D.V. as it is the time and I must leave the rest of your letter unanswered. In the 

meantime pray”.197 “You will be glad to hear I was delighted with your two last letters; 

I felt them quite a balm to my heart. There was a candour and humility, real humility, 

quite a different thing from the wounded pride that passes for it sometimes. I have 

nothing to forgive, my dearest child, in anything you wrote. I like persons to speak out 

and if they think they have a grievance to say so, and then I speak out too, often without 

waiting even the opportunity. But all is past now, and Our Lord has been very, very 

good to you, and I feel sure you will be happier than you ever were since your novice-

ship days. I liked the resolutions of your retreat extremely: they were written in the light 

of God. Pray, pray, and believe me, no matter what happens, your loving Mother in the 

Sacred Heart.”198 

“I speak out too,” Mother Gonzaga said, and in another place, “Confidence in a 

Superior is always repaid by a return of confidence”199. “I often spoke rather severely to 

you; but, if you only knew, that it was a proof of my love - not always appreciated, of 

course, by the recipient. I could not pass over faults I saw in one I believed capable of 

better things.”200 

“Try and keep a very sweet and even temper at all times. Don’t let a little thing 

                                                 
197 Series 210 Item 58, Gonzaga Barry to Boniface Volker, 17 April 1893, Loreto Province Archives 
Ballarat. 
198 Series 210 Item 59, Gonzaga Barry to Boniface Volker, 2 May 1893, Loreto Province Archives 
Ballarat. 
199 Series 15 Item 3, Gonzaga Barry’s Exhortations, Loreto Province Archives Ballarat. 
200 Series 210 Item 56, Gonzaga Barry to Boniface Volker, 12 April 1893, Loreto Province Archives 
Ballarat. 



 

(395) 

put you out and if you feel disturbed about anything, don’t speak of it till you feel 

calm.”201 “My child, your words point to a want of purity of intention in all you have 

done for that house and for that Superior. If you had purity of intention, even though 

you failed in your honest efforts, your soul would be in peace. I do not say you would 

not naturally feel some things and perhaps many things, but all the same you would 

have the great satisfaction to know that you attained what you aimed at, viz. working for 

Our dearest Lord alone, and seeking to please Him and that a great reward was laid up 

for you for all eternity - - - Was not Our Lord’s reward for His labours, kindnesses and 

charity to His ungrateful creatures, humiliation in its bitterest form? This was His 

reward from those for whom He did so much. Yet what sweetness! What forgiveness! - 

No bitterness. You may think - ‘but He was God!’ Yes, but He let us see He felt as man 

ingratitude contempt and pain.” “You will want all the time you have for practical 

resolutions that will keep you close to Our Lord this year, and so you will have strength 

to fight His battles with yourself, and gain great victories, too, please God”. 

“My dearest, I got your two letters. I did not care for the first, you were 

dissatisfied with something, and yet you would not acknowledge it to yourself. If a pin 

pricks us, there is no use in saying, even to ourselves, it does not hurt; on the contrary. 

Either let us remove it, or bear it well and cheerfully for God and so go on with our 

business, thinking no more of it - that is, if we can be so heroic. Now, my dear child, 

this is not to scold you; far from it, because I am not the least displeased with you. I 

think you acted well and wisely since you returned to your work for Our Lord. But 

young religious sometimes get into a habit of making out a grievance without 

acknowledging it. We all meet with little ups and downs; a dead level is not the way to 

Perfection, and it would be very monotonous if it were... I depend much on all your 

prayers. I know yours, my dear child, will not fail me.” 

“Are you first class” or “still learning the A.B.C.?” She wrote to another, “No 

machine obedience”. “Self-love is always putting out its feelers, always seeking for 

itself. An interior religious does not mean to be wrapped up in oneself, to say long 

prayers, to withdraw from intercourse with our fellow creatures. No, it is to act so that 

everything may be for God; everything according to His impression.” 

“Don’t fret or worry over your letter. I don’t think about it now at all, only it did 

seem a little strange when I read it first. Unfortunately, I allow my feelings to appear all 
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too easily, but do not bestow another thought upon it - I do not intend to do so. If there 

is anything to forgive, and I much doubt it, I forgive and forget.” This perfect frankness, 

even when pointing out faults, hitherto unknown to the possessor, came from her Union 

with God, a fact that was recognised by all her spiritual children and which removed all 

bitterness from the health-giving wound. “It seems to me that singleness of purpose was 

one of her most prominent characteristics,” one wrote. “She always looked straight to 

God to ascertain His view and then spoke and acted accordingly, never from impulse. 

She could be very strong and very severe at times, but one felt that the severity was 

directed against the fault, not against the person. With all reverence one might say that 

in this she was like to Our Lord who hated sin, but loved the sinner.” Of herself she 

said, “I feel a natural attraction to the black sheep of every flock”. 

That she had gone through “the dark night of desolation” herself is evident from a 

passing word uttered only for the encouragement of another. “I went to Confession for 

years to one who thought me a liar, a hypocrite, and his greatest enemy; yet I made 

good progress under his direction, though God at the same time tried me sorely”. An 

admission of this kind, which reads like an extract from the life of a saint enabled 

Mother Gonzaga to feel for suffering hearts and to exercise tactful prudence in dealing 

with them. A delinquent might be strongly reproved for a fault, but never was she sent 

away without a word of encouragement. “The devil tempts you to this because he sees 

that if you become holy you have the power of helping many other souls to heaven.” 

By far the greater number of her letters are letters of encouragement. “Our Lord 

wants to make you a brave little soldier, or He would not try you as He is doing. You 

will not be a coward or deserter. Stand your ground, look up to Him and He will come 

and help you and send His own Mother and the Holy Angels too, as He did to some of 

His saints.” 

“Holy Thursday”, 

How are you getting on? - taking things to heart as badly as ever I am afraid, for I 

hear you are looking ‘worn out’. Try and bury all anxieties and troubles in Our Lord’s 

holy sepulchre and rise above them all during this glorious Easter time. When we die 

and are buried and have risen to a new life, how shall we look on these things? Eternity 

is a great thought, my child, and dwarfs our passing troubles.” “Rejoice in the Lord with 

a grateful heart for all He has done for you. Serve Him with all the fervour of your soul. 

We know our loving God always acts for the best for His children - (never even second 

best). But we cannot see into futurity, and so every cross seems hard enough though 
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really a blessing in disguise. If we could only realise that the sorrows and crises of life 

are sent to help us on our way! A strong spirit of faith would help us to recognise pain 

and disappointment as angel friends which will lead our thoughts and desires to God 

and Heaven, our eternal home.” “We ought to enlarge our hearts and be happy in the 

thought of Our Lord’s great love. All the little trials He sends are proofs of His love - 

His smile will more than compensate for all.” 

To a letter written before the visit of the Mother General (1903) she adds, “I hope 

dear Rev. Mother will find that you, her old novice, has made great progress on the 

upward path. I don’t think you have gone down-hill anyway, although you might have 

got higher up with more persistent effort; but ‘nil desperandum’”. “If God spares you 

for your Golden Jubilee, and I pray He may, strive not to lose one Golden day of the 

next twenty-five years, and so when called to your reward, enter heaven a credit to our 

Immaculate Mother and the holy patron whose name you bear.” “Do just what you think 

best, and if it turns out not best I shall be satisfied.” “I read lately, ‘God intends that 

some should promote His glory by failure’; so there is a grand look out for some people; 

‘Unless the seed fall into the earth and die’ - supply the rest.” 

She was not afraid to use judiciously the ‘alcohol of praise’; “What a joy to the 

Sacred Heart to see you all aiming at the perfect life, striving to be true religious, 

humble, mortified, obedient, charitable, seeing Our Lord in each other!” “Our dear Lord 

is so very good and generous! He always rewards our poor efforts to please Him far 

more than they deserve. I am sure you are trying to please Him lovingly. All your dear 

letters were such a pleasure”. “By your goodness, charity and thoughtful kindness you 

can be of more help, my dearest M. than if you could play all the fiddles in the world.” 

“There’s a good time coming for all of us, please God, so don’t worry or fret but trust 

Our Lord. You are at, present just the right person in the right place, don’t you believe 

anything else.” “I hope you are keeping ‘good as gold!’ Don’t let the gold be tarnished 

by little passing mists or want of care.” “I don’t know when I got a letter that gave me 

more real pleasure than yours did, my dear child. It was a model of prompt and humble 

submission to the wishes of a Superior without an express command. A hundred 

excuses might have been made and arguments brought forth by anyone who did not 

understand the grand and holy spirit of our Rule.” “God is good to us through all trials. 

Not the least of His goodness is to give us such help in our local superiors, such charity 

and willingness to hear more than their share of burden. May God bless and reward 

them a hundredfold.” “There is an immense amount of solid goodness amongst us, 
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thank God, and, as I often say ‘we are lovely nuns’.” “They were only too glad to give 

practical sympathy and help. So long as you all feel that way towards each other, God 

will be in your midst, helping you through all trials and blessing your work. I believe 

there is not a Sister in any of our houses that would not give you one of her hands - or 

both - if she could help you by so doing.” 
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MOTHER M. GONZAGA BARRY 

 

CHAPTER 31 

1912 HELPS TO THE SPIRITUAL LIFE. HOW TO REGARD SICKNESS. 

POVERTY. GENEROSITY. CHARITY. ENFORCED REST. 

NEWS FROM THE BRANCH HOUSES. LORETO FREE KINDERGARTEN. 

 

In a letter written 14th February 1912, Mother Gonzaga says: “This is the 58th 

anniversary of my Reception. I do not expect another but God knows what is best and I 

am happy to leave all to Him, my good and patient Lord and Master. My feet are very 

swollen, but I have very little pain”. She minimised her suffering as much as possible 

and was bright and cheery as ever, following her own counsel to the sick.  

“A happy Easter! You never spent one in a tent before. But Our Divine Risen 

Lord can make His holy Presence felt as well in a tent as in St. Peters at Rome; indeed I 

think you have less distractions. You never thought you would have such a chance of 

leading the contemplative life as now. I am glad to hear that you have risen to the 

occasion. Nothing will help so much to get you back to the active life as a calm, 

contented mind, only desirous to do the holy will of God in all things. You have a good 

time now to pray, and don’t forget, my dear child, your affectionate old Mother.” 

To the same: “You are a dear, good child to have such good reports of you 

coming to cheer me from time to time. Continue to rest peacefully in God, and with 

your sweet Blessed Mother, holy Angel and your own Saint, and all will be well, please 

God!” 

To another: “Don’t let inaction depress you. Those who are only desirous of doing 

God’s holy will can never be cast down. You have had a very busy life for the last few 

years. It may be that Our Lord wants you now for a little time for Himself. ‘God alone 

and I’: did you ever read a book with that title? I did in Gorey many years ago. There 

were great enquiries for you when I was there last and many loves sent you. May God 

bless, my dear child”. 

Invalids were not to consider themselves a trouble but a blessing to the 

community: “You are God’s will made manifest and you are surrounded by those only 

anxious to do that blessed will. All have hearts full of charity and do not think anything 

a trouble that will help to make you strong and well. I always consider a cheerful invalid 

a blessing in a house; there are advantages all round that we know nothing of at present. 
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So let us praise God in sickness as in health, in weakness as in strength; be cheerful as 

we can, for ‘God loves the cheerful giver’202; so let us give Him everything and be 

happy”. “Be merry! In these times mirth is next to grace. Three things I love to see; 

young people devout, old people patient, sick people joyous.” 

Letters from an invalid were always sure of a prompt answer; no matter how 

depressing her business correspondence, she would make time to write to them cheering 

letters pointing out the ‘grace of sickness’. 

“I have your welcome letters before me - welcome, although they bring me not 

good news of your health. But for us of Our Blessed Lady’s Institute, who have been 

taught to look on sickness as a blessing no less than health, the will of God in this 

respect should be welcome to us as in every other. For the present all you have to do is 

to leave yourself completely in the hands of God allowing Him to do with you as He 

sees best. You will know His will by practising perfect obedience to all whom He may 

place over you. You have a splendid opportunity now of studying and practising the 

Interior Life and, indeed, of becoming a saint.”203 “I hope you are getting so strong and 

fat, that when I see you I won’t know you. Now your whole duty is to attain the above 

perfection; rest mind and body and don’t trouble about anything God has not given into 

your special care; - (not that we should trouble about that either) but for everything else 

don’t mind at all.” 

Sickness was not to be treated as an enemy but as a friend: “I am sorry dear M. 

had a visit from her old friend, rheumatism. I call it friend, not enemy, as it will enrich 

her with merit”. “Our Lord understands you and loves you and will do what is best, if 

you just give Him your hand, hold His fast, and stumble along. You will get to Heaven 

more securely than if you made many plans for yourself to get there quickly.” 

Her own experiences were only mentioned when they would be of help to others. 

“I don’t know if you can pray better when you are ill or when you are well; as for me, I 

always feel the spirit gets on better when the body is weak. Of course I don’t mean 

extremely weak or in great pain; - then we can only endure patiently if God gives us the 

grace, and then our mere suffering is a beautiful prayer in His sight.” She contrasts a life 

of inaction with her own: “It is always well, my child, to have some little sacrifice to 

offer to Our Lord and see how well He manage it for us. You would, I think, like to 
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have more to do, and I would like to have less. Thank God, it is not left to our own 

arrangement. Your chief business in life at present is to do all you are told, so as to get 

strong and to be cheerful in the meantime. A happy heart is the best tonic. Tell me, do 

you ever get a good laugh? It is worth a great deal more than drugs. May Our Beloved 

Mother give you a share in her pure sweet joy with the Divine Babe in her arms and 

keep you there with Him forever”. 

Again a hint of her yearning for contemplation: “Happiness does not consist in 

running about, does it? Your inability to do so gives the opportunity of remaining still, 

speaking to Our Divine Lord and listening to Him speaking to your heart; and what 

happiness is there not in that! So God has sent you a blessing in disguise. Be thankful 

for it, and do not lose any of the grace it is intended to bring you”.204 This was her own 

practice. She would make no complaint if suffering deprived her of sleep, but if directly 

asked: “Mother, did you sleep last night?” would answer sweetly, “No, but I had a very 

happy night”, one of heart to heart converse with God and His angels, “those glorious 

Princes of Heavenly Kingdom”, as she called them. 

During this year, 1912, Mother Mary Gonzaga was laid low with influenza which 

she called “a terrible thief of time and strength”. A young novice was ill at the same 

time and, as the little Mother could not visit her, she wrote to her from her sick bed: 

“Now that we both feel ourselves renewed in the grace of God after receiving the 

holy Sacrament of Penance, I wish to send you a little letter as I am not allowed to go 

and see you. S.M. is very good in letting me know how you are. Progressing, thank 

God, even though slowly, but all progress, corporal or spiritual, is a thing to be grateful 

for. Sometimes it is so imperceptible, like the grass and flowers growing, that we do not 

realise it till considerable progress has been made. This is intended by Our Divine Lord 

to give us an opportunity of learning and practising ‘divine patience’, one of the most 

solid virtues, but too often passed over in the formation of our spiritual life. Tomorrow 

we begin the ‘Sundays of St. Aloysius’, on the feast of that dear little favourite of Our 

Lord, Blessed Imelda. You can have the devotions in your own way, (or rather in the 

way God intends you to have them), with Spiritual Mass and Communion and constant 

recollection of the Divine Presence. They may be the best Sundays you ever had, just as 

your retreat is so different from what you expected and intended. ‘God’s ways are not 

our ways nor His thoughts our thoughts’, but if we conform our will to His we shall find 
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it best for us. I wrote to your Mother last mail - - - I am not up to much writing yet, so I 

will say adieu, dear child, for the present. I hope you are a sweet and obedient patient.” 

Though the will of God was to be welcomed even when it sent a cross, she was 

ever ready by prayer and self-sacrifice to do all she could to lighten the burden. Again: 

“My heart feels for you, my poor child”, (she writes to a Superior), “with your small 

community and two invalids: - and still no complaint from your brave heart. What can I 

do to help?” “I hope Our Lady of the Rosary and the Holy Angels will vary your late 

feast-day presents and bring you something less like what St. Francis would call ‘all 

joy’. You have had enough measles to satisfy even him if he went in for them. You 

mustn’t look on it as a punishment - - Do you remember how we were tried here in the 

beginning of the year with sickness? And ever since great favours have been given to 

us, thank God! And I expect more”. “You don’t know how I longed to be with you all 

last week, but Our Lord was so good to cure you, I felt happy to do His blessed 

Will.”205 

To a client of St. Joseph: “We have been saying all kinds of things to St. Joseph 

for the past week, promises and threats to induce him to have you well by the end of his 

month”.206 

In 1899 a child, who had left school and was soon after attacked by the malady 

which brought her to her grave had begged Rev. Mother, as her last request, to be 

allowed to “come home to die in my old school”. The mother’s heart could not refuse 

her and gave up the infirmary cottage for her use so that she might be surrounded by the 

nuns she loved until she was taken to her eternal home. As Mother Gonzaga said, “Poor 

little Agnes has come back to us at her own request to die where she had spent so many 

years of her happy school life. I don’t think Our Lord will let the school suffer by the 

death of this little lamb of His whom we have taken, that she may depart in peace amid 

holy surroundings”.207 

If a Sister were ill Mother Provincial was to be told of it at once, and no trouble or 

expense was to be spared to provide suitable remedies. “Why did you not tell me you 

were ill?” she writes to a Superior. “That was not well of you, my child. Now I appoint 

M.M. as your Superior in all that concerns your health, diet, rest etc., and will take her 

                                                 
205 Series 210 Item 83, Gonzaga Barry to Boniface Volker, 14 Feb. 1898, Loreto Province Archives 
Ballarat. 
206 Series 210 Item 276, Gonzaga Barry to Dr. Higgins, Bishop of Ballarat, 31 March 1906, Loreto 
Province Archives Ballarat. 
207 Agnes Griffin died at Mary’s Mount on 1 Sept. 1913. 



 

(403) 

account of you. Now, my dearest child, just think what a loss you (or anyone like you, 

with your sentiments, experience, and knowledge of affairs relating to the Institute) 

would be! So now, be good. Do as you are told by M.M. She is sensible about health, 

and knows what a delicate person wants. You will give great edification by obedience”. 

A Superior (in 1897) is praised for following her advice in this manner: “I think 

you acted very sensibly today and if you would often repeat the same prescription you 

would see what good it would do you. When I was Superior in Gorey, I often suffered 

dreadfully with my head and dear Rev. Mother Scholastica Somers ordered me on those 

occasions to go to our room, pull down the blinds, and lie down. I did so, and I am 

probably now reaping the good effects as my head rarely troubles me and I don’t know 

what it is to feel nerves. Now I am sure the Sisters are very much edified at what you 

have done, much more than if you had made an unsuccessful effort to do duties you 

were not able for. For a day or two you are to give general orders to the Sisters over the 

various departments to settle things as well as they can and leave you in peace. Say that 

I wish it. Get some book that will distract your mind and that will not require thinking... 

Take all the rest and nourishment you can. If you do all this I shall be happy in my mind 

about you. If you think you would be quieter up here in your little nest, come up, and go 

through the resting process here”.208 

Her care extended to the smallest details: she wrote the following directions for 

the Domestic Infirmarian and others attending on the sick. “Know well and practise our 

Holy Rules regarding this office. Thank God if He gives it to you. One day Our Blessed 

Lord will say, ‘Come ye blessed of My Father... I was sick and you visited Me! Do not 

make Him say, I was sick and you neglected Me or served Me carelessly! Have 

everything very clean, yourself included. Let the food be carefully prepared and tasty. 

Be thoughtful and kind, cheerful and bright, but don’t speak much with the sick. Those 

appointed to help in any duty or place know exactly at what time they are to be there 

and how long they should remain, and be very punctual in doing so. Cheerfully give all 

the help you can; don’t spare yourself; try to learn everything well so that you may be a 

helper indeed’”.209 

She gives praise for the way these directions are carried out during the influenza 
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epidemic. “You gave good help by ‘all powerful prayer’ to our poor invalids in Mary’s 

Mount last month and so strengthened the physician’s arm that even he wondered at the 

recoveries. He praised the intelligent nursing of the infirmarians as they did just what 

was wanted in the best possible manner. His skill and attention would have availed little 

but for the way his directions were carried out. I mention this particularly as it is 

advisable to have in all our Houses infirmarians who make a conscientious study of 

nursing the sick and of caring for invalids. This requires as much study and skill as 

teaching a science or a musical instrument. Though I believe a genius for nursing must 

be born with us like any other talent, yet it is a very general one with women, though 

few find out they have it because of carelessness or want of appreciation. Fewer still 

study seriously how best to fulfil its duties; and yet a valuable life may depend on it.... If 

few know how to be nurses very few know how to be patients, religious patients, mind, 

I don’t say invalids”. 

Her own sufferings had been increasing since 1904 when she had felt bound to 

make known to her Superiors in Ireland the appearance of the disease which made the 

last ten years of her life a martyrdom. She had begged that it might be kept secret, and 

her wish was respected. Necessity now obliged her to take a few into her confidence; 

these, too, were bound to secrecy nor would she try any remedy but a homely one of her 

own which she declared was the best. Certainly she, who was so lavish in her tenderness 

for others acted up to the high ideals of poverty and mortification which she set before 

her spiritual daughters: “Accept, in a spirit of penance, the little daily troubles, pains 

and difficulties you meet with; offer them sweetly and cheerfully to Our Lord. No one 

ever goes to Heaven without following Him in humility and suffering; offer it all up to 

Him and think it little. We must all have our Good Friday in this life, bear our crosses 

bravely and generously and not complain during the few short days before the Easter 

morning dawns. They will quickly pass and our only regret will be that we did not do 

and suffer more for our good God, who has been so loving and generous to us”. 

In another exhortation she said: “Let us take the little ailments we meet with from 

time to time as a preparation for our death-sickness and, as it were, practise this great 

act, so that we may lose nothing when the end comes. We shall not be able to practise 

patience and humility on our death bed, if we have not learned the lesson well during 

life. We must die like good religious. How few of us know how to be good invalids, to 

suffer patiently and cheerfully, to leave ourselves in the hands of God and our superiors! 

Two classes of persons do not know how to be sick, those too anxious about themselves 
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and those who will not take a proper care of their health. Both in living and in dying we 

should practise poverty and obedience. I want you to have deep down in your hearts a 

spirit of poverty and mortification that will keep you from seeking costly remedies. Do 

not, for the sake of ease of the body, lay up purgatory for the soul. Keep as far and as 

long as you can to common life.” “Common life is my greatest mortification”, said St. 

John Berchmans and no slight mortification must it have been to Mother Gonzaga as the 

years brought increased labour and increased suffering. Perhaps the hardest duty 

assigned to any of the community was that of being “Rev. Mother’s caller” in the 

morning (it was shared by a chosen few only). She responded to the call with a smile on 

her lips, “glad”, as she said, “to have another day to offer to Our Lord”. If the caller out 

of pity, knowing she had had only two or three hours rest failed to wake her, that Sister 

was in disgrace for the rest of that day: “leaving me in bed in my sins”, Rev. Mother 

would say with a look of such distress that one could not fail to realise how she valued 

Holy Mass. In her declining years she was obliged to take a rest one morning each week 

and she considered that a want of mortification that was only compensated for by 

obedience. 

In mortification her joy would have been to imitate the heroic practices of the 

saints. In her early years in Australia she managed to secrete a couple of rough boards in 

her bed but this form of penance was discovered and forbidden. Thereafter she had to be 

content with what she called ‘little mortifications’. “Pinpricks”, “crosses made of 

matches”, but she did not value them the less on this account. “A body without bones is 

like a jelly-fish,” she said. “Without mortification one is a spiritual jelly-fish.” Then she 

gave some idea of mortifications allowed to all: “If you cannot sleep, you may watch 

with all the holy religious who are doing so all over the world.... fast from gratification 

of the senses, from useless thoughts and unkind words”. 

So hers was a very hidden mortification, so simple that it passed unnoticed except 

to a few watchful eyes. She was never known to ask for anything in the way of food, 

nor to refuse anything prepared for her - not even in illness. If she had a repugnance to 

anything it was never known but often she would praise what was given to her to 

express her gratitude. At table she would do without sugar, condiments etc., if not 

noticed but if they were given to her in large quantities she would take them just as 

readily. When parched with fever in summer heat in her illness she would only sip the 

smallest drop of the water offered to her and never by look or sign betray her suffering. 

Her own practice for Lent was thus expressed: “Gratitude to Our Divine Lord should 
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urge us to loving and devoted service during the time of Lent. He has been very, very 

good to each and every one of us. Let us then give Him of our best - in prayer, in work, 

in recollection of His holy presence, in offering Him generously, joyfully, little acts of 

self-denial and mortification that may come in our way during our daily work and let 

that work be all for Him, seeing Him in everyone and in everything according to our 

Holy Rule. Let us cultivate the flowers of virtue in the garden of our soul, so as to have 

something to offer Him at Easter”. 

She kept the following  “Compact with Jesus”. 

 

“Each sigh, each look, each act of mine 

Shall be an act of love divine, 

And everything that I shall do 

Shall be, dear Lord, for love of You. 

 

Here is my heart, Oh! Let it be 

A Fountain sealed to all but Thee. 

What is there that I would not do, 

My God, My All, for love of You!” 

 

“Have deep down in your hearts a spirit of Poverty,” she had said. She fully 

realised how essential this virtue was to religious life. “Our Institute will flourish if we 

observe Poverty; if it fails, we fail.” “Poverty brings rich blessings in its train” - these 

were her terse remarks. Lavish in generosity towards others. She always believed she 

should retrench what her children considered necessary for her. Out of love for this 

virtue she was so careful in the use of the smallest things. Though so pressed for time 

she would not cut the string of a parcel but would wait to untie it, then put string and 

paper neatly away, ready to be used again. She had an ingenious way of opening 

envelopes without injury; these she would turn and use again for her “community 

letters” which were often written on half sheets torn off letters received; “I write on this 

to save note-paper, in the interests of holy poverty - - - half sheets are the fashion with 

me just now, but this brings whole sheets of love and good wishes”. If she had to use 

paper that looked more expensive she explained the reason: “You won’t be disedified at 

this paper being so grand, not being apparently in accordance with holy poverty: M.M. 

could tell you I got it for nothing. I could not use it writing to seculars and it looks nice 
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for Christmas writing to our own”. She always condemned and was really displeased at 

any carelessness that caused waste - a flaring gas jet or a dripping tap. Of the furniture 

or other things of the house, “They all belong to God,” she would say, “and we should 

care for them as such”. “If you meet a thing that is of no use to you or anyone else at 

present, do not on that account throw it away or let it go to loss, but put it carefully by 

until it may be required; God’s property is often wasted through want of thought.” 

She often related with a smile the advice given to her by an old lady on board 

ship: “You should buy silk stockings for all your nuns; they are much more economical 

in the end”. “So they may be,” Mother Gonzaga said laughing, “but that is economy not 

poverty. We are to live as poor women. What poor woman could lay in a supply of silk 

stockings?” 

Her “care of God’s property” was regulated by great prudence. She would weigh 

well the means necessary for the successful carrying out of a work nor would she move 

until God showed that it would be established on an enduring basis. An offer for a new 

foundation having been made known to her, she wrote: “This offer is all “couleur de 

rose”, but it needs investigation and we must prospect carefully before we invest in 

what promises to be a gold mine”. Concerning another place: “X’s talk about selling by 

the ground in blocks is all ‘bluff’ - unless he sells it for a quarry, as the ground is mostly 

rock and no room for subdivision”. To a Superior who had to settle a contract she wrote: 

“Things should be managed vey prudently and secretly until every arrangement is 

matured. It would be well to have the regulations in writing when the time comes. My 

experience of promises outside in the world are that one is never sure of them and it is 

very foolish to do anything depending upon them”. Even in matters spiritual, prudence 

made her look ahead to avoid any embarrassment. Thus she writes: “What do you think 

of N..? Of course my heart goes out to her... but I must consult my head and others’ 

heads too. The future good of all is to be preferred to individual good”. “She may be an 

excellent girl, but before taking her in you should be very careful that she does not take 

you in, and write to X... where she was and hear what they have to say about her”. 

To another: “Your desire of detachment and sacrifice is highly to be commended. 

If this idea comes from God we may not treat it lightly. If it does not it is to be 

dismissed simply as a temptation taking your thoughts off your present work for Our 

Lord and the means of perfection within your reach. Pray fervently to the Holy Ghost 

for light and to Our Blessed Mother for good counsel and weigh well your feelings and 

intentions, my dear child, but your successor might not have similar ones and then the 
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danger of a precedent would be very injurious”.210 

Her care to secure the deeds of the property of the different Houses is evident 

from remarks that occur in letters: “I would not have the property in any name but that 

of members of the community”. “Get the Deeds and keep them. Don’t give them to 

anyone.” “I want to impress on all our Mothers never, never to give deeds of convent 

property in order to borrow money for building or anything else. Whoever does it will 

be sorry. Wait until your credit is such that you will get money on that credit, should it 

be necessary to borrow for a time.” On one occasion she said, “The Inspector of the 

Bank told me the other day that I was known in their office in London as ‘the little old 

woman who will never give up her deeds’ and I never will. The banks have begged to 

have them ‘to take care of them for me’ but all the satisfaction I give them is to assure 

them that ‘they are kept in the safest possible place’. 

But worldly prudence was never allowed to hamper God’s work. The following 

leaflet she kept among her treasures and acted on its maxims:  

“Do what you undertake” 

“‘Tis well to plan with thoughtfulness, 

With prudence and with care. 

To look before you leap, my friend, 

Nor rashly do and dare; 

But when your mind is once made up, 

With honour wide awake, 

And duty pointing out the way, 

Do what you undertake”. 

 

“Difficulties are God’s foundation stones,” she said. “I have not the slightest fear 

of ultimate success if we work on steadily and do all the good we can for the little flock 

Our Lord has given us, although some friends - Job’s friends - prophesy a boycott for 

us!” “God knows; if He gives us the work He will see us through.” “Whatever happens 

keep calm and put your trust in Our Lord’s Sacred Heart and Our Blessed Mother.” “I 

hope now as ever the Lord will provide.” “I am glad you take a bright view of affairs 

because it is the right view. Our Blessed Lady has done wonders for that mission in the 

midst of great difficulties and she will do more if we trust her.” 
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At the time of the Boer War when it was thought that the nuns of the Institute of 

the Blessed Virgin Mary might be forced to leave South Africa she invited them to 

Australia, saying she would provide for them. Things did not come to this crisis, but 

their gratitude was not the less sincere. One writes, “Perhaps I ought to have been much 

surprised at your generosity. Well, I was not in the least! Nothing, dear little Mother, in 

this line would surprise me on your part. You would give up anything to God, Our Lady 

and the Institute, would you not? But this only makes our gratitude to you all the 

deeper”. That she was able to find means to help others was often to her a subject of 

grateful wonder. “How often has not Our Lord listened to our unworthy prayers and 

given us wherewith to give to many, though having nothing of our own!” 

Mother Mary Gonzaga’s generosity of character appeared in her every virtue and 

was a faithful reflection of that of her holy Foundress. In what she called “sublunary 

things”, this generosity was equally evident. Desiring to belittle her own virtues, she 

often said generosity was in her hardly praise-worthy, so great a pleasure did giving 

bring to her and so quickly did Our Lord reward it - even in kind. As one of her children 

said, “Her generosity was princely. She never refused an alms and used to say she was 

ashamed to give, for God always seemed to pay her back immediately. She would say to 

Him sometimes, “Will you ever be my debtor, even for a short time?” She speaks of this 

to a Superior: “I enclose a cheque - let it go as far as it will and tell me how much more 

you need. I may tell you here of the last cheque I sent to a poor ‘hard up’ Superior of 

Ours. I had to insist on her taking it, saying God would repay, as He generally does, 

double. Well, this morning I got from that same Superior a cheque double all to one 

pound what I sent her last week”. She was staying at one of the branch houses when a 

distressing case was made known to her. She had but one gold coin and she hesitated a 

moment to ask in prayer if it would be prudent to bestow it. Then saying, “I’ll trust in 

Providence,” she gave it readily. By the evening post a cheque for more than the amount 

arrived for her charities. She thus followed the advice she had given to others: “Do all 

you can to make others happy even at the expense of some sacrifice. Be able to say each 

evening: ‘Because of some deed to child or man, the world is better that I lived today!’” 

The smallest details were material for her thoughtful kindness: “Something I am 

very anxious about; the necessity of Sisters and Teachers sitting down in Primary 

Schools. It should be made a kind of obedience with them; chairs and tall tables should 

be provided for each”. “Mind, if you have early dinner, you must give a full hour to rest 

and recreation after it; no lessons, practising etc.” “I hope you give the Sisters a little 
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extra recreation these days. They require all the helps to be cheerful you can afford to 

give them, as life in Portland in the Winter is rather dull; you can always have a bright 

fire and cheery recreation. I find when people are bright themselves they do more for 

God in a day than they would in a month when they are dull and mopey”.211 She always 

tried to increase the happiness of the vacation. To a Superior, “Just to wish you ‘God 

speed’ and a happy vacation. Throw off the burden of superiority for the time being, as 

you would a heavy old habit in summer time; rest and enjoy yourself”.212 “Draw up a 

wise and pleasant time-table for the vacation.” “I hear you are very pleasantly placed 

these holidays. Does not Our Lord keep His Word about the hundredfold in this world 

in return for our poor service? At least let us always give Him our best in everything.” 

“Where charity is, God is; where charity is not, God is not.” 

Never was her motherly love more plainly shown than when she had to transfer a 

Sister from one house to another. Almost invariably she wrote to each Sister and did all 

she could to soften the pain of sacrifice though she knew the order would be received 

with cheerful obedience: “I dislike so to make changes, yet they have to be made. But 

the generosity of our dear Sisters and Mothers makes it easier for me”.213 “I did not 

think I should be called upon so soon to part with you, but when God made His will 

known it seemed the very best thing to do, so we will say, ‘Ita, Pater - - - Our Lord 

brings all things round sweetly for those who only desire to do His Will’”. 

No one could fail to recognise that she but acted as His instrument to make known 

His plans. “I thought of this yesterday, but would not decide on it, till I had talked it 

over with Our Lord at Exposition today”. At another time: “I do not see clearly that this 

is the Will of God for you; pray that He may make His will known”. I do not know if it 

will be a great sacrifice for you to get a change after the holidays; but I do know that if 

you feel it as such you will be generous enough to be glad to have it in your power to 

thus prove your love to Our Blessed Lord. That is the opinion I have of all my dear 

children, and they have never given me reason to think otherwise of them, thank God”. 

“My dearest M., I believe it is the will of God you should go to X. I have every 

confidence in you, my dear child, that you will do your best for Our Lord there, as you 

have done here, and that He will aid and bless your efforts. I hope you will receive this 
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obedience in the same cheerful spirit of sacrifice as the last dear child I sent off; it was 

quite a consolation to me to see her generosity”. “Give them my love and say I know 

each will be a good stout ‘old man’s staff’, on which I can lean and trust to do God’s 

work.” “I send you to take up Our Lord’s cross in X. I don’t think you’ll find it a heavy 

one. He is so good, kind and considerate to us poor weak mortals, that He bears Himself 

the most of our burdens and often all those imposed by holy obedience. There is great 

regret expressed at losing you.... I shall miss your ready willingness to carry out all my 

little ‘fads’ and crazy ideas”.214 “You are to come and remain here for the present. If 

you feel any natural regret at this, I know you have sufficient generosity to offer it a 

willing sacrifice to Our Lord. As He does not ask your head, like your holy martyr 

patroness, He may require the harder sacrifice of your will. See that you give it to Him 

freely and entirely and cheerfully.”215 

On removing a Superior she writes to the community: “Our Lord is sending you a 

proof of His love in a little relic of His Cross. He is taking your dear Mother M. to till 

another vineyard - - and He is giving you a dear little Mother whom you all know - - 

She will help to make you saints, if you allow her. I desired her to make a choice of two 

communities, and she chose yours, so now never give her cause to regret her choice”.216 

The following letters were written in 1912: 

“2nd January 

I got your welcome letters, and noted all you said about the school. It will be a 

help in arranging for the school year, but whatever arrangements may be made for the 

school year in N. will not affect you, as Our dear Lord has work for you to do 

elsewhere. I am really sorry to bring you away from N. as I think it will be a cross to 

you, but I know you will not refuse the cross offered to you through holy Obedience, 

and that by accepting it generously, you will prove your love of Him who has done and 

suffered so much for love of you. 

I have written to dear Mother N. and told her the sooner you could come on to 

Ballarat the better, as Mother M. is anxious to have you for some time before school 

begins, so that you may have a rest and get at home in your new surroundings. We too 

would be glad to have you with us for a little while. It is so long since you were in the 
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old home. 

You should write to your dear Mother and tell her about the change. When we are 

like dear M.M. N. just waiting to start on the long journey, we shall be very indifferent 

as to where we spend our probation, so that we spend it well and faithfully doing the 

Holy Will of God. Goodbye for a while, my dear child. 

Believe me,  

Ever your affectionate Mother.” 

(When the Sister who received the above summons was en route for Ballarat, she 

received the following unexpected mark of kind thought from Rev Mother). 

“11th January, 

My dearest M., 

Welcome so far on your way Home. I would like you to stay in N... as long as you 

have a hope of seeing anyone from home, but it might be inconvenient for your dear 

Mother to leave the poor invalid, although I was glad to learn by your letter that she was 

better. I am sure your Mother will feel happy for you to go to dear M.M. N. 

As soon as you have satisfied yourself about the home folk come on at once here. 

The Retreat is over tomorrow - well over, thank God. If you were thinking of coming on 

Saturday, try and come by the early train. Saturday night at the railway station these 

times has an awful crowd. I sent to meet some “Retreaters”, but they could not be found 

in the crush. 

No more is needed, as we soon shall meet D.G. All here will be so glad to see 

you. Ever your loving Mother in Jesus and Mary.” 

M.M. Gonzaga sometimes advocated change of work in order to give wider 

experience: 

“This morning I got your letter telling of your arrival at X..., and although you 

have felt the change so much and will probably feel it for some time, the day is not very 

far distant when you will be glad of it, and see all the good it has done you. I always 

found in you a great desire to be truly holy and pleasing to Our Lord, and I often 

thanked God for it. Now perhaps there is nothing I could do for you that would help you 

so much as your present position. A mere boarding-school nun runs a terrible view 

danger of getting a very narrow view of God’s work and His glory - she runs round and 

round her little circle and has no interests outside it. I told you before you could do 

much for God in a day in a large Primary School, once you got in touch with the 

children. If I did not believe in my heart that this change would do you much good, 
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nothing would induce me to send you. Of course you do quite right to tell me all you 

feel. I do not think God expects us to be “glad” at the opportunity of making a sacrifice. 

It is quite enough if you follow His Divine example in the Garden of Olives and say 

with perfect resignation - “Father not my will, but Thine, be done”. You will miss your 

old work but it is so good for us to have to give up our old work sometimes, and it 

brings us so near to God when we do it for Him. I have often experienced this, and also 

that much happiness is to be found, where we only anticipated sufferings and misery. I 

always find that when a Sister is truly humble and does her duty earnestly, she manages 

to get on with everyone and in every place. It is our own will that generally rises up and 

causes trouble. Of course it is pleasant to our self-love to see ourselves welcome and 

valued and all that sort of thing, but it injures us deeply in the long run, often spoiling 

dispositions in this world and making a poor show in the next.” 

To the same. 

“From my heart I hope you may have a very happy feast in your new home. I 

know all outside things are pleasant and beautiful and I pray all inside may be the same. 

Indeed I have no fears on this head, thank God, for when we are really and truly 

desirous to do God’s Will and please Him in all we do, He levels mountains and fills up 

valleys for us, so that our way becomes straight and smooth, even though it must be 

uphill. When we get to the top and meet Him face to face we shall not regret the efforts 

we made on the way.”  

How lovingly she used to welcome the nuns when they returned from the Branch 

Houses to Mary’s Mount. Her tender motherly greeting was always looked forward to 

and “Mother’s room” was the first to be visited after the chapel; first the Master of the 

house, then the mother whose interest extended to every detail of the year’s work, who 

would rejoice in each little success and sympathise in every failure. She delighted to see 

a large gathering of Sisters at Mary’s Mount at Christmas as she said: “The more the 

merrier is true of our Sisters, thank God!” Often over eighty assembled there and her 

room was besieged by those who wanted “just a word with Mother”. Yet the long 

Christmas vacation which brought rest to other tired workers was, for Mother Provincial 

the busiest time of the year. The summer of 1912 was no exception. When the staffs of 

all ten houses had been satisfactorily arranged and the work of the year mapped out, she 

was induced to visit Portland, the one place where she could get a little rest, so that 

when tired out she would say, “This is the time I would like to be in Portland”. She had 

the same happy childlike interest in the little ones, but her swollen feet, though she 
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made merry at their expense, prevented her joining in beach excursions. She was 

present at their sports on St. Patrick’s Day and distributed prizes to the winners and 

Easter was made doubly joyous by her presence.217 A letter went to Mary’s Mount for 

that feast: “This little greeting will reach you within the octave of the great festival. May 

it find you and all well and happy, serving Our Lord with fervour and gladness, 

rejoicing to belong to Him alone. May He give you that peace only to be found in 

fervour and love of Him to Whom we owe so much. What joy to His Sacred Heart and 

to our sweet Blessed Mother to see all aiming at the Perfect Life, striving to be true 

religious, humble, mortified, obedient, charitable, serving Our Lord in each other”. 

Considerable, additions had been made to the Portland convent and Rev. Mother was 

called upon to admire improvements in the grounds including a statue and grotto of the 

Immaculate Virgin, a gift of the kind pastor, Very Rev. W. Cain, who had also given the 

sculptured group of the Holy Family which occupied the tower niche and which, seen 

from afar, pointed out the convent as the ‘School of the Holy Child’ which character it 

had held from the beginning. 

The state of her health would not permit Mother Provincial to visit the distant 

Houses this year, but she was rejoiced by the excellent accounts received from them. 

The Western Houses were flourishing. Loreto, Adelaide, even with its additional 

property, was sadly pressed for room. The schools there had now over a hundred pupils 

with twenty-five boarders, and splendid results were obtained in music and studies; the 

blessing of God was manifest in fruits of piety, conversions and religious vocations. 

The Sydney Houses were also continuing their steady advance. The great feature 

of the year at Normanhurst had long been the Procession of the Blessed Sacrament 

through the convent grounds, on the feast of Corpus Christi, permission for which had 

been given by His Eminence Cardinal Moran in 1903. Permission to have Midnight 

Mass on Christmas Eve was obtained the same year. 

Corpus Christi was the Children’s Feast and was generally preceded by an 

excursion into the bush from which they returned ‘laden with blossoms and ferns’ with 

which to carpet the walks and adorn the bowers and arches for the Eucharistic King. At 

3 p.m. the procession started - the children all in white. First came the pupils of the 

neighbouring Convent of Mercy at Waitara, then Loreto girls, the little flower strewers 

with their baskets held by crimson sashes, the choristers, the nuns, the acolytes, and last 
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of all the Priest bearing the Blessed Sacrament beneath the gold embroidered canopy. 

Many visitors followed the procession. Two Benedictions were given in the grounds 

and the last in the school hall transformed into a chapel for the occasion. This ceremony 

was the great event of the year for the children and it kept fresh in their minds the 

sentiments expressed in the lines which Mother Gonzaga prefaced the early numbers of 

the “Blossoms”: 

“Dear children, take your flowers and fling them at His feet; 

He is the Lord of flowers, of all things fair and sweet.  

Oh! Let your flowers be emblems of holy thoughts and prayers 

That from your hearts are springing - for hearts alone He cares. 

More sweet than sweetest incense the thoughts of love that glow, 

The thrill of faith that mingles with every flower you throw”.218 

 

From Normanhurst also came the account of the first Reunion of Sydney Pupils, 

at which His Grace Dr. Kelly, Archbishop of Sydney presided. It was resolved to make 

the Reunion annual, and Mother Provincial counted on its taking as prominent a place in 

the maintaining of Catholic charities as had its predecessor in South Melbourne. As a 

matter of fact, years before the formal inauguration of the Reunion there, charitable 

works had drawn former Loreto pupils together. The following is an extract from the 

Editorial Notes of the Blossoms of 1889. “As was to be expected, the ‘ex-Loreto girls’ 

soon found out the existence of the Melbourne House and - - - showed the good old 

spirit by their energy in the association which Rev. Mother Gonzaga has founded there 

for charitable works. Speaking of charities, there are two we would suggest: St. 

Joseph’s Home for destitute children, in which there is already a Loreto Cot, and 

Nazareth House which shelters neglected little ones, besides the aged poor. Help these 

waifs and strays, good friends, for the sake of the Holy Babe of Bethlehem”.219 

Mother Provincial was not well enough to see much of the children this year but 

the cause of charity was always sure of enlisting her help as we see in the following 

letter: 

“My dearest Children, 

I have been wishing to go to the School to welcome you all back again, and to 

have a little talk with you about some things, interesting to you and to me. As I have not 

                                                 
218 ‘Eucalyptus Blossoms’ Dec. 1886 – 1899. 
219 ‘Eucalyptus Blossoms’ Dec. 1889 p.38. 



 

(416) 

been able to do so, I don’t like to defer any longer putting before you a good work that 

you can help by a few pence from your pocket money. If you deny yourself something 

in order to do it, so much the better. It will be an offering of love to Our Divine Lord 

who has said, “Whatever you do to the least of Mine you do to Me”. And surely these 

poor little children are His ‘least’, and the most to be pitied of God’s own. Besides, dear 

children, you who want for nothing through the goodness of Divine Providence, should 

desire to show your gratitude by doing something for those poor children who are in 

want of everything, home and friends, food and clothes and instruction of any kind. It 

would grieve me, my dearest children, to think any of you grew up in the midst of 

abundance, every want for soul and body supplied during your childhood and youth, 

and then to lead merely selfish lives, only thinking of your own comforts, amusement 

and satisfaction. But, please God, this will not be; you will learn, with all your other 

accomplishments, the noble and beautiful art of giving generously. The amount given is 

of little consequence, provided that it is given with a loving and generous heart and a 

desire to give more if it were possible. The art of giving is learned by giving. Only mind 

the pure intention - for God’s dear sake, with love and kindness for those who are less 

favoured - and your reward will be very great for all eternity. Do not look for any 

reward in this world. 

Believe me ever, my dearest children, 

Your affectionate Mother in Christ, 

Mary J. Gonzaga I.B.V.M.”220 

A work for the ‘least of God’s little ones’ was inaugurated in 1912, in the Loreto 

Past Pupils’ Free Kindergarten. Mother Provincial hastened to express her joy at the 

realisation of this most cherished wish. She speaks of it in her “Blossoms” letter, and 

also in an address to the Past Pupils Association, whose Reunion this year she was too 

unwell to be permitted to attend. 

“How glad and proud I felt when you told of the generous devotedness of many 

dear old pupils of Loreto who have co-operated with the Nuns in Albert Park and the 

kind ladies who have devoted their energies in so praiseworthy a manner to the 

founding of a Free Catholic Kindergarten which, with the blessing of God, has proved 

such a success. It is the first Catholic Free Kindergarten, I believe, in the State. I hope 

others may follow the good example, for what is taught children at an early age is never 
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forgotten. I wish we had a similar one in Ballarat. What pleased me particularly was that 

I heard that some of your assistant kindergarteners lead the little ones to the Church, 

after school, to pay a visit to Our Divine Lord. How pleased your good angels must be 

and how grateful the angel guardians of the children must be to see you help them in 

their office and, above all, how pleased Our dear Lord is to see those innocent little ones 

kneel before Him and raise their hands and eyes to Him on the altar, even though they 

say no word, their presence is a prayer dear to His loving Heart. 

Dearest children, persevere. You know it is only perseverance gains the crown. 

Try to get others to join you, so that willing workers or assistants may never fail. The 

work will do your own souls immense good and the day will come when the 

remembrance of the hours you spent teaching God’s little ones to be good will afford 

you more solid joy and satisfaction than all the time you spent in amusement or self-

indulgence”.221 

The letter to the Past Pupils is given in its entirety: 

“Loreto Abbey, 

Mary’s Mount,  

Ballarat. 

Eve of the Immaculate Conception, 1912. 

My dear old children, 

Children of the Past and no longer children except to your Mothers of whom I am 

one, what a pleasure and more than a pleasure it would be to me to be in your midst 

today. But as that cannot be I console myself by having a little talk with you by the aid 

of my pen - a poor substitute for a heart to heart talk. And now, what is uppermost in 

my heart to say to you? I think it is congratulation. I have been told by your good little 

Secretary that your numbers have increased, Deo Gratias! And I have heard from 

several of your good works and usefulness, Deo Gratias, again and again! For in every 

association for good it is quality that counts. One thoroughly earnest woman or girl 

working earnestly, generously with a pure intention, is a tower of strength, worth more 

than a host of careless intermittent workers. As Tennyson says of his young hero, 

Galahad, “His strength is as the strength of ten, because his heart is pure”. In working 

for God nothing is more necessary than a pure intention and a pure heart, for Our Divine 

Lord says the pure of heart shall see God. Seeing God in all their, works there will be no 
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self-seeking or pride in them. The next essential in a worker in a good cause - under the 

banner of Mary Immaculate - is Humility. It is an old-fashioned virtue, not much in 

vogue at the present day, and yet truly great men and women were and are humble, even 

in the domain of Science, Art, - Literature, the greatest never had any opinion of 

themselves. I bring this forward, my dear children, for I have known some great 

Associations wrecked for want of a little true humility, several wanting to be on top. 

Only one can be first and to be so is not always a sign of merit. Take a gold nugget and 

a bit of cork of the same size, throw both into a bowl of water, the nugget sinks to the 

bottom, the cork floats on top, which is the more valuable? - - Christina Rossetti says, 

‘the best of all work is silent work, the best of all charity is silent charity’. 

But I must give you some well merited praise, such never injures the humble soul, 

for she knows too well to Whom all praise is due, Who strengthens the weak and gives 

His grace to the humble. Since I saw you last you have many times rejoiced my old 

heart by the reports I have heard of you - the earnestness with which you have taken up 

some good work in the association of the Enfants de Marie and the Kindergarten and the 

little Bazaars that from time to time produce such good fruit. 

I believe you are at present engaged in working for one; may it be a success and 

greatly help. My children, I had such high hopes of you when we parted, you going out 

into the world where I could not follow you except in my thoughts and prayers; you can 

imagine how joyful I felt when I heard you made your life worth living. 

In a few days, the 10th of December, we shall celebrate the Feast of the Holy 

House of Loreto, once in Nazareth, where Mary Immaculate practised the most sublime 

virtues within the precincts of Home - that is where every woman and girl’s mission 

lies. In these days, when so many take up the noble profession of educating the young, it 

is not only necessary to study earnestly the various subjects of a thorough Education, 

but they must be made Practical by teaching in what is called a Practising School, and 

so prove a capability of teaching before going forth to teach in a wider sphere. Now, our 

Homes are our Practising Schools and it is there we can always practise those virtues 

which we may be called upon to teach by silent example in the midst of the World. Oh 

what a glorious mission each and every one of you has if you only realised it! How 

beautiful and happy you could make life - God’s grace aiding you through prayer and 

the Sacraments. And you, Children of Mary, have such help in that ever Blessed and 

Immaculate One, the Mother of God, and your Mother also - the last loving gift to you 

from Our dear Lord just before He died for you. He gave you in her an example - as a 
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young girl, “a lily among thorns”, as you should be in the midst of the world - as a 

mother, a wife, a widow, in all a model, a consolation to the sorrowful, a help to the 

weak. 

I shall end this letter already too long, by some words of the great Cardinal 

Newman about Our Lady: “Her holiness was such that if we saw her and heard her, we 

should not be able to tell those who asked us anything about her except simply that she 

was angelic and heavenly. Of course her face was most beautiful, but we should not be 

able to recollect any of her features, because it was her beautiful sinless soul which 

looked through her eyes - spoke through her mouth, and was heard through her voice - 

composed her all about, when she was still or when she walked, whether she smiled or 

was sad; her sinless soul, this it was which would draw all those to her who had any 

grace in them, any remains of grace, any love of holy things. There was a divine music 

in all she said and did - in her manner, air, her deportment that charmed every true heart 

that came near her. Her innocence, her humility and modesty, her unselfishness, her 

unaffected interest in everyone who came to her, her purity - it was these qualities 

which made her so lovable”. Study this picture of your beautiful mother, dear Children 

of Mary, until the resemblance to her grows upon you. Say a little prayer for your poor 

old Mother, whose journey on the way of life cannot be much longer. And I promise to 

pray for you when through Infinite Mercy I shall see God. I wish you all a happy 

Christmas and a New Year rich in blessings.  

Believe me ever your affectionate Old Mother in J.M.J. 

Mary Gonzaga Barry I.B.V.M. 

P.S. Won’t all who can come to the Retreat, I shall be so glad to see you.”222 

Practical devotion to “Mary our Model” is also the main theme of her Christmas 

letter to the children and in it too we find an intimation of the nearness of the end of her 

journey. 

“My Dearest Children, 

A Happy Christmas to you all, I wish and pray. A Christmas that will leave 

happiness in your hearts long after the festival has passed away. As sunset often makes 

the sky more beautiful than does the brightness of the noonday, so joys that have passed 

away are capable of affording us future pleasure in the remembrance if we have enjoyed 

them as our Heavenly Father meant us to do so. But these joys must be pure and 
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unselfish, having in them a large share of the happiness of others. When worldly 

pleasures are indulged in solely from a motive of selfish enjoyment, and one in which 

pride, vanity and other low motives form a part, they leave nothing after them but a 

shadow of regret. This is serious talk for a Christmas letter but, dear children, so many 

in the world look forward to Christmas-tide as merely a season of enjoyment quite 

oblivious of the cause that for all ages has made the world rejoice - the coming of our 

Infant saviour to redeem the world, to open for us the gates of heaven and to teach us 

how to get there by His example and word a first by His example, for the Eternal Word 

in the Stable of Bethlehem was silent. Yet how eloquently the Divine Babe’s silence 

spoke to the hearts of the poor and rich who visited Him. First the poor, who brought to 

Him the worship and adoration of loving hearts and secondly to the rich who, at great 

inconvenience and sacrifice, brought to Him their royal gifts. Tradition tells us they 

were given later by His Blessed Mother to the poor. How few, comparatively speaking, 

in the midst of festivities and amusements, think of the Babe of Bethlehem, to Whom 

they owe so much, or of the poor who could be made happy by their gifts. Of course, in 

many of our churches there are representations of the Stable of Bethlehem, but again, 

how very few kneel before them and reverently try to learn the lesson they teach, seeing 

the little weak hands of the Almighty One stretched towards us as if begging of us to 

give Him the one thing He values above all other gifts - the love of our poor hearts. 

Another lesson the Divine Child teaches us is His love for His Immaculate 

Mother. The Gospel tells where the Wise Men found the Child with Mary His Mother. 

Yes, you will always find Jesus with His Mother; she was with Him during the first 

hours of His mortal life in Bethlehem, as she was with Him during the last hours on 

Calvary, when He gave her to us as our Mother - the last gift of His loving heart - in 

heaven she is with Him, and for all eternity will be with Him. 

And here we may ask some questions of our Mother Mary. Children love to ask 

questions of their mothers at times, some very difficult to answer. Why did Our Divine 

Lord remain so long an infant and a child under obedience to His Blessed Parents? For 

many reasons, but we will consider two that chiefly concern us just now. One is the 

great lesson of submission and obedience to parents, and to those placed by God over 

us. Obedience, submission to authority, reverence are becoming yearly rarer in the 

world; all because the lessons Our Lord taught us in Bethlehem and Nazareth are not 

learned and practised as they should be. The Gospel says, ‘He went down to Nazareth 

and was subject to them’. 
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Are children and young people happier nowadays when they act so independently 

and seek to have their own way, and do their own will at all times? No, a thousand 

times no! The loving, reasonable deference to parents and others to whom reverence is 

due, always makes for happiness and “Sweet Content” - as perfect submission to the 

will of our all-wise Heavenly Father makes a paradise on earth. For what can hurt one 

who believes that everything is arranged for her good - as undoubtedly it is? 

Another reason for Our Divine Lord’s long years of submission in Childhood and 

Youth was to teach us a love and a reverence for children for His dear sake. Our Lord 

loved children. “Suffer the little children to come to Me” He said when the disciples 

would have sent them away. He bids all beware of giving bad example to little ones - 

thus teaching us to reverence the innocence and purity of childhood and to be careful of 

our words and acts in the presence of children, for their angels always see the face of 

their Father in heaven and will be witness against anyone who scandalises their charges. 

Is this sufficiently thought of by those who are careless in their conversation and 

manner before children or in the style of dress they select for them; or who take them 

into places where they see scenes calculated to tarnish the fair lily of their innocence or 

sully their white robe that at baptism they were told to keep pure and spotless during 

their life. Oh, dear old children of mine, some of you now mothers of those little ones, I 

appeal to you. And to you who are still children, try and keep your childlike heart 

always - always. Remember Our dear Lord has said to all, “Unless you be converted 

and become as little children, you cannot enter the kingdom of heaven”, and you will be 

all the happier for keeping your hearts young, pure and childlike. 

“The happiest heart is childlike 

It never quite grows old; 

It sees the sunset’s splendour, 

As it saw the dawning gold; 

It has a gift of gladness, 

Its dreams die not away, 

‘O what a foolish happy heart’, 

The worldlier people say.” 

Now, farewell, my dearest children! This may be my last letter to you, and no 

wonder if it is, seeing that next Christmas, if I be spared to see it, I shall have spent 

sixty happy years in trying to give what aid I could to the work of the education of girls 

in the schools of Loreto... Now, even at the risk of repetition “I will say, “Be good, my 
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girls, let who will be clever”. Be a comfort in your homes wherever they may be. Be 

useful, let no work that your hand can do to lighten the burden of others seem to you 

unworthy of your best efforts. Whatever your hand can do, do it earnestly; above all, be 

grateful and true to God, to our holy religion, to the Church, to the practices of piety 

you learned in your childhood, to prayer, to the Sacraments, so you will carry out in a 

thousand ways your school motto, “Fidelity”. Look often and lovingly on your model 

and dear Mother, Mary Immaculate. Keep close to her blue mantle in every danger, so 

you will breathe the pure, fresh air of heaven. Not alone, will you enter there, but by 

your sweet unobtrusive piety you will lead many with you; loved whilst living, missed 

when dead, you will leave after you a sweet remembrance, a light to guide many 

heavenwards. 

A happy Christmas to you, dearest children, and to all whom you love. May each 

year as it comes bring you new blessings and graces, is the prayer of your affectionate 

old mother in J.C. 

M.J. Gonzaga Barry I.B.V.M.”223 
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MOTHER M. GONZAGA BARRY 

 

CHAPTER 32 

1912 - 1913. 

VALUE OF SPIRITUAL THINGS. 

SCHOOL PROJECTS INTO LIFE. 

LAST VOYAGE. 

 

“I wish you all a holy and happy New Year - the holier you strive to make it, the 

happier you will be.224 I will pray to Our Lord tomorrow that it may be the beginning of 

the holiest and happiest year for all of you, my dearest children. Believe me, if you are 

truly holy, you will be truly happy, for the source of joy will be ever in your hearts and 

souls”. So did Mother M. Gonzaga in 1913 reiterate her childhood’s maxim, ‘To be 

good is to be happy’”. 

Never for a moment could those who knew her doubt that she valued spiritual 

things above all mental or material goods. “Let us all try to be saints”, was her most 

frequent recommendation. She writes from a newly-founded mission: “We are to have 

Mass, Confession, Benediction, Exposition same as in Ballarat!” To a Superior: “What 

arrangements have you made for Mass, Sacraments, etc. at N.? That is the most 

important thing to be seen to before you go there; you would not think of going without 

a chaplain being provided.” She wished her religious to be animated with the same 

desires, that they might not lightly forgo any spiritual advantage. 

She often reminded them that they were before all else religious and as such they 

should keep the end of their vocation steadily in view: “Every day put before you the 

end and aim of Religious Life, asking yourself with St. Bernard: ‘My soul, why did we 

come here?’ The losing sight of this is the cause why there are so few perfect religious. 

We get so taken up with exterior duties that we often forget the end for which we have 

attained what we aimed at as postulants. No duty, however important, can take the place 

of the grandly important duty of being a perfect religious and every duty, however 

trivial, can help to this great end. Let us not mind how our time is employed, but how 

we please the Master in Whose presence we labour and Who will be our ‘reward 

exceeding great’”. You are right to consider talents and accomplishments as only 
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secondary, for indeed so they are; they can be got with money, but not a true, holy 

religious. A long training as well as great grace is necessary to make the religious and 

we must try to give the training at least to our young nuns. If we only knew all great 

talents require great virtue to balance them and to make a good humble useful nun. Let 

Our Divine Lord be our model. Let us do our best in whatever employment He gives us 

and for His dear sake. Think of Him, living and working as ‘the Carpenter’s son’ for 

years. 

Trial and persecution were treasures worth having if they cultivated the spirit of 

charity, patience and humility. “It can do no harm if we only know how to possess our 

souls in peace, have patience and keep silence about anything said or done that might 

annoy us225 - - - Put your trust in God and fear nothing but to displease Him. I firmly 

believe immense good to the Institute will come out of it all. As for dear M... the kindest 

and truest friend she ever had could not do anything more to her advantage to make 

manifest her humility and true religious spirit.” 

On another occasion: 

“Our Sisters do much good work and get no encouragement. All the better for 

them, I suppose, as it leads to great purity of intention - working for God alone; but 

patience, patience! We are ‘no charity’ they say. But as long as we can.do a little charity 

we must not complain, and Our Lord Himself gives to us”. 

Intercourse with the world need be no hindrance to the interior spirit: “Although 

your busy life at present is so very different from that of the dear saint in her lonely 

tower by the sea,” she wrote of the feast of St. Barbara, “you can in many ways imitate 

her in her steadfast resolution not to allow any difficulties to keep her from God. Her 

solitude and prison walls were intended by the will of man to hinder her devotion. Your 

busy day and unavoidable intercourse with the world would be made use of by the 

enemy of all good to prevent you from having that loving intercourse and union with 

Our Divine Lord which form the Soul of Religious Life. But let the difficulties that you 

must constantly meet with make you turn constantly to God and place all your trust in 

Him alone. If others are pleased too, all well and good, but your aim was not that, but 

rather to have your life hidden with Christ in God”. 

She dreaded the introduction of anything like a worldly spirit and gave tests by 

which it might be detected: “If a spiritual duty of the children interferes with a lesson 
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and we regret it and feel it is a loss of time, that indicates some taint of worldliness in us 

- more of the school mistress, than the religious degenerating from our high vocation”. 

She summarised what she called “necessary qualifications in a teacher” when she 

wrote: “Only a very holy, zealous, cultured, well-read and experienced woman is fit to 

deal with parents, seculars in general, Sisters and children of the present day. Where 

shall we find all that?” 

In writing to a Superior concerning an exchange about to be made in the staff: 

“You ask for a ‘woman’ - the hardest thing of all to get! I have great hopes of our young 

nuns, but years must be given them to cultivate the great gift (or rather gifts) comprised 

in the title ‘woman’”. How well she succeeded in her training is best shown by the way 

her spirit is preserved among her daughters. 

Her humility led her to believe herself still a beginner in the virtues in which she 

strove to instruct others. On 24th July, 1912, she wrote: “Today is my 78th birthday and 

Baptism day. It is awful to think I am not better after all God’s mercies and graces to me 

for those 78 years!” “Humility, obedience, nothingness are what God works wonders 

with,” she said more than once. Perhaps it was because of her humility that God worked 

such wonders by her means. It was her darling virtue just as the violet, its emblem, was 

her favourite flower. She rarely gave an exhortation without dwelling on the beauty and 

necessity of this virtue. It was a characteristic of her early life and it grew stronger and 

deeper with her lengthened years. With all her varied gifts she was ever ready to take a 

suggestion from the lowliest ‘to learn from a little child’, as she said she had often done. 

Humility kept her sunny-hearted: “True humility and grief for sin bring 

cheerfulness”226, she wrote. “Oh: thirst for humiliation, the way to humility.”227 That 

she had this thirst was evident and when it was gratified by some big humiliation, her 

joyousness revealed her inner spirit. This it was which made her cheerfulness so 

unfailing and so contagious. Once when asked her favourite virtue she promptly replied, 

“Truth”. “But what about Humility, Mother?” “Truth is humility and humility is truth”, 

was the answer given with that decision in look and tone that carried conviction. 

To one very intimate friend who wished her not to spend so long in self-

examination and said: “Mother, what faults can you have to worry over?” She replied 

earnestly in the words of a rhyme which she often quoted: 

“It isn’t the thing you do, dear, 
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It’s the thing you leave undone 

Which gives you a bit of a heart-ache 

At the setting of the sun. 

The tender word forgotten 

The letter you did not write.  

And then she pointed almost hopelessly to the overwhelming pile of 

correspondence still awaiting her. 

It is to be regretted that Mother Mary Gonzaga left no notes of the lights received 

from God in prayer. The only spiritual memoranda which were found after her death 

consisted for the most part of Retreat resolutions (already quoted) and a few letters of 

direction from her confessor some of which have been used to illustrate earlier chapters. 

From the first letter which was written in 1889 when she had been very ill, it will be 

seen that the chief point that had to be kept before her was the necessity of taking care 

of her health: 

“You can hardly imagine what a consolation it is to me to hear you thank Our 

Lord so sincerely for this infallible token of His love (the cross). Trust everything to 

prayer. Be as conformed as possible; be as happy as possible. Leave yourself absolutely 

in the hands of those about you - of those who love you with more than earthly love. 

Indeed, I don’t think you’ll ever know at this side of the grave how sincerely they love 

you in Our Lord. Try, then, to be as a very little child in their hands. I don’t cease to 

pray for you and I get everyone I can to pray for you. We don’t want to let you Home 

for a long, long time yet. I am mistaken if you are not destined by Our Lord to do great 

things yet for the interests of the Institute in this new land. - - - Your Sisters tell me that 

up to this you have been a very model of simplicity - - - I am so glad that you assist 

(spiritually) every morning at my Mass at 7. But don’t make an effort... Sleep, if you 

can and you will have the merit of obedience into the bargain”. From another letter: 

“That Our Lord may give you an intense love for His Holy Cross is my fervent prayer. - 

- - If you write, let it be merely to tell me that you are taking every care of your health 

for the dear Institute - that you write as little as possible and that you sleep as much as 

ever you can”. 

Each retreat Mother Gonzaga looked upon as a new beginning in the spiritual life 

so that she might set to work anew “like a good novice” in the practice of virtue. In 

October 1912, she looks back to her youth with ever fresh gratitude for the graces 

received: “A quiet retreat such as you are making now is a well-spring of graces for the 
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soul,” she wrote. “You can concentrate your attention on your soul and then, looking up 

to God, no creature comes between you and Him. I have a vivid remembrance of some 

of those quiet retreats of my youth - - - they are calculated to give the interior spirit. I 

would enjoy such a retreat as you are having; but, indeed, my dear old friend St. Teresa 

got a very good one for me here last year before her feast, Deo Gratias! Pray for me that 

I may obtain constant recollection of God’s holy presence and the spirit of prayer and 

the interior life”. 

To another: “In the rush and hurry of new beginnings of the school year, be 

careful not to lose the graces of your late holy retreat”. “We begin school tomorrow, all 

glowing, I hope, with the spirit of the retreat and determined to be the ‘visible guardian 

angels of our young charges’ as we were told to be on a certain solemn occasion that we 

all remember.” “I want you to get this to welcome you out of retreat and to beg of you 

to preserve the fruits of it in sugar until the next. The best preserving sugar I know is 

constant sweetness in intercourse with all kinds of people, particularly our Sisters. 

Charity and Prayer cook the preserve and, with them, humility, obedience, and even the 

bitter fruits of poverty and mortification will keep and taste sweet”. 

“Charity and prayer”, these were certainly the helpers Mother M. Gonzaga chose 

in her domestic exhortations. Speaking on the feast of Our Lady’s Patronage 1912, she 

says: 

“This is the feast of Confidence in our Blessed Mother. We can test our trust by 

asking ourselves ‘In trouble or difficulty is my first thought, OH! I’ll go to my Mother 

Mary; I know she will help me’. We cannot please Our Divine Lord more than by 

loving His Blessed Mother. Out of 33 years of instruction, He didn’t think 30 too many 

to give to her. He felt He was teaching us a lesson that would be useful to us forever - - 

- To come from the abstract to the concrete, consider what we do and how we do it. Let 

us take our daily prayers. Could we count the number of Hail Marys we have said in our 

life? Perhaps we could count those said with our whole heart. Another prayer (an 

epitome of true and solid devotion to Our Lady) we often go through without much 

thought: ‘Hail holy Queen! Mother of Mercy’, what confidence we should have in her! 

St. Alphonsus says, ‘God must reserve justice to Himself, mercy He leaves to Mary! 

‘Our life’ and all its ‘sweetness’ comes from devotion to Mary. How different our lives 

would be if they were full of the sweetness of Mary. Then comes the pathetic cry of the 

poor exile, a sad thought, but we are raised out of it by the next words, ‘Turn - - thine 

Eyes of Mercy towards us’. The Eyes of Christ are her eyes and she can turn them on 
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the soul that invokes her. But when we pray we must mean what we say, else it is the 

foolish utterance of one who knows not what he speaks; ‘Show to us the blessed Fruit of 

thy womb’: How it should lift our minds above every sorrow to know that after it all our 

Blessed Lady will show Him to us. ‘Pray for us, O holy Mother of God’. That is another 

prayer. I wonder do we think what the ‘promises of Christ’ mean. What different 

creatures we should be if we said that prayer properly. We shall never know until we 

see her beautiful face and are taken up into her loving arms from how many dangers our 

Mother has saved us. 

“We fly to thy protection”. Do we really feel that we ask her to guard us, that we 

fly to her as the little bird to a shelter and ask her to hide us under her mantle? I do 

believe, my dear Sisters, that if we were to say these prayers carefully we would 

become gradually changed into the likeness of Jesus. Mary is our Mother. As a fond 

mother dresses her child in becoming garments, so Mary will deck us in the graces of 

her Divine Son. But we must pray. You may not feel sweetness in your prayers, either 

because you may not deserve it, or God may try you as He did the saints. This is serving 

God at our own expense. But then, He paid them back with interest. He gives the 

sweetness in consideration of our Weakness (just as children are given sugar sticks) and 

when the soul is firmly established in the right way, this goes... We don’t pray 

thoughtfully, therefore God leaves us. Let us say our daily prayers humbly, speak like 

reasonable creatures with understanding, and a great change will gradually come over 

our lives.”228 

On another occasion she said: “If you want to ask for a needle you first decide 

what kind of a needle you want; you would not be satisfied with a No. 10, when you are 

in need of a darner. Then you go and look for the person who can get it for you. When 

found you may have to wait some time and take some trouble to attract her attention, 

and you are best pleased if she will let you choose from many others the one that will 

suit you best. Oh! If we would only make the same effort to secure graces from God! 

But sometimes we rush into His presence without thinking what we want, we don’t even 

ask Our Lady to help us to find out, and then we feel quite hurt if we come away with 

our hands empty”. 

Mother M. Gonzaga’s love for Our Lady led her to devotion to St. Gabriel. 

Writing before his feast she says: “We should never forget St. Gabriel, Our Blessed 
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Lady’s Angel, to whom, after God, we owe the ‘Hail Mary’, a prayer more often said 

than any other in the world - would we always said it well! What a consolation it would 

be in our last moments! - - The more you think about St. Gabriel, the more you see how 

highly favoured he was by God. How he would desire all his clients to have a loving, 

practical devotion to Our Blessed Mother, with an always fervent recitation of the ‘Hail 

Mary’. I find dividing it into seven parts keeps one’s attention fixed upon it. Divide it 

yourself, and let me see if your idea is the same as mine. Five of mine are special graces 

given to Our Lady, and two petitions - but I should not have told you that until you did 

it for yourself”. 

Her invitation to the Ladies’ Retreat of January, 1913 was accepted by as many of 

her former pupils as could possibly get away from their homes. Many realised that they 

would not have many more opportunities of listening to her quiet voice as she explained 

to them the meaning of the problems of life and warned them against the many snares in 

which they might become entangled. The worldly spirit of outward show and vanity she 

pointed out as the essence of pettiness and meanness just as, in their school life, she had 

safe-guarded the school entertainments from any tendency to the untrue and vitiated 

taste of the modern stage. ‘May God grant none of ours will ever have concerts or plays 

but those that do good; there are enough that do evil. The educational value of the 

school stage is not to be under-rated; yet it is a factor to be used very sparingly, with 

much discretion and many precautions; the school performances of Mary’s Mount have 

served as no small aid in the educational work of the Institute”. 

“‘By their fruits you shall know them’: This text was developed into a plea for the 

guidance of those in a position to direct their own reading and the reading of others. 

“An author must be judged by his books,” she said. “His books are the fruit of his mind. 

If an author has written one bad book there must be something bad in his mind, and I 

would strongly advise you not to read any of his other books. Our Lord tells us that 

what is in the heart must come forth and I do not believe that a bad man can write a 

book that will do nothing but good. The evil in it may be hidden from many and yet 

may ruin one innocent soul. Believe me, if you avoid all doubtful books you will lose 

nothing”. 

“I shall be so glad to see you,” her invitation to the Retreat had said. Here was the 

attraction: “Dear Reverend Mother had such a frail little body,” one wrote, “and such a 

big mind and heart! I think my strongest impression of her - - the one that comes first to 

my mind - is her motherly love for us. I can see her now, standing in the entrance hall, 
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her dear little face abeam with love, welcoming arms stretched to their fullest, and the 

gentle old voice exclaiming: ‘Ah! My dear old child’. “All times found her full of love 

and charity; all good in me I owe to her.” So intent was she to aid her children on the 

upward path that a casual remark in a holiday letter would call forth a warning against 

turning aside into a dangerous path or, perhaps, warm praise for an effort in the right 

direction: “I am so pleased with you that I must write and tell you so. These have been 

the best holidays yet for you and, although they have not been perfect, they only show 

you how hard it is to do always the right thing in the midst of the temptations which 

abound in the world”229. Then a counsel how to act when in doubt: “Answer, with 

reflection in the presence of God and your good Angel. Write what you think you would 

be glad to have written if you had to die immediately afterwards. But don’t be 

scrupulous or over-cautious, remembering charity is truth and truth is charity - that is 

when your opinion is asked by one who has a right to ask it. You may trust me to 

understand and interpret everything in the best sense; we should only aim at mutual 

help, you and I”. 

“She brought gladness to everyone,” said another, “from the tiny child who laid 

its little hand in hers, to the saddened, way-worn woman. As in girlhood, so in after life 

she pierced the cloud and made us glad with a gladness that was full of peace. School 

troubles were dealt with gravely and gently and so were the greater troubles of after 

years. Nothing was too trifling to take to her and no cross, however heavy, but was 

borne more patiently and cheerfully after her loving voice had spoken. In our home and 

in our hearts is enshrined her memory as of a saint, so dear, so treasured, still guiding us 

on. Her loving, gracious influence is with us, and will remain throughout all time.” 

Her friendship is thus described: “From the worry and toil of life with all its 

unhealthy excitements, you would go into her presence and a wave of peace would 

come over you. The charm of her manner and the strength of her personality is 

indescribable. With her dear hands loosely folded on her lap, she would sit by you and 

talk. On her face there seemed a flicker of a smile but the brown eyes were usually 

serious and far seeing, especially when she was giving advice, as though she were 

explaining something that was passing before her vision. I can safely say I never left 

dear Rev. Mother’s presence without fervent thanksgiving that I was allowed to know 

her as my friend and today it is the most cherished memory of my life. She had the mind 
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of a child; and the intellect of a theologian. Nothing was too lowly for her notice or too 

trivial for her sympathy. She was a true woman: (I can think of no more beautiful 

description than that) - and to train the minds and hearts of those of whom she had the 

charge, to be the same was her highest ambition”. Her silent example was perhaps the 

strongest factor in the influence of her personality. “I used to watch Rev. Mother when 

she came into the church,” remarked the lady artist who helped with the decorations 

there. “There she would kneel, absorbed in prayer, her sweet face standing out like a 

canvas from her dark veil. She always seemed to me to be raised above all earthly 

things”. 

The 1913 Ladies’ Retreat over, Mother Provincial resumed her domestic 

exhortations to the Sisters. That given on Septuagesima Sunday (which this year was as 

early as the Feast of the Holy Name) shows how saturated she was with the spirit of the 

Church. 

“Preparations for Lent have come upon us as a surprise. So the things of this 

world (and especially Death) come on us with suddenness. This teaches us to be always 

prepared. Last year is past - cast into the Gulf of Eternity to meet us on the everlasting 

shore. How many opportunities we have had! One by one they presented themselves as 

angels from heaven showing us the Divine Will. What if we turned away from them - 

even a few times? All that is gone into eternity; we can never bring it back. But we can 

make a vigorous effort like a person who, on a journey, having sat down to rest 

overlong, bestirs himself and walks more quickly than before. If called away at the end 

of last year we might have had some regrets. Now God has given us the beginning of a 

new year and what a glorious opportunity we have of repairing the past. How good, how 

kind, how patient is our Jesus! Let us think carefully in our hearts of what we ought to 

do this year - from a noble feeling of gratitude. I often stop to reflect on those words we 

say over and over again in the Office: “Incline unto mine aid, O God!” Now if God 

inclines to our aid, what need we fear? But the other part is more astonishing. It is only 

Holy Church that allows us to use the words: “O Lord, make haste to help me!” It is one 

of those wonders of the spiritual way, which from their frequency cease to be wonders. - 

- - And now your pleasant vacation is drawing to an end like all things pleasant and 

unpleasant. It is not always the pleasant days that in the retrospect look brightest, but the 

day on which you went against self to do a kind act. It is never such or such a duty that 

comes between you and God; neither is it any person. God has made use of that person 

in a special way to lead you on to Him - that you may do all the good you can for such. 
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To overcome natural inclination for or against is an act of preference of the love of God. 

And do you think Our Lord will look on at the effort without smiling and giving grace 

to the soul, not at the time perhaps, but when needful? How happy the soul who looks to 

God in all things! One year of such work is worth a hundred years of self-seeking. And 

what about an eternity of nearness to Him? It is well that God does not allow regrets to 

enter Heaven, else many souls would be very, very unhappy there, thinking of all they 

could have done for God. The earnest desire to please Him, the work done for Him, are 

the joys and pearls that last forever. - We must act on our knowledge, weave it into our 

web of life. The time is before us; Our Lord’s grace is at hand; Our Blessed Lady’s love 

is there for us. The Blessed Angels and Saints are waiting to help us, but we must call 

them to our aid and our own dear Angel always by our side. We ought to keep him busy 

carrying messages up to heaven. If we do this, we shall lead the spiritual life”. 

On 11th April Mother M. Gonzaga welcomed Most Rev. Dr. Shiel, Bishop of 

Rockhampton who had but lately returned to Australia with Dr. Mannix, the newly-

appointed coadjutor to the Archbishop of Melbourne. The prelates had landed at 

Adelaide on Holy Saturday, paid a visit to the Norwood Loreto, and continued their 

journey to Melbourne overland so as to arrive on Easter Sunday morning. 

Early in the year Mother Provincial issued a circular naming special intentions to 

be prayed for in the ten Australian Houses: “For the next nine days the Sisters will be 

very earnest in praying for the following intentions. They will make a visit each day to 

Our Divine Lord in the Blessed Sacrament, begging of Him to be graciously pleased to 

grant their petitions for love of His dear Immaculate Mother, whose children we all are. 

(1) That each of our ten Communities in Australia may become every day more pleasing 

to the Sacred Heart by the practice of charity, humility, obedience, silence, patience, 

cheerfulness, zeal for religious perfection and for the souls of all with whom they come 

in contact - for love of Our dear Lord. (2) For our Novitiate, that it may be a school of 

perfection where all will learn to be Saints and useful members of the Institute. (3) For 

an increase of children in all our schools”. Then follow some special requests, notably 

for the success of the General Chapter to be held at Rathfarnham in the following 

August.230 

It was not thought probable that Mother Provincial would be summoned to the 

General Chapter on account of her failing health. But at the other side of the globe many 
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hearts were desiring her presence as was evident from the letters she received: “I am 

longing to see you, dearest Mother, and perhaps Our Lord will hear our prayers that you 

may be able to come. Reverend Mother General speaks of you frequently and is hoping 

against hope”. 

Since her first visit to Europe in 1887, her return was looked forward to by an 

ever larger circle of friends in the Old World, whose esteem and affection for her were 

increased by her continuous correspondence. 

As far as her own plans were concerned, Mother M. Gonzaga left herself 

completely in the hands of God and of her superiors. Still, it was something of a 

surprise to her when, about the middle of March, she received a cable from the Mother 

General, “Come, if you can”. She at once set herself to obey with the most perfect trust. 

It seemed a coincidence, if it were not rather a supernatural foresight which made her 

put up a little while before, for the consideration of her nuns in Mary’s Mount, the 

following lines: 

     “TRUST” 

“I cannot see, with my small human sight,  

Why God should lead this way or that for me; 

I only know He hath: ‘Follow Me!’ 

But I can trust. 

 

I may not draw aside the mystic veil 

That hides the unknown future from my sight, 

Nor know if for me waits the dark or light; 

But I can trust. 

 

Preliminaries for the approaching voyage were soon arranged. M.M. Stanislaus 

Mulhall (then Mistress of Novices) was elected as companion. As on the last journey 

M.M. de Sales Field went also, Mother M. Gonzaga needing her devoted care more than 

ever. On 5th May, the three Mothers left Mary’s Mount. It was a hurried exit at the end 

and Rev. Mother had but a short time to visit the school for a general goodbye. From the 

train, however, with her usual thoughtfulness, she wrote a letter telling the children how 

grieved she was at the hurried departure. Next morning a warm welcome greeted the 

tired travellers at the Adelaide Loreto. Mother M. Gonzaga was all brightness as they 

passed through the ranks of children who lined the avenue from the entrance gate. The 
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train journey had been very trying to her. After a rest however, she was as cheery as 

usual, though it was evident she was not at all well, that was all that was generally 

known; her spirit of mortification kept all the rest hidden. She devoted herself to the 

community, to the many visitors who came as soon as it was known she was in 

Adelaide and to the children. The latter had prepared a little ‘Welcome’ and, not to 

disappoint them, she went to the school for it and remained some time talking to them 

and asking their prayers for a safe journey to and from Ireland for herself and her 

companions. To this request there was a hearty response, for the children loved her. 

Though her time was so short she gave a private interview to each Sister and left 

everyone consoled and happy. 

However, a sudden attack of weakness, just before leaving Norwood for Outer 

Harbour to join the S.S. “Malwa” filled every heart with anxiety as to the effect of the 

voyage to Perth, for the coastal trip is the most trying part of the voyage. The vessel left 

Adelaide on 8th May and St. Michael was earnestly invoked for a safe journey. It was 

an immense relief when “Safe and well” was wired from West Australia. Later letters 

told of the welcome at Osborne on 12th May when the travellers had a few hours rest 

before resuming the voyage. Rev. Mother seemed to bear up wonderfully and was 

winning and gracious as ever. M.M. de Sales’ visit was also a joy to her many old 

friends, for she had been Superior there from the time of its foundation. 

Mother Provincial sent loving messages to the different communities and thanked 

those with whom she had stopped for her pleasant time with them. This was always her 

custom - as if she alone were a debtor for the pleasure of the visit. “Now what shall I 

say to all after the happy and very happy time I had with you? Only this: ‘May God 

bless and reward you everyone, here and here-after’. Ten thousand loves to each and 

all.” Again: “I really enjoyed my time with you all. I felt very happy; you were all so 

responsive to anything I suggested. Love to all and grateful thanks”. 

The voyage ended without notable incident - the travellers reached Loreto Abbey, 

Rathfarnham and were received with loving welcome. Mother Gonzaga’s precarious 

health made her at once the object of most tender care and solicitude. Occasional bad 

attacks showed that she was nearing the term of her long life though through all she 

kept her bright, joyful spirit. A host of letters reached her for the feast of St. Aloysius 

from her children across the seas and from friends nearer home. Writing to Australia on 

25th June she says: “I am only allowed to write a card this mail. My stern superiors 

restrict my writing within very narrow limits, but I must thank most gratefully for your 
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letter and all those of the dear Sisters and especially for the many prayers. All helped to 

make my feast very happy. Trust in God and your heavenly protectors and all will be 

well”. Another card dated 21st August reads: “Loreto Convent, Gorey. You will see by 

above that I am once more in my dear first convent home. I hope to spend the 60th 

anniversary of my entrance here. The two Mothers and self arrived in Gorey 16th 

August at 6 o’clock p.m. and the retreat began at 8.30, so not much time for talk with 

old friends. We return to Rathfarnham 30th D.V. No date yet fixed for our return to 

Australia, find it hard to get suitable berths, tried in July - - - Don’t think I shall be able 

to stop more than the time boat remains in port”. (This was in answer to a request to 

break her journey and remain in West Australia till next boat). “Thank all with love for 

letters. Keeping them for joy after retreat.” In another note written later: “I spent a 

happy fortnight in Gorey, celebrated in retreat the 60th anniversary of my entrance into 

that holy House, and went through the devotions necessary to gain the Universal 

Jubilee. I hope I did gain it”. 

M.M. Gonzaga spoke with gratitude of “the tender loving kindness of our 

merciful God” to arrange that I should spend my jubilee day (24th August) in Loreto 

Gorey, the very convent where I had spent such happy years of girlhood and where I 

had entered, sixty years before; as a postulant”. She often said, “first loves never die” 

and Gorey still held the same place in her affection as it had in the early years of her 

religious life. It was another graciousness she felt that her jubilee day should fall during 

the annual retreat so that she might spend the anniversary, according to her heart’s 

desire, in undisturbed communion with the Heavenly Spouse for Whom she had so 

zealously laboured. The Community of Gorey, however, were by no means disposed to 

allow such an occasion to pass unnoticed, and at the close of the retreat the event was 

right royally celebrated. Being vacation, the boarders and day-school pupils were 

absent. The only pupils who took part in the rejoicings were the poor children of the 

National School, children especially dear to Mother Provincial. They gave her a concert 

and she insisted on giving a party to her young entertainers and delighted in the scene in 

the convent garden when the terrace slopes were covered with tiers of bright-faced 

children who fully appreciated the dainties set before them. 

On the return of M.M. Gonzaga to Rathfarnham at the end of the month, a second 

celebration of the Jubilee was held.231 And what of the pupils of her convents across the 
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seas? For them the day was one of joy and thankfulness but of wistful yearning for their 

Mother’s return. An extract from one of her replies to their congratulatory letters shows 

how they were received: “I wanted to thank you for the remembrance of a Jubilee that, 

as it is past and gone, I hope will be forgotten before I arrive in Australia. I certainly 

remembered you affectionately on that feast. I feel so grateful to you for your prayers 

and affectionate letters. They bring joy to my heart”.  

On 14th November the travellers began their homeward journey to Australia. En 

route Mother Provincial wrote her letter for the “Blossoms”: 

“S.S. “Mooltan”, 

near Aden. 

1st December, 1913 

My Dearest Children, 

When, many years ago, I promised you an annual letter for the “Eucalyptus 

Blossoms” so long as I was able to write one, I thought I should, long ere this, be where 

letters are neither written nor received. Yet here I am writing to you, of all places in the 

world, from the Red Sea, near desolate-looking Aden - - where, because the trees were 

cut down and none planted in their place, the want of rain is so felt that were it not for 

some ancient reservoirs, or tanks - still in good preservation - the inhabitants would be 

badly off for fresh water. These reservoirs are called “Solomon’s Pools”, although what 

Solomon had to do with them is not quite clear!’ One thing is certain; Aden is a warning 

to Australians to preserve their forest trees. This is my eighth visit to Aden, and every 

time it has been a new wonder to me how people could choose to live in such a place for 

the sake of getting a little more money, rather than in some of the beautiful countries of 

Europe, with less of this world’s goods. What amount of more money could repay years 

of life spent there! 

There is one thing in Aden, though, that merits our admiration; it is the heroism of 

those who for God’s dear sake sacrifice home and country, with all their beautiful 

surroundings in order to teach these poor children of the East to know God and all that 

He has done for their immortal souls - and to give them the blessed hope of the beautiful 

home He has prepared for them in the fair land of Heaven, if they lead pure and holy 

lives in this world. 

The only recompense these heroic men and women look forward to is the glad 

welcome they will receive when Our Divine Lord calls them to Himself, and they hear 

“Well done, good and faithful servant, enter into the joy of thy Lord!” 
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The word welcome reminds me, dear children, of the welcome that I and the Nuns 

with me, missed by not being able to reach Ballarat in time to celebrate with you the 

Feast of Our Lady of Loreto. We did our best to secure berths for our rather large party; 

but, although we applied as early as July, we could not succeed until we at last got 

placed in the S.S. “Mooltan” - a splendid boat. It is a disappointment to have to arrive 

so late, almost Christmas Eve, when you will all be away for the holidays. It was a 

disappointment, too, not to be able to stay for some time at our dear Convents en route; 

but truly life is full of disappointments, as you will find when you grow older - and the 

right thing to do is to meet them bravely, and to accustom yourselves from your early 

years not to give way to brooding over “what might have been” - or to useless regrets 

that can in no wise mend matters - but, in the spirit of Faith, and Hope and Love, strive 

to have that childlike trust in God, 

“That hears a Father’s voice in all, 

Directing for the best”. 

    and pray 

“For the peace of a perfect trust, 

That looks away from all, 

That sees His Hand in everything, 

In great events and small”. 

Your prayers, dear children, and those of so many good and holy people offered 

for us travellers, have been graciously heard, and our voyage has so far been 

wonderfully good. We have met with nothing but kindness on sea and land and if we 

could have accepted all the invitations from Convents in the Old Land to go and spend a 

little time in each, the New Year would be far advanced before we arrived home. Here 

let me mention the kindness of Eva and Bessie Gilchrist, old Mary’s Mount pupils, now 

in London. They met us on our arrival in June and, as one of our Nuns remarked, “did 

everything for us”, taking us to our kind hostesses, the Nazareth Nuns, and looking after 

business matters for us. They were to the fore also when we visited London on our way 

back to Australia, taking several of our party of young people to see the sights of 

London and accompanying us to and from the boat. 

Julia Young, Naomi Bell and Emily Freeman were also with us, while Lena 

Donnelly (Mrs. Coghlan), herself too ill to come, sent her little son to see us, and Miss 

Susan Gavan Duffy, ever faithful, came from Nice to Marseilles to spend a few hours 

with us. 



 

(438) 

St. Michael, on whose Feast we began our long journey last May, has taken good 

care of us. You know he is a friend of our dear Lady’s Institute. Just before leaving 

Ireland, I had a letter that gave me much pleasure, telling me that a number of poor little 

children in one of our Irish Convents would say 200 Hail Marys every day until they 

heard we were safely landed in Australia. I have great faith in the prayer of children 

especially if they are poor and very young. God grants their petitions very quickly, I 

believe. 

And now dear children, although I have already thanked you for all your prayers, 

cards, and spiritual bouquets, (I include not only my children in Victoria, but equally 

you, my children in New South Wales, in West and South Australia, in Queensland, 

Tasmania and New Zealand). I had hopes of being able to thank you in person on 

arriving in Australia. That cannot be now for some time, as before we meet, Christmas 

will have come and gone, and a New Year will have begun. I shall in the meantime pray 

most earnestly that the Divine Babe of Bethlehem may bless you all, your Priests, your 

homes, all whom you love - with happiness of the truest kind - that He, the Source of 

our joy, may enter your hearts and dwell there, bringing with Him that peace and 

content which all passing joys of this world can never give. 

I am, as ever, though a little weary of the watery highway, 

Your affectionate Old Mother in J.M.J., 

Mary J. Gonzaga I.B.V.M.”232 

She owns to being “a little weary”, that is all; no mention of the painful malady 

that made the journey one long torture. The parting with her friends in Ireland had been 

a sad one, for all knew they would never see her again. To her brother John it must have 

been a keen ordeal and one felt no less keenly by herself; but both had brave hearts, 

accustomed to sacrifice everything for God. Nearly all the other friends of her early 

years had “gone Home” before her. Often when illness deprived her of sleep, she would 

count all the friends she would meet in heaven, those whom she had known on earth as 

well as the saints of God. One morning she was rejoicing at the great number of 

heavenly friends she had discovered; “and they will be so glad to welcome me”, she 

said smiling. 

She looked to all the saints throughout the cycle of the Christian year to help her 

on the way to heaven and was delighted when Holy Church added a new member to the 
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roll; “I never met such a man for speed”, she once remarked. “His patron ought to be St. 

Expedite, the new saint whose motto is ‘Hodie’. We saw a life-sized statue of him at 

Lourdes, with his toes nearly kissed off”. 

“Almost Christmas Eve”, indeed 23rd December it was before Mother M. 

Gonzaga arrived in Ballarat and that with only a few hours rest at the Australian ports. 

A further disappointment met her at Adelaide, for owing to the late arrival of the 

“Mooltan” it was impossible even to visit the Norwood Loreto, thirteen miles distant. 

The Superior and two other Sisters were at Outer Harbour waiting for the boat’s arrival, 

but even when it approached the pier it was a considerable time before they could get on 

board. Mother M. Gonzaga stood at the rail on deck smiling a welcome to the Sisters 

only a few feet away. Afterwards she was bright and chatty, full of interest in local 

details, enquiring about the children and their annual entertainment. When she heard 

that it had been held in September instead of Christmas she exclaimed joyfully: “Thanks 

be to God! I have been wishing for that for a long time, that all our convents would do 

as we have done in Mary’s Mount - have an entertainment at some other time during the 

year, but not in busy December. I am so glad you have done this”. 

All through that evening she was particularly active, devoting herself to the 

Sisters. She took them to the saloon for tea before they left to catch the train to the city, 

waited upon them herself and showed them all her wonted kindness. Saying goodbye 

she gave them a loving letter to the Adelaide community striving to make up for the loss 

of the visit. Then she stood at the rail again watching the Sisters on shore till they 

passed out of sight. It was the last time she was to see Adelaide. 

On 22nd December the “Mooltan” reached Melbourne and the travellers remained 

at Albert Park till the next day when they arrived in Mary’s Mount to share the 

Christmas joys with all who had gathered to welcome them in the Alma Mater. 
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MOTHER M. GONZAGA BARRY 

 

CHAPTER 33 

1914 - 1915 

DIAMOND JUBILEE MEMORIAL. 

EXHORTATIONS AND LETTERS. 

LAST ILLNESS AND HAPPY DEATH. 

 

Although Mother Provincial’s beaming gladness made some suppose that the 

voyage had given her a new lease of life, those to whom she was under obedience to 

reveal the state of her health knew that rest and quiet were essential. The proposed 

Jubilee festivities therefore, were not held, but a more permanent memorial of the event 

had been devised. One of her dearest wishes was to see 

Mary’s Mount building completed by an additional 

storey and a frontage giving verandah and balconies 

which with their monastic stone pillars would make the 

building as she said “a real convent”. A presentation for 

this work was made to her on 9th January, 1914, at the close of the Ladies’ Retreat 

when many friends and former pupils were present. The work was begun at once, so she 

was able to see it in progress and nearing completion before her call came. 

Although there was no public celebration of the Jubilee, Mother 

M. Gonzaga had souvenir pictures printed that she might be able to 

send one to each of her friends. With one packet she says: “I wish I 

could write all your names on the little Jubilee souvenirs - but they are 

written in my heart and I won’t forget you before Our Lord these holy 

days”. Her writing was restricted by obedience to absolutely necessary 

correspondence. How great a task this still imposed on her is told in a 

few words which escaped her: “I may truly say that never in all my life have I been so 

overwhelmed by correspondence as I have been since I returned home last December. 

Although at times it is wearisome, I should rejoice at that, as it is one of the very few 

things I can do to help the dear Sisters in their strenuous work for Our Divine Lord in 

the Modern Crusade of Education”. 

A Melbourne newspaper gave the following sketch of Mother Mary Gonzaga’s 

Diamond Jubilee. 
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“The Tribune”, 22nd January, 1914. 

“We have, all of us, at times, I suppose, felt in certain company and under certain 

influences how very near we got to the ineffable sweetness of heaven. A friend of mine, 

who has lately been through the annual Retreat at the Ballarat Convent at Mary’s 

Mount, gave me a charming description of a week she spent there. The Reverend 

Mother there is a very wonderful personality. For that matter, my experience is that all 

the Superiors of convents are that. They have so purged out the selfishness of the flesh, 

and have imbibed so much of the higher spiritual atmosphere of the saints, in whose 

converse they breathe, that one feels, as it were, half translated in their presence. 

But this Ballarat lady is a queen amongst queens. For one thing, she is over 80 

years old. She has just celebrated her Diamond Jubilee as a Nun. Think of what that 

means. Think of the long years of prayers, penances, sacrifices, offerings to God, 

suppressions of self, works for the community. 

From what I learn, this wonderful old lady, was professed in Loreto Abbey, in the 

County of Wexford, in August of 1853. That is a lifetime ago, isn’t it? She brought out 

seven Loreto Nuns and founded Mary’s Mount in July 1875, 22 years after her 

profession. 

It was in Dr. O’Connor’s time. Both the Bishop and the new Reverend Mother 

had their work cut out for them. She was then only a little over 40 years old and was a 

perfect magazine of spiritual and business energy. 

The first Mass in her new home was said on 24 September, 1875. 

Picture such a woman, full of zeal on the spiritual side of her character; and then 

add to that picture a literary and business capacity such as might have adorned a Prime 

Minister and you have Reverend Mother Mary Gonzaga Barry of the Loreto Order in 

Ballarat. 

Dr. Higgins did himself and his subject full justice in making to the Reverend 

Mother a presentation on the occasion of her Jubilee. Aged as she is in years, she has a 

girl’s alertness and buoyancy and she has just returned from a business visit to the old 

country, bringing home with her, teachers with the highest credentials from the 

academies of Europe. 

His Lordship truly said that the biography of such a woman, if it could be given in 

detail, would be the glorification of the best graces of humanity. Many trifles make 

good manners but good manners are no trifle. So is it with the thousand little thoughtful 

kindnesses that make up the aroma of a lovable character. They are sometimes trivial in 
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their minuteness, but such a character has nothing trivial in it. 

Reverend Mother Mary Gonzaga Barry came out here, as I have said, some thirty 

years ago, bringing with her a few Nuns, with whom she founded Mary’s Mount at 

Ballarat. There were only seven of them at the start - seven physically weak women - 

and she, their chief, the tiniest mite amongst them. Now she has ten other Convents of 

her Order. God knows how many Nuns altogether. I suppose not fewer than a couple of 

hundred. And every one of them hard at work teaching, either in the primary or the 

higher schools. 

They have two houses in Ballarat, one at Portland, one at Albert Park, one at 

North Sydney, one at Normanhurst, (N.S.W.) two at Perth, one at Hamilton, and another 

in Adelaide. These are her spiritual family. She is the mother of many children. Ah, yes! 

Children who love her as few children of the flesh love their parents. 

They tell me that, intellectual giant as she is, her distinguishing trait is her 

humility. Her Retreat talks are models of eloquence, but she so clothes them in familiar 

dress and delivery as to command rather the rapt attention of listeners than excite the 

admiration of her hearers. That is her art. 

One of them said to me - “She is the joy and queen of our Home”. She was not a 

genius who blossomed in a day, like Jonah’s gourd. She developed gradually into what 

is considered by her spiritual associates as a perfect model of the spiritual and temporal 

ruler. She belonged, as I am told, to a family of bankers, and she inherited their talent 

for finance. 

Next to her humility, comes her simplicity, and after that a capacity for sinking 

self that is almost phenomenal. Every one’s welfare must be studied before her own. 

This is seen when reverses, as they do, overtake any of her Loreto children. Then all the 

charity of her motherly heart is lavished. Thousands of children have been gratuitously 

taught in the primary schools by these Nuns of hers, and hundreds of cultured ladies 

owe their positions in society today, because she took them away from a frowning 

world, and put the smile of God in their hearts and a high class culture into their minds. 

Truly, it is a wonderful life, that of these Catholic vestals! The world can no more 

understand it than an infant can comprehend the differential calculus. The world grieves 

over a beautiful girl who, leaving wealth and ease, takes the veil. It exclaims - “What a 

terrible sacrifice!” Yes, that girl has given up the world! Given it up - given up its hopes 

and its pleasures! But for what? That is just what the world in its blindness never sees. 

Given up the world for God. Given up delusion for reality. Given up the shadow for the 
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Substance! Given up the disappointments of time for the certainties of eternity. 

Rev. Mother herself, has a custom of discoursing on this sometimes. Yes, she 

admits, the life of a nun is hard! Sometimes it is very hard. She has to do many things 

which are irksome to her; and she has to refrain from many things which would be very 

delightful to her. She can feel that every day of her life. She has to rise early in the chill 

winter mornings at the call of “Benedicamus Domino”, and her tasks are often petty and 

uninspiring, smacking of drudgery, frequently menial. 

All that is true. Ladies of the highest culture and refinement come from bright and 

beautiful homes, sometimes giving up titles, to take up this role. And why do they 

remain? There they are. The doors are open. They can leave at any moment they choose. 

But the world beckons to them in vain. The allurements which it promises beyond the 

walls dazzle them not. Only their distant echoes penetrate to the sanctuaries where these 

holy lives are expended in toils, and find no response there. There is no Circean music 

in them. And why? Why is it that a life of apparent humdrum monotony within the 

convent’s walls is sweeter than anything which the most brilliant fascination of the 

world can offer? It is the divine motive, the same which led the early martyrs joyfully to 

the lions. 

That is the problem over which the wisdom of the world finds itself at fault. In its 

foolishness it talks of bolted doors and locked cells, and barbed wire entanglements; and 

tries to persuade fools that the nun, once captured, is a caged bird. But in this, and in 

many other things, the world knows that it is lying. 

So Reverend Mother puts it - The doors are Open. The great throbbing life beyond 

beckons with smiles. The Sisters are free to leave their enclosure. But they remain. 

Why? The answer is one that the world cannot understand. It is the “Call of the Cross!” 

“If you would be My disciple, leave all thou hast, and take up thy cross and follow Me!” 

Now, the world tells us that it can quite comprehend the “Call of the Bush!” “The 

Call of the Sea!” “The Call of the Wild!” “The Call of the Arctic or the Antarctic!” All 

of these calls mean the abandonment of the soft comforts of civilisation, and the getting 

back of the man to his aboriginality. The world smiles at what it thinks as eccentricity, 

but understands it. But it cannot understand the “Call of God!” 

And yet, on the ground of reason alone, this “Call of God” is infinitely the most 

profitable call. The “Call of the Bush” satisfies the yearnings which seek rather to 

commune with the freedom of unconventional life. There is nothing in it which touches 

the great cords of existence - no laying up of riches for a brighter tomorrow. 
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But this “Call of God” to the soul which can hear and respond to it is a summons 

to undertake a toilsome journey to the Palace of Everlasting Base. The end is Infinite 

Good. Blessed indeed, is the lot of those who have heard the call and understood it. 

I spoke a while ago about the sense of a nearness to God. I think of the words of 

St. Augustine, who said that as we came out from God nothing less than a return to Him 

can satisfy the soul’s cravings. If I were asked where I would look, if on a quest for a 

perfect woman, I should reply - “In a Convent”. 

Amongst our nuns you can scarce meet with a disappointment. I have heard a 

visitor to Loreto remark - “One cannot converse a minute with any nun there without 

instantly feeling she is in the presence of the most gentle culture and refinement; and all 

illuminated by a divine motive”. 

That is the spirit, the tone, with which this wonderful Reverend Mother Mary 

Gonzaga Barry has created as the native atmosphere of the place. Every nun is 

essentially a gentlewoman, in the sense in which Newman defined a perfect gentleman 

as one on whom the courtesies of life sit naturally, careful to please, studious never to 

needlessly offend. But that is not all. The woman of the world may be a gentlewoman 

too. But there is this difference, that in the nun you feel you are speaking to one whose 

motives are on another plane from those of the best woman of the world. She has given 

up all for God. She has made the great renunciation. She has an unction in her life that 

is all her own. That is how we feel this nearness to God when in their company. I have 

felt it a hundred times. I have heard others say the same. 

But I have let my vagrant reflections run away with me. Reverend Mother’s 

Jubilee presentation was worthy of her. They gave her nearly £1200 towards the 

completion of the building; and they gave the dear kind soul a concert that shook the 

convent roof in its merriment and its Irish sentiment. It was the end of a week’s Retreat, 

when the spirit of God came down and joined in their innocent mirth in an especial 

manner, and the Octogenarian Mother showed that her heart was as full of joy as were 

any of the Novices who sat around”.233 

Mother M. Gonzaga’s deafness prevented her from being distressed by any words 

of praise uttered in her presence, and when she read the article from which the above 

extracts are taken, she did not attribute any of it to herself. She sent a grateful letter to 

the author, in which she says: “I should have written to you before, to thank you for that 

                                                 
233 ‘The Tribune, A Journal of Catholic Information and Literature’ Melbourne, 24 Jan. 1914. 



 

(445) 

beautiful portrait of a true Religious that my late jubilee called forth. It is true I could 

see no resemblance to myself in it, nor could those who know me best. Still it did me 

good to read it, as it set forth what I ought to be, and stimulated me to live up to the 

beautiful ideal nun your pen painted. It is good for the poor old world to get a glimpse 

of such ideals, especially at the present time when it seems to grow daily more 

materialistic and pagan”. To his wife she wrote the same day: “You must think me very 

ungrateful not having written to you before now. But indeed my very dear friend, my 

heart was full of gratitude, and my thoughts were often with you since you left us after 

the retreat... We often speak of the enthusiastic and unselfish way in which you exerted 

yourself and urged others to make the commemoration of the jubilee such a happy 

memory. May God bless and reward you a hundredfold for your disinterested charity 

and kindness to the little old woman who can do nothing for you in return, but pray for 

you and hold you dear as long as I live and after in the Life to come. It was only the 

other day I read the essay on “What a true nun ought to be!” (The real title was 

“Glimpses of Paradise, a Great Nun!”, but Mother Gonzaga disclaimed all reference to 

herself). “Our Sisters have spread it over five continents and I hope it may show many 

how a Catholic gentleman can feel and write of Religion and Religious in this 

materialistic age. I must write a few weak words of thanks to him, and you, my dear 

friend, will supply for their insufficiency. We are having a torch-light procession every 

evening about 8 o’clock to the little Grotto of Lourdes in preparation for the Feast. We 

shall not forget either of you, so unite with us in spirit”.234 

The Feast of her Diamond Jubilee was to Mother Mary Gonzaga a ‘feast of 

gratitude’. Gratitude indeed was the principal element in her devotion on every feast; - 

gratitude for the past or for the coming of “the eternal feast” on which her heart was set. 

Innumerable examples of this appear in her letters: “I have seen so many feasts of St. 

Aloysius come and go under so many different aspects, that it makes me long for the 

eternal feast that will never end. - - - There will be no hurry, fuss or disquiet in our 

feasts when we get to heaven. In this world they are often full of these elements - - -If 

we only had the grace to realise eternity and how quickly time does fly!” 

She wished the Silver and Golden Jubilees of the Sisters to be kept in a spirit of 

gratitude also. She was never too busy to send a letter of congratulation for the 

anniversary. The first of such letters in the annals is that written to M.M. Xavier when 
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Superior of the Melbourne House. The outward gloom of Passion Week was not to 

sadden the feast: 

“May tomorrow’s Silver Jubilee bring you true spiritual joy. May it show us all 

the silver lining to many a cloud, though it is only when we get up above the clouds that 

we shall see all that silver lining in the golden light of God’s love. I think it is a very 

good idea to keep your spiritual Jubilee tomorrow (25th March). Lent and Passion 

Week lend a certain subduing influence to the feast, not a sad influence, but a tender 

shade that, as the poet says “resembles sadness only as the mist resembles rain”. All the 

feasts in Lent appear so to me, not joyous but devotional. These last days of Lent will, I 

suppose, for the rest of my life remind me of you and that other Passion Week. The 

purple, covering everything in the chapel yesterday, brought all so vividly before me. 

Last year I felt like that too. Lately I read “we are inclined mostly to live in the past and 

future, rarely in the present, and that is not right”; this struck me as true. Yet I believe it 

is the present that makes our past and future, if we only live a little longer. So “Let us 

then be up and doing” while we can, or, as Our Lord tells us, “Work while you have the 

day, for the night cometh”. Alas, I am so tempted often to sit down, and take the whole 

world and everything in it easy! I suppose all old people get to feel like that, but I pray 

still, “Lord keep my heart young” - even if I live to see your Golden Jubilee. You must 

have all our prayers, Masses and Communions tomorrow”.235 

Her wishes for others have the same spirit: “If you get all or half I wish and pray 

for you, my dear child, you will be rich indeed in spiritual gifts and graces. I am so 

sorry we cannot be all together - I hope you can come up for a few hours and get a 

warm welcome. But what are all welcomes in this world to the one we are looking 

forward to from Our Dearest Lord, when He calls us home to the eternal jubilee, when, 

having worked faithfully, fervently, lovingly for Him, He will greet us and say, “Well 

done!”. 

Another letter: “May your Silver Jubilee bring a silver lining to every passing 

cloud of your life! This will be by your cheerful acceptance of God’s Holy will in your 

regard, brightened with the hope of one day beginning that Golden Jubilee that will 

never end. - - During the next 25 years do not lose any opportunity of sowing and 

reaping the golden sheaves of good works so as to bring many a one to Our dearest 

Lord, and then hear from that Divine Master, ‘Enter into the joy of thy Lord!”. 
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To another: “With a grateful and humble heart thank Him Who has been so good 

to you all these years in His own dear Mother’s House. Here He has surrounded you 

with gracious gifts and blessings and supplied every need of soul and body - often 

without the asking. Where is the Queen or Princess at this moment so safe and happy as 

you are in the Palace of the King, where you may speak to Him every day and every 

hour of the day or night. He is never too busy to listen to you and grants you more than 

you ask - not always just what you ask, but something infinitely better. I wonder do any 

of us realise what a favour it is to be allowed to serve such a Master for so many 

years!”236 

She herself, certainly realised the value of these years. She says in another jubilee 

letter: “May your Silver Jubilee be tinged with a halo of golden joy that will keep on 

shining for many a year after the great day has passed. May it so light your way up the 

rugged Path of Perfection until you arrive at the Heavenly City where our dear Lord has 

prepared a mansion for you and for all whom you left long ago for His love - - - You are 

feeling how short the time has been since you entered religious life; I can assure you 

from experience that the time to your Golden Jubilee will seem much shorter and from 

that to your Diamond shortest of all. What an almost infinite atom all our life will 

appear in eternity! Therefore, as we hasten on, let us strive not to lose one precious 

moment by which we can purchase the endless joys of heaven. I wish you from my 

heart every happiness that may help you, my dear child, to become a great saint, dear to 

our sweet Blessed Mother and to the Heart of our Divine Lord”. 

Her last Jubilee letter was written this year (1914): 

“I have only heard just now that this is the mail by which we should write our 

congratulations for your Silver Jubilee. I do so now most heartily and affectionately, my 

dear old child. A quarter of a century in Our dear Lord’s service is a something for 

which to be grateful. I did not think a few years ago you would be working today in Our 

Lord’s vineyard, and winning young souls for Him; but he mercifully heard all our 

prayers and I hope He may give you health and strength to do His work fervently and 

generously like your dear holy patroness for another 25 years and so at least complete 

your Golden Jubilee... You will not forget to pray to her for me sometimes and ask her 

to get St. Joseph to obtain for me a happy death, that is all I look forward to now...” 

“Every night I make the sign of the Cross on my forehead and trace INRI, praying 
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Our Lord to grant me a happy death,” she had written years before. The thought was 

always before her, but it was a bright thought of Home and happiness. 

“I hope to hear you all sing the praises of our good God one day very sweetly in 

the midst of the virgin choir. Perhaps I may, though unworthy, be allowed to sing 

second or third to your song. Indeed we have all reason to praise with St. Teresa ‘the 

mercies of the Lord’ who has been so very good to us, far, far above our deserts.” 

The Diamond Jubilee Number of the Loreto “Eucalyptus Blossoms” echoes this 

note of humble gratitude. The motto chosen for its frontispiece by Mother M. Gonzaga 

was “Servite Domino in Laetitia”237. Its special feature was a collection of memories 

from former pupils illustrating different epochs in the history of the I.B.V.M. in 

Australia. Most of these memories have been inserted in their chronological order. Here 

are one or two of later date: “A smile comes to my lips and a lump to my throat when I 

remember yet another incident, - a tiny happening, but one so typical of her that I must 

quote it. The scene was a big waggonette in which some five or six of us were travelling 

from docks to convent. The road was very rutty, and we swayed in unison as the wheels 

jerked over the ruts. Rev. Mother was sitting beside someone who was twice as big as 

herself. But presently I saw her arm steal round her big companion, and she said, 

smiling into that big companion’s face: ‘I’ll keep you from falling out, my dear”. - - - 

Other memories were of the Diamond Jubilee: “That day of days for all who 

called her ‘Mother’, when, to the sound of our heaven-flung Te Deum she was led to the 

white altar rails to receive her jubilee crown. And how proud we were of her!” “May 

she, as some small return for all her goodness to us, be assured that, interwoven with the 

diamond circlet of her jubilee is a circle of grateful hearts”. 

Mother Provincial had hoped to visit the Adelaide Loreto soon after the New 

Year. As she could not fulfil her promise, letters went instead: 

“My dearest little Community of Carmel, 

I am very glad to hear such good accounts of your holidays. I hope you will 

continue to the end in the same state of peaceful happiness. Our Divine Lord is good to 

you to give you a little spell of rest, so that you may continue to do His work faithfully 

and fervently as you have done”.238  

                                                 
237 ‘Eucalyptus Blossoms’ 1913, (Serve the Lord with gladness). 
The first motto chosen for it by M.M. Gonzaga is typical: “Tache, toi, d’etre vaillante et bonne; ce sont les grandes qualites des 
femmes”. (Look thee to become valiant and good; these are the qualities of great women). 
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In another letter written 23rd, January, the anniversary of the foundation in 

Adelaide, she again alludes to it, and adds: “Norwood is a dear little spot with every 

spiritual advantage, and all the Sisters are very happy and doing a great work for God. 

Dear Mother Mary of the Cross - who, I hope, may be the first Australian born Saint - 

assured me Norwood would one day be our most important foundation”. 

Two days later a sorrow, for some time impending, fell upon the little Mother’s 

heart, by the death of a young nun. “She has gone to God” - a saying beautiful in itself 

said Rev. Mother. “We ought to go to God in everything by seeking to please Him in all 

we do - put self aside, and seek only God’s good pleasure. This way of serving Him will 

lead us to Him like an express train; we will rush on smoothly, almost imperceptibly”. 

Mother M. Gonzaga’s familiar knowledge of the Holy Scriptures has been alluded 

to already. She looked upon “the Epistle and Gospel for Sunday as God’s weekly 

message to us”, and her development made the message doubly clear. Only four 

exhortations were given by her in the early part of this year, and they proved to be the 

last she was to deliver in Mary’s Mount. They are so full of zeal and energy as if she 

was only beginning her life’s journey, rather than nearing its close. The first was at the 

close of the Christmas vacation. 

“Why has God given us this year? To make double progress and prove our love. If 

it is only a snail’s progress, well it is something, and we’ll do more next year… Not 

only do God’s work, but do it well. Let us throw our hearts, soul, mind and body into 

our work… If there is anything to perfect in my work, let me do it... Genius is the power 

of taking infinite pains… It is a good thing to have a general intention to do everything 

for God. But when working it out during the day we should do our very best… The 

essential point is interest in our work. Our aim and end should be to improve daily. Let 

us make up our minds that as God has given us this year it will be our best. Do not be 

thinking of the past minute. What we are to look to is the whole-hearted interest in our 

work and forgetfulness of self which belong to the generous servant of God”.239 

Her own interest was as keen as ever in all the work of her convents and schools. 

She was present at the inauguration of the School Council for the year and delivered a 

beautiful address explanatory of the duties and responsibilities of those chosen. 

On Septuagesima Sunday she drew some beautiful thoughts from the Gospel of 

the day. 
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“One of the most consoling Gospels of the year. The Scripture tells us, “Blessed 

are they who serve the Lord from the days of their youth,” and so they are. They will 

reap the blessing. The third, sixth, ninth hours....mean the hour when the soul begins to 

serve God with fervour, with all the ardent desire of her heart. “Many are called but few 

are chosen.” I take that in this sense. Many are called like the early labourers, but they 

are not the chosen few who serve God with all the ardour of their souls. What a pity 

there are not many. Those in the House of God are called to serve Him fervently but 

how few do it... Think of the wonderful call it is especially to those who have wealth 

and everything the world can give them! They cast these things aside and go forth 

generously to the Service of God. To die in religion is a sure sign of salvation. We hear 

of many living long lives in religion and dying happy deaths, but these are not the 

chosen few. We often read or hear of religious being remarkable in communities for 

fervour. Did it ever strike us that all in that community were not the same? It is a 

mistake to jump at sanctity. It will never be amiss to try to be God’s chosen ones, God’s 

beloved, the chosen few. There is nothing to prevent us being such. Courage and 

perseverance are necessary. Strive to be a Saint according to the Rule and the Grace 

given to us. Always act under direction. Many are spoilt saints because they go along 

their own way and act according to their own ideas. Those who worked all day see the 

reward given to those who worked but one hour. There is a marvellous joy in serving 

God, and a particular felicity to those who serve Him with a generous heart. Be the time 

God has given us long or short, we can all merit the same reward. We can be among the 

chosen few. Many are called but few like to follow according to the example and 

earnestness of the saints. We never do anything for God in vain. We think too much of 

material things and not of spiritual things. No one comes into our lives as much as the 

children. We are anxious to get them on in every branch of learning, and art, and so we 

should be. Do we think so constantly and earnestly of their souls? If we did, there would 

be less disappointment. Some have hearts divided in two. They think, ‘My work 

belongs to myself. How is my class getting on? Do I think so much of souls? What 

impression am I making? How often the last and the least in the House of God is doing 

the most work for God unknown to self or those around... meriting a special reward in 

the Eternal Home’”.240 

Though writing was now a great difficulty, the Mother still tried to send the usual 
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greetings for feasts, though in fewer words: “I am ashamed of my scribbled Easter card, 

but head and hand were very tired of writing. I hope you may have a happy, peaceful, 

joyful Easter Day. I hope you are all well after the Lent, or rather after the hot weather, 

harder to bear than the Lent - but that is nearly all over now, and the merit remains for 

Eternity”. In another letter: “I would like to write to some dear Sisters, but am under 

obedience about letters. Say I send them a special love, and often, very often, think of 

them, oftener than if I wrote. This is not a short letter after all. It is full of love to each 

and every one. May God love and bless you, my dear Child”.241 

Not more than a card was she allowed to write for the various feast days, yet in 

the shortest note she would inculcate some essential lesson in the spiritual life. “I hope 

you may spend your feast in your old convent home. You must make a good resolution 

to contribute to the general brightness and happiness of all around you. It seems to me 

such an insult to Our Lord when we do not serve Him with cheerfulness. See the foolish 

joy of worldlings serving Satan, a hard and ungrateful master! And all we have to 

rejoice our hearts and make us the generous givers God Loves”. “May Loreto of the 

Sacred Heart be a true Santa Casa and all in it a happy, holy family, under the loving 

care of our Blessed Mother as her own holy home at Nazareth was! Then every day will 

be a happy feast, only some happier than others, and may today be a happy one for you 

all”. 

As the burden of years pressed more heavily, Mother Gonzaga spoke more 

frequently of “training the children for eternity”. She said of them: “They are not too 

young to teach them to grow old sweetly”. Evidently she considered that, for some at 

least, it would require long practice. Her own sweet and sunny disposition grew sweeter 

and still more sympathetic and tender as the years went by - her heart remaining always 

childlike in its simplicity and cheerfulness. Outside the door of the boarder’s dining hall 

at Mary’s Mount are hung the companion pictures, “Sweet Seventeen” and “Sweeter 

Seventy”, placed there at Mother Provincial’s request, that the children might see them 

as they passed in daily to their meals, and the remembrance might assist in developing 

the sweet and serene old age she so much desired might be theirs. She often expressed a 

wish that advancing years might resemble the “High Leaves of the Holly Tree” - free 

from thorns or prickles, and she would quote the lines from the poem. A picture she 

loved to see in every school was that of “Christ blessing the Children” - it had been her 
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favourite when a Novice in Gorey. During the Eastertide, 1914, her last Easter, she sent 

a large and beautiful copy of it to Norwood Loreto. 

This Easter her spirit seemed more than ever joyous, an appeal to purchase 

spiritual joy - “within the power of all - like the smile on a plain face - a cheery smile, 

that costs nothing yet beautifies every face. Nothing honours a Master more than to 

serve Him with joy. We should smile even in our sleep at the thought of serving so good 

a Master. We do not think often enough of Heaven. It will seem no time till our death 

comes, and then we go to the home God has prepared for us. If we want something to 

smile at, well, we have a hundred things. When we meet a sister on the corridor, we can 

say “Here comes God’s dear child”; we can almost see the crown on her head. I have 

often had it said to me, “Your sisters look so happy, I wish I had a vocation”. Is that a 

vocation? No, but it may lead up to it. Girls who are thinking of being nuns, don’t they 

scan the nun’s faces and look into them! And there they find encouragement to leave all. 

Old nuns should look happier than young ones. Every year should be an additional 

cause of joy and thanksgiving. Cultivate joyousness in Our Lord, and do good work, 

leading unknown souls into His Service”242. On Easter Tuesday Mother Gonzaga had 

the joy of entertaining the little ones from St. Anne’s Primary School. Usually, their 

gala day was on their patroness’ feast, or later in the year, but it was forestalled this time 

to give pleasure to the little Mother, as she would be absent in Hamilton later on. 

May, 1914, was a notable month in many ways. In Ballarat, great preparations 

were made to celebrate the Silver Episcopal and Sacerdotal Golden Jubilee of Dr. 

Higgins, and in these Mary’s Mount had a share, for the kind Bishop was the revered 

Father and Friend of Loreto. The entertainment at Mary’s Mount came towards the 

close of the week’s celebrations, in which the people of Ballarat had taken part right 

royally. Three of the visiting Prelates - His Grace, Dr. Carr, the Coadjutor Archbishop 

Dr. Mannix, and the Bishop of Sandhurst being unable to remain till the 28th, attended a 

rehearsal on the afternoon of the 26th May. The music, as well as the tableaux and 

recitations, was chiefly Irish.243 

During this month also came from the Western Loreto the account of the opening 

of the new building “Osborne”. His Grace Most Reverend Dr. Clune performed the 

ceremony of blessings and opening the building and afterwards addressed the large 
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assemblage. He said in the course of his speech that “the nuns modestly called it the 

new wing”. It was rather an up-to-date capacious building on a superb site. He was only 

voicing a general feeling of gratitude when he thanked these zealous, highly cultured 

nuns for the magnificent and untiring work that they had done in the sphere of higher 

education. Not only had they the art of drawing out and moulding the talents of their 

pupils, and sending them into the world in a fine condition of mental culture, but they 

also had the art, still rarer amongst teachers, of reaching the hearts of their pupils. He 

had never met a pupil who had left the Convent without a feeling of devotion for the 

Sisters who had trained her and treated her as mothers would treat their children. Of the 

wonderful work they had done for the Church and faith, he need only say he deeply 

appreciated it”.244 The great increase in the number of boarders had necessitated the 

erection of this building. It was opened on the first Sunday of May, feast of the 

Patronage of St. Joseph - a feast especially dear to Mother Provincial on account of her 

great love for the dear Foster-Father of Our Lord. 

Her exhortation to the Community that day proved to be the last she was to 

address to them in Mary’s Mount: “We are in a special manner consecrated to St. 

Joseph - from the beginning of the Institute his name has been added to that of Our 

Blessed Mother. We have all the honour of bearing the name of Mary and likewise that 

of Joseph. I do not know if we think of that sufficiently when signing our names, “Mary 

Joseph”; it seems to dedicate our whole life to those two ever blessed names. You are 

aware that the entire Institute was placed in a most solemn manner under the protection 

of St. Joseph. If ever we needed to take him for a model, it is in this life of rush and 

worry. The holy dwellers in the little cottage of Nazareth are doing their work today as 

well as they did it in ages long passed. St. Joseph is in a special manner the patron of the 

Interior Life, and the patron of a Holy Death; these two things are of sole importance in 

the world. It is not what we do but how we do it, and with what intention, unknown to 

all but the Eye of God, it is that which counts. The end of all is death. When that hour 

comes blessed indeed are those souls who have been devoted servants of St. Joseph and 

have tried to imitate him. After the Mother of God in Heaven no one is as powerful as 

St. Joseph. He was Our Lord’s friend, he toiled for Him, provided food, care and 

protection in His Infancy. Our Lady owes a great debt of gratitude to St. Joseph, her 

protector and friend, that holy, pure, silent man, working from the beginning of the year 
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to the end, from the dawn to the dark of the day, working for food to enable them to live 

(they did not want much, but would have wanted everything had it not been for St. 

Joseph). When there was to be a change in the dwelling place the message was sent 

from Heaven to St. Joseph. Angels spoke to him what he must have felt to leave the 

little cottage at Nazareth, what an example for us. If we feel, so also did St. Joseph. He 

gathers his poor things, takes his treasures with him - the wonder of it that God should 

give to that man the care of the most precious beings in all the world and in heaven, Our 

Divine Lord and His Blessed Mother! He could have sent Angels to guard them, but no, 

He is quite satisfied that His Treasures are placed in the hands of St. Joseph. He is the 

patron of Silence and prayer; not one word of St. Joseph’s comes down to us. Silence 

does more than if we spoke with the tongues of Angels. It is the example that speaks, 

and what an example St. Joseph gives. It is not a wonderful expression ‘to think with 

the heart’. We associate thinking with the head, but unless the heart comes in, the head 

is of little use. Some learned men think with their heads, very few think with their 

hearts. St. Joseph gives us a 30 years lesson of silence and humility, self-denial and 

living in the presence of God, which is all perfection. Oh! My dear Sisters, if we could 

only get that practice of living in the Presence of God from dawn till dark! It matters not 

what our defects are, our Heavenly Father can see our intention. We cannot help Him in 

any way - He could do without us, but we could not do without Him. The little we do 

will appear great before God, if we have the right intention. If we would learn our 

lesson in the workshop at Nazareth the less our work was appreciated the happier we 

would be. To know always and to do what God wills means happiness in Religious Life. 

It is not till our last hour comes that we will find the good that devotion to St. Joseph 

does us. St. Teresa says those who have it make great advance. She says, “I never asked 

him any favour which I did not obtain”. If we are faithful in our devotion to him we 

shall reap the joys of eternal life. Let it be one of the works of our lives to spread the 

devotion to St. Joseph.245 

Not long after the celebration of the Diamond Jubilee it was felt that the life of the 

dear Provincial of Loreto in Australia was slowly ebbing away, though she gave little 

external sign beyond a more frequent reference to death. The annalist already so largely 
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quoted, says of this period of silent suffering, “All the little daily happenings were full 

of interest to her as always”. She spent a few days at Dawson Street Loreto and held a 

Visitation while there of it she says, “These visitations are a grace and a humiliation for 

me; to see so many striving earnestly to lead a perfect life spurs me on - and then the 

contrast after sixty years!” 

On St. Aloysius’ Day her last feast day she rejoiced the children by spending 

some time with them, distributing medals and “Agnus Dei’s” as mementos of the feast. 

Immediately after it, she set out for her last visitation of the Houses - Hamilton and 

Portland. At the seaside she made her last eight days’ retreat. We have one business 

letter about this time. 

“I wish you would pray that some generous and capable souls would volunteer for 

the Australian Mission. We want at least half a dozen professed nuns immediately to 

supply the most urgent needs. Up to this we have sacrificed future advantages to present 

need - a bad policy - and worked for other orders rather than our own, but there is a 

good time coming, please God. This is only a scribble on my knee. Ask our Blessed 

Mother to make me strong enough to go to see you all once more. I am very glad you 

mentioned the matter contained in your last. It was very necessary. I am yet more 

obliged to you for suggesting a way out of the difficulty. So many state the difficulty 

but not the remedy.” 

A Sister writes: “I think our little Mother’s joy on the beach in Portland must have 

been as great on her last visit to it as when she played as a happy child on the seashore 

in her native Ireland”, and it was true, for she could so easily recall past joys; as she said 

once: “Joys that have passed away are capable of giving us future pleasure in the 

remembrance, if we have enjoyed them as our Heavenly Father meant us to do; but 

these joys must be pure and unselfish”. The same Sister adds: “Knowing her love for, 

and interest in such things, I made a good selection of choice shells. These, together 

with some fossils, sea-urchins and pretty coloured sea-weeds, bits of coral, queer little 

sponges, etc., I brought to Mary’s Mount. It was a very busy time, so I found some 

difficulty in showing her my treasures. Nothing daunted, I waited till the community 

were safe in the refectory one day. Then I stole into her room. She was seated in the 

corner with piles of letters all round her, but when she saw my boxes everything was put 

aside, and with all a child’s joyousness she admired every little thing and told me where 

she would wish them placed”. 
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The month of August, 1914, so fraught with menace for the world held an added 

sorrow for all the Australian Loretos. On the 29th, a severe attack of sickness placed 

Mother Mary Gonzaga on her bed of death, though she had yet full six months of 

painful waiting before the welcome summons came to call her home. She had said long 

before (and her words unconsciously sketched her own portrait). “Our last illness is like 

the frame on the picture of our life, and we all know what a frame is to a picture. Our 

life must be drawn and painted by our Holy Rules. They shape and colour all our 

actions, and will do so beautifully, if we only allow them - tints of the brightest virtue 

will colour our life, the finished effect will be a saint according to the Heart of Our 

Lord, a daughter resembling her Immaculate Mother, and a religious according to the 

idea of St. Ignatius. Study, and then practise our Holy Rule”. At another time she said: 

“Whatever is in us is brought out by sickness, and particularly at the last”, and the same 

sentiment was often expressed in other words. It was wholly verified in herself. During 

her long painful illness, the most conspicuous virtues of her life shone with greater 

brilliancy. The motto she had engraven on her ring was “Quid mihi est in Coeli et ad Te 

quid volut super terram?”246 Even now she asked the same question. 

Sitting there in her bed, in such a suffering state, and after so many years of heroic 

endurance, one might have thought she would relinquish her work, and devote her little 

remaining time to herself. She had often during life, from motives of humility, begged 

to resign her position, alleging her deafness, ill-health and “total unfitness for the 

office” as reasons, but to lay down the work God had given her to do, or to neglect the 

least thing she could do to help others, well, that she never had done in life, and did not 

do so, until her faithful loving heart had ceased to beat. 

The attack at the end of August was very serious, and gave small hope that she 

would rally from it. She did however, and wrote on the 17th September: 

“I have been thinking very much of you today, as it is a mutual feast. It is long 

since I have written a letter and last week I thought my writing days had ended, but all 

the good prayers of so many holy people are keeping me out of Purgatory, and giving 

me time for reparation of the past, and, as that is a good thing, continue to pray for me, 

my very dear child. You know I love St. Francis, and hope he will do something special 

for me tomorrow, I am better now, only not allowed to write much by my faithful 

guardians. Let us pray for each other that before we die we may be able to say with St. 

                                                 
246 What is there in heaven, or what upon earth, that I would have besides Thee? 
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Francis ‘My God and my All’. I expect some favour from the dear Saint, though my 

only claim is a life-long love and veneration. It is only when time seems coming to an 

end, that we realise what a pity and loss to ourselves it is not to have made the best of 

all the opportunities, and little sufferings Our Dear Lord sent us in life in order to 

reward us for all eternity”. 

“Ill news travels fast”, so the word of Rev. Mother’s serious illness soon get 

abroad, and evoked a wave of sympathy as well as a chorus of prayer from many lands. 

Numbers of kind letters poured in, not only from her own, but from members of other 

religious orders, from old children - from friends. One or two extracts suffice to show 

the feeling aroused. From religious: “Well we understand what a great sorrow the 

illness of your dear Mother Provincial must be to you. The memory of her always 

brings such joy and such peace which union with God cannot fail to do. Australia needs 

her to bring down graces upon us all”. “How earnestly I will pray for your beloved 

Mother. I feel God will not take her from you yet, she has not finished her work, and 

must remain longer yet to make her crown brighter. Please, dear Mother, tell her so 

from me with my love. I shall never forget the happy day, I spent with you at Albert 

Park, and also the one you spent here with your saintly Mother.” 

The Provincial of India M.M. Gonzaga, wrote: “Your dear letter brought very sad 

news of my loved friend and Sister. The Mothers who were home for the Chapter last 

year told me how weak and suffering she was all the time, and I formed the impression 

that the hour of her reward was near and that we would soon lose her. It is a great grief 

to me and to the Australian Sisters especially. We deeply and lovingly sympathise with 

all dear Rev. Mother’s Children in this great sorrow. Her like will not be easily found 

again, and all that is of high religious formation and noble principle in every Loreto in 

Australia she mainly helped to produce. One sees her hand everywhere and her spirit 

permeating each of her convents. May she be spared to you! Give her my heartfelt love 

and tell her we are all praying for her. She is one of my dearest friends”. 

“Only one thing was wanting to my week of Heaven (for so I count my visit to 

dear old Mary’s Mount) and that was to see your dear self, but I was glad to know you 

were even a little better.” Mother dearest,” writes an old pupil to her, “like all your old 

children I treasure in my heart many of your sayings. I remember you telling us just 

before vacation time that youth was the time to store up happy memories that would be 

precious as the years went on. I think I am one specially rich in such happy memories, 

and you were right, Mother dear, they are precious, priceless treasures, and the 
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background to most of my beautiful memory pictures is the same - dear old Mary’s 

Mount. How often have I longed to revisit it, but, when the time came, I wondered 

would it be all I hoped for, or would I feel lonely or strange after seven years absence. It 

was more, far more than I had hoped, for it was home, and I was lonely when I left it! 

Very many thanks for the pictures you sent me. I must not tire you, and not all the paper 

in the world could tell half my loving gratitude to you, dearest and best of Mothers”. 

From another: “I shall pray for our dearest Mother; I was indeed very sorry to hear of 

her illness. She is a wonderful woman who has never forgotten her children. Her strong 

personality has been a great link between the old girls; we all felt and knew that never a 

child who had passed through her care was forgotten. Everything connected with us was 

always remembered. I have never forgotten the good advice she gave when I was a child 

at school, her words seem to have made such an impression”. 

A letter from M.M. Loyola, a loving and beloved friend of Mother from the time 

of her first visit to the old historic Convent of the Institute at York, is of more than usual 

interest: 

“Dearest little Mother, I had a note from you with good wishes for St. Ignatius’ 

Feast and some of your beautiful Australian flowers on September 2nd. In this note you 

say you are not allowed to write much. And now comes a letter from M.M. - saying that 

you have been very poorly since September 7th, when you were anointed. We are 

immensely grateful over here, of course, to Belgium. As soon as it was known there 

would be wounded in York, we offered the Concert Hall as a military ward. It makes a 

splendid one and after midnight the first batch of poor fellows arrived, all Belgians and 

Catholics. The photograph will interest you. On the stage is a Statue of Our Lady with 

the scroll “Welkom” in her hands. Below on the platform an altar was arranged on 

Sundays and Mass was said. The Blessed Sacrament was carried to each bed. The men 

go to Confession and Holy Communion every week, and now that they are better more 

than half (there are twenty in the ward) come to the Chapel for daily Mass. Last night 

they sang the Benediction. The ward was gaily decorated yesterday for King Albert’s 

birthday and the men had a grand tea. It is touching to see their devotion to their King. 

Some have fought in the trenches close to him. Sometimes they get invitations to tea to 

the Mansion House and elsewhere. People rightly feel they cannot do enough for them. 

One afternoon there were six motors waiting to take them for a drive. Pray for us, dear 

Mother, that we come safely through these days of danger. We have made a vow to St. 

Michael that if he preserves the country from invasion, and serious destruction, we will 
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have the usual devotions of Procession, etc., for three days after the Proclamation of 

Peace, and this for seven years. The wounded Belgians heard of this vow and begged to 

be allowed to be present in the Chapel. St. Michael they say, is their special Protector 

too. Rev. Mother Michael says they will say the prayers in Rathfarnham, too. All 

England is proud of Australia and intensely grateful to her for disposing of the “Emden” 

which has done so much damage. And now, dear Mother, good-bye, I should say a great 

deal more if I were by your bedside, but there are things that will not write. We must all 

pray that you may be spared to the land of your mission and to us all for a while longer. 

But God knows best. He has given you a great work to do for Him, and has blessed it 

most abundantly. When the time comes for you to go to Him, you will not forget that 

work nor this poor troubled world, and will pray for that Peace it so sorely needs. We all 

thank you for your pictures and your words at the back. God bless you, dear little 

Mother.” 

Mother M. Gonzaga rallied from the severity of that first attack, as she did from 

several others, and though unable to leave her bed, devoted herself to the needs and 

cares of others. She arranged all, thought for all, even in minute things - spoke or wrote 

words of counsel, encouragement, consolation. She had done the same all the year, not 

even a feast-day was forgotten, though writing was a great effort. If the written message 

had to be shortened, it was just as loving. “I feel urged to pray more as I write less,” she 

said frequently. “My dearest M.M. and all the kind Sisters of Our Lord’s Sacred Heart, I 

wish you the happiest of feasts. I prayed specially for you this morning.” She would 

miss no opportunity of doing a kind act, and writes thus of one whom she had never 

met: “Your long letter was forwarded to me today. I would like to have an interview 

with N. I think it would be a mutual advantage and consolation. Alas! In my long life I 

have met such sad similar cases. I hope all your dear Home people were well when you 

last heard from them”. 

She did rise once from her bed of suffering to go to the next room to interview a 

secular who wished particularly to see her. The effort cost her a severe attack. On 

rallying from it she wrote: “It would seem as if I were left here a little longer to make 

reparation for my shortcomings; but I never can repay my debt of gratitude to all the 

dear Mothers and Sisters for their prayers, and kindness”. A similar thought is expressed 

in another letter, 17th September, “A thousand thanks for all the prayers. I think they 

have got me a little longer time in this world for some reparation”. 

Never at any time of her life did Rev. Mother consider she deserved any of the 
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care so lovingly bestowed on her. “I am not worth all this trouble” she would say - yet 

she would have infinite care bestowed on others when necessary, and at all times sought 

their comfort in a thousand little ways that are revealed in her letters: “Take and give all 

the rest you can to self and Sisters”. “A bright fire on a cold day cheers and helps the 

spirit.” “Give some additional recreation at dull times, or times of extra pressure.” On 

her deathbed, she showed the same affection, solicitude, and gratitude as she had done 

in health. Her notes were continued - even a few pencilled lines when she could not 

write more. 

“You must not take so gloomy a forecast of the future, dear child”, she says to one 

who was depressed by all the recent happenings. “We shall all, no doubt, have to suffer 

in some way owing to this dreadful war, chiefly in our schools. But what is that 

compared to the heart-breaking sorrows of so many thousands of others today mourning 

their dead! So many colleges and religious houses destroyed! In any case, keep up your 

heart. ‘Sursum corda’, be a help to all, a ray of sunshine even in a dark corner, and so 

you will be very pleasing to Our dear Lord and His Blessed Mother.” 

Sometimes she would apologise for the brevity of these notes. “M. has just 

brought me this little slip. You must add a great deal more than it can hold of good 

wishes, prayers and love for your feast. I am not good for much writing these days, but 

it is consoling to think that our thoughts without words speak to God; so many thoughts 

for you, my dear child, will go up for you tomorrow, and I hope you will send a few for 

me in the same direction, as I have a claim on St. Bernard too. Let us often ask 

ourselves this question, and answer it: ‘To be a saint’!” 

If Mother M. Gonzaga was grateful for the least thing done for her; especially did 

she value the prayers, and they went up unceasingly from all her children far and near. 

“Say to M.M., and all the Sisters, with my love, how truly grateful I am to them, and to 

the kind Priests for their prayers. I hope they will be heard for my poor soul that needs 

them more than my body. The little pictures enclosed may do to give to your converts”. 

To another house: “I hope this will be in time to wish you all a happy feast of the Holy 

Rosary. I got all your welcome letters and it did me good to read them. Thank, with my 

love, all the dear Sisters, especially for their prayers, and the kind, good Fathers also, 

but I often regret that such rich treasures are wasted on my poor body and not all kept 

for my soul’s greater need”. 

Charity and humility went hand in hand throughout her illness as they had ever 

done. “Although not supposed to write letters for feast-days I thought I might venture a 
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few lines to wish you a happy feast. Your Holy Patron is mine this month and he has 

been very good to me”. To a Superior, “I don’t think I told you how very grateful I felt 

for all your thoughtful kindness during last week and for the prayers of the Sisters”. 

Again, “I don’t think I really thanked you for half the nice things you sent and brought 

me - Stations of the Cross, flowers and fruit, pictures, photo of Our Lady of Dolors, etc., 

M.L’s little box of sweets, sweet messages, etc. I was charmed with M’s box of lilies 

and picture” - nothing was too small to be noted by the grateful little Mother. 

To the Superior of Dawson Street who had been ill, she writes: “Thank God, you 

are on the mend. Now, be careful, and do all you can to get up your strength. I am 

sending a little chicken to help you. All of us should be very grateful to Our Lord and 

Our Friends above for the success of the exams. Get strong, and come and see me when 

able”. The remark about the “exams” shows how full of interest she was in the work of 

the Institute, and she was so to the end. 

The 8th December was the Diamond Jubilee of the Definition of the dogma of the 

Immaculate Conception. The feast was celebrated right royally in Mary’s Mount, 

though the illness of Mother Provincial cast a shadow on all hearts. She was greatly 

occupied during the preceding novena, with thoughts of the Festival, and took much 

interest in the preparations. She had jubilee souvenirs printed. On the 4th December, she 

wrote to one of the Branch Houses: “I feel so well today that I want to write and thank 

you and all the dear Sisters for the prayers and good wishes you have sent me. I hope 

you may all have a glorious feast on our Immaculate Mother’s Diamond Jubilee. How I 

wish we could all be together to celebrate it! But as that can only be in Heaven we can 

make a happy preparation for it by our loving union and affectionate charity towards 

each other in the Holy Homes Our Sweet Blessed Mother has provided for us here on 

earth. Union and Charity truly make a Heaven on earth. With love to every one of Ours 

and a thousand blessings”. On the feast day itself, as she could not be present with them, 

Mother Provincial wrote an affectionate letter to the Children, those of Our Lady’s 

Sodality especially - ending with these words, “Say a little prayer for your poor old 

Mother whose journey on the way of life cannot be much longer, and I promise to pray 

for you when, through infinite mercy, I shall see God. I wish you all a happy Christmas 

and a New Year rich in blessings”. 

Many of the Mothers were in Mary’s Mount on the Jubilee Day, and to them 

Mother Provincial addressed a long letter: 

“Not being able to speak at length I thought it better to write what I wished to say 
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and ask your opinion”. Then she spoke of the Provincial Council - due in January - the 

School Conferences, the Long Retreat, and other matters, concluding as follows: “I take 

this opportunity, my dear Mothers, of expressing to you my heartfelt gratitude and 

affection for all your loyal and loving co-operation with me in any work I set before you 

to do for the good of our dear Institute; it is very little I could have done, only for your 

prompt, unhesitating obedience, and zealous efforts in the cause of God. I have often 

been edified at your humility in asking advice about matters in which I felt you knew 

better how to act than I did. God has blessed with success this manner of acting with 

Superiors, and He will continue to do so as long as you are united in charity with each 

other and in reverence to those whom He has placed over you. It is the grand old spirit 

of the Institute of the B.V.M. and you should strive to keep it alive in this new country 

given to you by Our Lord to cultivate for Him. This spirit is alas, too quickly 

disappearing from the world - Humility, Obedience, Reverence, Charity. I do not intend 

these observations merely for the Mothers at present assembled, but for all the dear 

Superiors and Seniors in our Australian Houses, who have ever shown their love and 

fidelity to their poor old helpless Mother, who will not forget them before God, and who 

recommends herself most humbly and earnestly to their prayers, begging they will try 

and forget her bad example in many ways”. 

On the Feast of Loreto the Mother’s heart was with the children on their great 

feast-day, and she penned the following to them: 

“My dear Children, 

I have not been able to give you as usual Instruction for the Holidays, therefore I 

send you a message with my best love, and your old Mother’s loving wishes for your 

welfare. It is not in the power of all to gain what the world calls happiness, wealth, 

power, amusement, it is in the power of all to have joy - the joy of knowing that we are 

trying to serve God. Serve Him joyfully, for He is a good Master. He came on earth for 

us. He went back to Heaven to prepare a place for us, for the least of us. Is that not a 

thought to make us generous, glad even to suffer a little for Him? Indeed we have a 

reason to be always smiling. He has gone to prepare a place for us. Why, we should be 

smiling even in our sleep! If trouble comes, trust Him, and say, “What will this look like 

in Eternity?” God expects much from you, dear children, do not disappoint Him. Serve 

Him with loyal generosity. Think often of Heaven, His Home waiting for you above, 

where God, His Mother, His Angels and Saints and many a dear one are all waiting to 

welcome you. I wish you a happy Christmas, and I trust the Babe of Bethlehem will 
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bless your homes this year and every year. I will not forget you. Remember often in 

your prayers, my very dear children, 

Your loving Old Mother, in J.C.” 

None of her usual courtesies were omitted even on her bed of death. Her 

Christmas greeting to His Grace, the Archbishop of Melbourne, written 20th December, 

brought the following reply from Dr. Carr: 

“My dear Mother Provincial, 

I was indeed deeply touched when I received your letter this morning. I know that 

it must have cost you a great effort to write it, and I admired your charity and kindness 

of heart in making that effort. Nothing, I think, could show your union with God and 

your entire resignation to His Divine Will, more clearly than that letter. Instead of 

repining or complaining you write with the faith and serenity of a person enjoying 

perfect health. Need I say that I send you from my inmost heart the blessing for which 

you ask, with the assurance that I shall continue to remember you in the Holy Sacrifice 

every morning. The beautiful little book you sent is full of childlike piety and 

consolation. I wish all the Sisters all the graces of this holy season. 

I remain, very dear Mother Provincial,  

Very faithfully yours,  

+Thomas J. Carr”. 

From many of her Episcopal and clerical friends came messages of sympathy and 

(what she valued most) the assurance that she was daily remembered in their prayers 

and in the Holy Sacrifice - numbers of Masses were said for her during her illness. 

Mother M. Gonzaga once said, “If we realised with certainty for five minutes 

every day that we are to have our Home in Heaven, what a grace it would bring us”. She 

herself realised it, not at intervals, but continually, and the grace it brought her was 

manifest in her increasing joy of spirit, even in acute suffering, so that at the end she 

could aver that she felt so happy she was like “a child going home for the holidays”. 

The attitude of her soul had ever been one act of “reverential love and childlike 

affection” towards her Heavenly Father. Though longing to go to Him, whom she loved, 

she was perfectly resigned. “Whatever God wills, He knows what is best”, was her 

constant expression. Once only did she pray earnestly to live. Just before Christmas, a 

severe attack seemed likely to be her last, and she begged the holy Priest who visited 

her to “Ask Our Lord not to take me before Christmas. It would be so sad for the poor 

Sisters”, and her charitable wish was granted. Her desire was that as many as possible 
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should be gathered together into the Old Home, to spend a happy Christmas tide as of 

old. She would fain have had all with her. For this her affectionate heart yearned 

always, and especially on feast-days, or a holiday time, and she was always sorry when 

the holidays were drawing to a close; and she had to part again with many of the Sisters. 

This year, she sent for any Sisters who had expressed a wish to see her, though it meant 

in some cases, a journey of hundreds of miles. 

To the last she did everything in her power to promote affectionate union and 

charity, as she had always done. It was her most cherished wish that an intimate union 

should be maintained between all the houses. That was the reason she had appointed in 

every Australian Loreto correspondents for each house, whose duty it was to chronicle 

in an affectionate sisterly way the daily happenings and to forward them. She herself 

kept up correspondence with houses of the Institute in every country and encouraged 

others to do the same. Her loving heart embraced all in order to unite them more closely 

to God and to each other. No detail that could give help or comfort, or even a passing 

pleasure to any of her children was too small for her loving thoughtfulness. Only the 

Sunday before she died she sent word for the convent cab to go down to Dawson Street 

Loreto on alternate Sundays to take the Sisters (as many as could go) to the farm for an 

outing. They had already a constant invitation to come to Mary’s Mount as often as they 

could to enjoy walks in the park, etc., a boon to dwellers in the town. Such a hearty 

welcome as she always gave the Sisters from any Loreto! She would have wished to 

keep them always with her, if God’s work had not called them elsewhere. 

She was quite pleased to find anyone in need of something, so that she might 

supply the want herself. She was most generous to the smaller houses, and one always 

felt she only longed to give still more. “I am very poor after the recent departures”, she 

says on one occasion, but Our Lord always richly rewarded her generosity. Her smaller 

gifts showed perhaps still more her thoughtful love - such as, a bundle of pictures to 

every house, one (specially chosen) for each Sister, with her name and perhaps a loving 

wish written with her own hand, not once a year or less, but for Christmas, Easter, New 

Year, and all the special community, and personal feasts, and at other times too; these 

alone meant hours added to her nightly vigils of labour. Then, too, when opportunity 

offered, she would send a parcel of “good things” a cake specially made, “a large one” 

she would specify, with what else she could get to fill the hamper, or a packet of small 

useful articles (all carefully chosen by herself) “for the dear Sisters to have a ‘pick’”, a 

box of sweets to hand round at recreation on some feast, etc. There would be something 
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special for the children, too, for Mother M. Gonzaga never forgot the little ones, but did 

everything to attract them. 

With the New Year, she had rallied again. It seemed as if God left her to comfort 

her children during those last holidays, and to arrange, as she did, the business of all her 

houses for the coming school year. It was marvellous that one so exhausted by suffering 

should have such power - apparently the same as in her best days. 

“But not within us lies our strength 

Nor yet around us; but above.” 

No complaint escaped her lips; her smile was bright and sweet as ever; her 

manner even more kind, if possible. In her frequent converse with her “heavenly 

Friends” she had learned many of the Secrets of the Saints, amongst them, the value of 

suffering. Writing from her death-bed, in a way which showed the strength of her 

conviction, she says: “If there could be sorrow in heaven, it would be that we did not 

suffer more on earth. The saints know the value of sufferings, so they send them to their 

dearest friends”, and she often expressed similar sentiments. She had lost no particle of 

the good gift in the long years, during which she had borne so much, hiding it all by her 

sweet cheerfulness and the atmosphere of peace and joy she constantly diffused around 

her. In her last illness when the acute suffering could no longer be entirely hidden, she 

bore it lovingly, adding voluntarily many other mortifications, “Asking nothing, 

refusing nothing”. She had often said in her humility, “I am no good for bearing pain, 

real pain”. All her thought and care was for others; she sought no alleviation for herself. 

During the great heat of January, it was suggested that an electric fan in the room would 

give some relief to the poor invalid, who was so exhausted both from the heat and the 

fever of the disease. Unknown to her, the fan was brought and connected, and the air of 

the room so refreshed that everyone was pleased except herself. She entirely 

disapproved of this luxury, as she considered it, and looked so really pained that, to 

restore her sweet, happy expression, the offending fan had to be removed. All through 

this month she devoted herself to the needs of all her houses and the Sisters assembled 

in Mary’s Mount, her clear mind enabling her to arrange anything, write or dictate 

letters, etc. She urged the Sisters to renewed zeal in the work of education, spoke 

earnestly about the importance of religious instruction, that full time should be given to 

it, that it should be made an attractive lesson - in a word, that it should be the most 

important item on the school programme. 

It was a great consolation to Mother M. Gonzaga that she would be buried in the 



 

(466) 

convent cemetery (permission having been obtained from the authorities). Writing years 

before, she had said, “The hardest part of the death of any of our Sisters has always 

been to see them go far away from the convent when they were dead”. She had visited a 

public cemetery shortly before and added: “It is dreadful to see the way our poor 

Catholic people are buried there; not a cross, nor anything Christian-like - nothing but a 

heap of stones and yellow clay. May they rest in peace! I would like to die in any of our 

convents where I would not be sent out into the world again - at least my old bones - to 

wait for the sound of St. Michael’s trumpet, although, after all, it matters little for 

oneself where the body lies, if the soul is with God!” On the occasion of her first visit to 

Ireland, in 1887, she had asked and obtained permission from the Mother General to 

return to her “dear Gorey” when she felt near her end, that she might be interred there, 

but that was before Australia had found its way into her heart. On her next trip she had 

no such desire; returning to Australia was, as she said, “coming home”. 

She spoke of her burial as if she were only going to another room, and told one 

Mother the kind of roses she would like on her grave. Another had been asked to have 

some Portland daisies, and a third to have Norwood freesias and her own favourite 

violets also. “l shall still be with you; you can come and talk to me, and tell me 

everything. I shall watch over you always”. She had often given utterance to this 

thought: “I often felt that God permitted our dear ones in the other world to know what 

we were doing in this, and that they could see, with a clearer and more spiritual 

knowledge, our aims and efforts in the spiritual life”. That she does still watch over her 

children she has given ample proof by many signal answers to prayer. 

The Bishop and Priests were unremitting in their kindness to Mother M. Gonzaga 

during her illness. Secular friends were debarred from visiting her, but Religious came 

to show their affectionate sympathy, and she was glad to welcome these kind friends 

some from a distance, as the Superior and another sister of Mercy from Adelaide, whose 

oft repeated kindness to her and to Loreto Norwood in its early days our Mother never 

forgot. The Mother General of the Sisters of Charity, Sydney, regretted exceedingly that 

her own infirm health prevented her accompanying the representatives of her Order to 

Ballarat to see her. Mother Gonzaga’s faithful friend of half a century, Most Reverend 

Dr. Kelly, Archbishop of Sydney, came all the way to visit her, and gave her still a 

greater consolation by celebrating Mass for her in her room. 

Greetings and gifts to friends for the New Year had not been forgotten by the 

thoughtful little Mother, one acknowledgement would express the feelings of many: 
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“Dear Reverend Mother, 

I received your most kind gifts on New Year’s Day. I cannot tell in words how 

precious a gift from you is. Believe me, whenever I use those books, I will remember 

you in prayer. I feel it is a great honour to be remembered by one whom God has placed 

so high a trust and who has so nobly carried out His great work”. Even across the seas 

her affectionate wishes were sent. A letter from Rome said, “She promised in her last to 

me” she would have a nice, long chat with me before she went home; God grant she 

may still have it, for I love her letters in proportion to her dear self; and my most fervent 

prayers shall be united to yours that God may spare her still longer to us. Every loving 

message to our very dear Mother”. 

At the end of January or early in February, those belonging to distant houses had 

to return, and each knew when bidding good-bye to the beloved Mother, it was for the 

last time. She felt the parting also, but used her efforts to console others by her own 

cheerfulness. For each she had some little mementos - pictures, leaflets, etc., and would 

write a word on them to make others happy. She seemed perfectly happy and peaceful 

herself; took commission and messages for Heaven as if she were only going for a 

pleasant holiday. She even anticipated the desires of some. One Sister asking prayers for 

some friends, “I have all their names here”, she said, pointing to the little book before 

her. Her one desire appeared to be to console her children for her absence; cheerful, 

sweet and gracious, more than ever tender in her loving thoughtfulness. She reminded 

them that the parting was not long. “We’ll meet in heaven, dearest and we’ll have a 

grand time there,” she had said when bidding goodbye to an old friend just before 

leaving Ireland for the last time. That happy expectation pervaded her spirit, and she 

was desirous to leave it as a parting gift to her spiritual children, to whom she had ever 

been so devoted. 

This is her last letter to M.M. Aloysius Macken: 

“My dearly loved M.M. Aloysius, 

Our Divine Lord has asked a big sacrifice from both of us and we give it to Him 

cheerfully, who has given to us so much; it will not be for long in the view of eternity. 

But before I go to my Eternal Home, I want to tell you how grateful I feel to you for all 

the love and affection and help given to me in aid of our dear Institute for the last forty 

years, for which I know you will have a rich reward. Last night I did not think I should 

be alive now, but at present I do not feel death so near. It is very hard to shake off the 

old body, but the holy will of God be done in all things, in life and death, - when, - 
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where, how. We should never forget Father Kenelly’s great kindness; he has got 

permission for me to be buried in our own little cemetery where the Sisters can come 

and pray for me. As to dearest M. de Sales, no words could express my gratitude, and 

all I owe her for days and nights of loving unwearied care. I do wish and hope the 

Mothers will send her to you for a long rest. And now, with a loving adieu until our glad 

meeting in Heaven through God’s great mercy, 

I am your loving Mother in Jesus and Mary, 

Mary Gonzaga I.B.V.M.”247 

Not many days before her death she wrote to one in difficulties: 

“You should not be analysing or examining your Faith, that is all the enemy 

wants. The Faith is there right enough. You confound it with feeling and sensible 

devotion. Some of the greatest saints had not that for years at a time. If you were 

deprived of Our Lord in the Blessed Sacrament, you would see you had Faith enough; 

but don’t allow yourself to dwell on these things, your daily Communion gets the grace 

for you to do your daily work for Our Lord, and that is sufficient for you at present. 

Think of bright things, and how happy you should be as Our Lord’s own, dwelling with 

Him in His Mother’s House all the days of your life. Never, never reason to yourself 

about Faith”. 

Her own letter to them in the “Blossoms” was perhaps the first intimation the 

children received that the Mother they loved so well was really dying, and many were 

the expressions of sympathy and sorrow, though there was still a hope that so many 

Masses and prayers offered for her recovery would be heard. 

This letter was dictated with difficulty out of the very fullness of her heart. 

“Loreto Abbey, 

Mary’s Mount, 

February 1st, 1915 

Dearest Children, 

It is now twenty-nine years since the “Blossoms” began its career. Seeing even at 

that time that it was impossible to keep up regular individual correspondence, owing to 

your numbers having increased so much, I made a promise that as long as I was able I 

would write in the “Eucalyptus Blossoms” a yearly letter addressed in general to all. 

That promise I have kept, whether in the Old Country or the New, whether on sea or 
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land. At the same time, I reminded you that if you were in any personal trouble or 

distress I would do my best to help you; that promise l think I have fulfilled also. The 

time has now come when I must say farewell, as far as this world goes; but my interest 

in you, my dearest children, shall never cease, and, if Our Divine Lord permits me to 

know that you are carrying out the Instructions you received in Loreto and that you live 

the lives of true children of Loreto, it will add much to my happiness in the better world 

- our true home. And then, remember, though I go, you still have devoted friends in 

Loreto. 

A few points I wish to impress on you in this letter: First, respect and obedience to 

parents and Superiors; the observance of that commandment to which a great promise is 

attached. Do not take a worldly view of obedience; it is a noble virtue - truly great 

minds are always submissive. Our Holy Father shows us the necessity of obedience. In 

His very first Encyclical He dwells on the importance of recognising that all authority 

comes from God. Nowadays young people emancipate themselves early; desiring to be 

their own mistresses, to have all liberty; and yet, this does not conduce to their 

happiness. It is a truth, dear children, that we are all more or less under obedience. 

Those who learn early to take an exalted view of this noble virtue will be blessed, and 

when God gives them a home of their own, they will know their duty - to make that 

home an abode of peace and joy and love; this can be secured only by cheerful 

obedience. The very name of Loreto brings before us the highest type of a home - the 

House of Nazareth, where Christ spent thirty years in submission and obedience. 

We must remember that in addition to the obedience and respect which we owe to 

Superiors, deference and respect are due to many, especially to the aged and the poor. A 

certain brusquerie seems to be now quite fashionable, but note well that gentle 

deference and reverence mark the true lady. Imitation of Our Blessed Lady settles that, 

for to be “Mary-like is to be lady like”. See Our Lady at the Visitation. She knew she 

was the Mother of God, yet she was the first to do a service to her cousin; Elizabeth, 

astonished, cried out: “Whence is this to me that the Mother of my Lord should visit 

me?” Our Lady in her answer, tells us that “God hath exalted the humble”. Her humility 

makes her gracious, I say to you, O dear children, “hold close communion with old-

fashioned courtesies”, which in reality, are never out of fashion with the noble-minded, 

queenly woman - best type of our race. 

Dear Children, I would have you gently and unostentatiously join in every 

Catholic movement, and help it. Do not, however, aim at being leaders; seek rather to be 
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faithful followers of Our Lord. I recommend specially, in the first place, local good 

works - those of your own parish, then Catholic Federation, Catholic Truth Society, the 

Propagation of the Faith, the Holy Childhood. Be faithful to the old-fashioned 

devotions, especially those to St. Joseph and to the Holy Angels. I take it for granted 

that love of Our Divine Lord and your Mother, the Queen of Angels, glows in your 

hearts. With regard to the Angels, a holy Priest said lately that in his retreat he got a 

light - viz., that we too often ignore the presence of Angels and yet devotion to them 

would spiritualise our lives. Oh yes! Dear Children, it would make us careful in act and 

speech, especially before children, remembering the words of Our Lord: “For I say to 

you that their Angels in heaven always see the face of My Father, Who is in Heaven”. 

You may have noticed that the general intention of this month in the Apostleship 

of Prayer is Christian Modesty. The few words on the subject in the “Messenger of the 

Sacred Heart” are beautiful. I hope you will read them. The opening sentence is: 

“Modesty is an undefinable, sensitive fear that makes the soul, so long as it is delicate 

and tender, recoil and hide within itself, like the flower, its fitting symbol, at the 

approach of anything that might wound it by a rude touch, or a light that is too glaring. 

Modesty is to beauty what limpidity is to a fountain, glass to a pastel, or atmosphere to a 

landscape; without its protective shelter, virtues could not blossom; their sanctity would 

be violated, the seed would be laid bare, the fruit lost”. Guard with jealous care this 

lovely virtue in thought, in word, in dress, in reading, and in amusements. 

To sum up my advice to you, my Children, I say once again: Cultivate devotion to 

the Most Holy Sacrament of the Altar, devotion to Our Lady, St. Joseph and the Angels; 

obedience and submission to Superiors, deference and respect, especially when dealing 

with the poor and the aged, and unostentatious zeal for good works. I know you will 

take to heart my words, for Loreto has loyal and good children; but there is no flock 

however tended in which some black sheep are not found, and we must be prepared to 

have our black sheep, and, somehow, they often attract more attention than the others, 

and to them our pity and affection go out, for we hope on, trusting that the influence of 

early training will, with God’s grace, show itself sooner or later. 

Now, my dear Children, I say farewell, I feel at present somewhat of a fraud; I 

have said so many farewells, yet here I am. I know I may die in half an hour, or I may 

live two months - they tell me they are asking years for me. I am quite satisfied; I am in 

God’s Hands, and you will agree, I cannot be in better keeping. Be your lives long or 

short, my children, think often of heaven, where Our Lord went on Ascension Day, to 
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prepare a place for you. Think of it! What kind of a place would a person of unlimited 

means at his disposal prepare for one he loved? Such a place is being prepared for each 

one of us. Oh, the thought helps in trial, cheers in sorrow; how it brightens life - why, 

we should be smiling always, even in our sleep! I thank you for all your prayers, and 

especially for the Masses you have caused to be offered for me, and I know you will not 

forget me when I shall have passed to the other world. I will not forget you when I have 

power with God; not only past and present, but future Loreto girls also will be always 

objects of concern to me until we all meet in Our Heavenly Father’s Home. I am, as 

ever, dear Children, 

Your affectionate old Mother in J.M.J., 

Mary J. Gonzaga I.B.V.M.”248 

One old pupil answered: “I am so grieved to hear of your serious illness. I pray 

fervently for you both at Holy Mass and Holy Communion, my dearest, kindest and best 

friend. Yes, indeed, dearest Rev. Mother, you have been a real Mother to my children, 

and I thank you from the depth of a grateful heart. As long as life and memory last I will 

have special Masses said for you, and I will remember you in all my poor prayers most 

faithfully. I have had a good many Masses said for your recovery, dearest Rev. Mother. 

Do not forget me, dear, when you get to Heaven. My tears are flowing fast as I write. If 

I could only tell you how much I thank you, and how dearly I love you. I will ask the 

Mother of God to tell you all when you meet her. Accept my warmest heart’s love and 

deep gratitude, dearest Rev. Mother”. 

Letters like that from which these extracts are taken, deeply touched our Mother’s 

heart, which felt so much for the sorrow of others. Perhaps her hardest personal sacrifice 

was the knowledge of the pain her illness and death had caused and would bring to her 

own dear brother, John, and her sister, Cissie, both of whom survived her. To the latter 

she knew it was an especial grief to be living in the same house and so near - Miss 

Barry’s room was just opposite and yet, not to be able to visit her. The tender Mother 

endeavoured to supply for this privation by many loving little notes and messages. On 

Christmas Eve, when it was thought she would not see the morrow, she contrived to 

write quite a long letter, intending, it for a farewell:  
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“My dearest Sis, 

I cannot wish you a very bright or merry Christmas, under present circumstances, 

but I do hope you may have a very happy and holy one that will bring you nearer and 

dearer to Our Divine Lord. You can never know what a comfort you have been to me by 

not trying to see me after I had been anointed, and so making it easier for me to obey 

our Holy Rules. I hear people are speaking of it as it shows what a fine old Catholic 

spirit the Irish have for Religious Rules. I have met it twice before in Irish Mothers in 

Australia. After a very short time we shall meet in our Heavenly Home with all the dear 

ones gone before never to part, and you and I shall have a special reward for this 

sacrifice, so make it generously tomorrow morning, at the Crib of Our dear Infant 

Saviour who rewards a hundredfold every sacrifice made for Him. You will make 

excuses for this letter written under difficulties. I am warned I should stop or I shall 

suffer tonight for the exertion. Dear Mother de Sales has watched the opportunity when 

she saw me best able; indeed, we can never be grateful enough to her for her loving 

devoted care day and night for the last four months, and longer than that. Dearest Sis, 

goodbye now for a time until we meet in Heaven. Won’t you say all that is affectionate 

and loving to dear John for me, I may not be able to write”.249 Then followed business 

items. The reply to this Christmas letter was not written by Miss Barry till next day: 

“My darling Mary, 

Your dear letter of Christmas Eve is very precious to me, although its sad ending 

broke my heart. No matter what happened to me, I always had the thought I had you. I 

have prayed so imploringly to the Lord to leave you to me, tho’ always in perfect 

submission to His Holy Will. You were all the world to me. I am glad you are pleased I 

did not ask or press to see you, my darling sister, although I need not tell you what a 

heavy cross it is, but I would not think of going against the Rule. When you see Our 

Divine Lord ask Him to give me the grace of a happy death, and to bear your loss with 

resignation. The Mothers and Sisters are the kindest and truest friends to me in my deep 

grief. I do not know what I would do but for them. I have written constantly to 

John...how grieved he will be. I will write next mail also...and now Mary, pray for me 

and watch over me when you go to your heavenly home for I am heart-broken. You 

have been the best of sisters to me”. 

As we know, Mother Gonzaga rallied from this attack as from others, so that 
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many another sweet message went to the Sister so loving and beloved. 

Prior to the opening of schools in February, 1915, a local Superior had been 

appointed for Mary’s Mount. For the last eleven years - at the special request of the 

Community - Mother Gonzaga had fulfilled that office as well as the duties of 

Provincial of Australia. Relieved of that immediate responsibility and having arranged 

the affairs of the Province, her last few weeks were free from care, though she was 

always ready to help others and pleased to see them. Several Sisters used to gather into 

her room in the evening for special prayers before the little Altar of Our Lady, and this 

gave Rev. Mother great pleasure. 

Towards the end, she used sometimes spend whole days without speaking, her 

eyes closed, and with a wonderful look of peace and happiness, as if absorbed in God. 

Once or twice, she said, “I have had a very happy day in Carmel” or “I did not sleep all 

night, but I felt very happy”. Doubtless, her “pet” Saint Teresa was near her devoted 

client, and perhaps obtained for her some taste of the sweetness of the Contemplative 

life of prayer and suffering to which our Mother had been so strongly attracted in her 

youth. 

On the last Sunday, 28th February, she was very bright and chatty. She insisted on 

seeing all the sisters who came up from Dawson Street, Loreto. However, it was noticed 

that there was a peculiar tone in her voice, and her appearance was greatly changed, and 

she had become so thin and worn, though retaining her sweet expression. That evening 

she pencilled four pages of a letter to her Director, which she asked one of the Mothers 

to write next morning. The writing shows the effort it was to guide the pencil with her 

trembling fingers. The contents are another tribute to her humility. The letter shows how 

clear her mind was on all business matters to which she refers. She writes: “Why Our 

Dearest Lord is leaving me so long I do not know, nor do I seek to know; but there are 

two things I do see one, a greater insight into love and devotion to our Heavenly Father 

Who loves us so, and to the Holy Spirit so often forgotten, yet He was the last gift of 

Our Dearest Lord sent to accomplish His work on earth. The other thing is, my 

extraordinary deficiencies as a good Superior and perfect religious, but as you told me I 

do not worry about this. God hid it from my children and it only serves to humble me 

profoundly and make me contrite for waste years. Now I get credit for suffering great 

pain and do not; I may later on, so pray still, dear Father for patience and perseverance. 

I was getting off too easily when you had me already packed for Purgatory! I had such a 

kind letter from the Archbishop of Melbourne” (then follows items of business). In her 



 

(474) 

last letter Reverend Mother General hinted at giving up Norwood, from misinformation, 

(I think not from present staff). We must not let her do this; all it wants is a good, 

attractive, little convent for the children”. Next morning she added a few words, “Forgot 

in letter: great revival of early love of Blessed Virgin Mary. A taste of Carmelite given”. 

The holy Priest’s comment on this letter was: “I have just had a letter from 

Mother Provincial. It is just like a letter of St. Teresa. Every word of it has gone to my 

heart. I am constantly praying for her. In all her long sufferings she is so resigned, so 

peaceful, so happy. She says she feels like a child going home for the holidays”. 

For the next few days - Monday to Thursday - our Mother seemed to re-enter her 

cloister of Carmel, remaining very quiet, her eyes closed, and apparently engaged in 

prayer. She was unable to speak, except a few words and those were indistinct. When 

she realised that her power of speech was gone, she managed with difficulty to utter 

slowly the words, “Deaf - and dumb” and then, still smiling, looked upwards with an 

expression of very sweet resignation, as if offering to God her last sacrifice. She had 

borne the trial of her partial deafness always most cheerfully, though it occasioned her 

much inconvenience and suffering. Once, when questioned, she owned that the noise in 

her head always was “like the stampers of a quartz-battery” - and then smiled and made 

some joking remark lest she would attract sympathy. But, if her ears were deaf to the 

ordinary sounds of this world, they were the more open to the guidance and inspirations 

of the Holy Spirit, and her affliction brought her many graces. 

She seemed to be thinking a good deal of Norwood in those last days - her “dear 

Carmel of the Angels” as she used to call it with such affection in look and tone. 

Doubtless she feared lest any attempt might be made to give up the foundation in 

Adelaide, as the war had caused a temporary depression, for she had implicit faith in the 

prophecy of Mother Mary of the Cross that her most important foundation in Australia 

would hereafter be that of Norwood. She tried hard on her last day, Thursday, to speak 

about it, but the only intelligible word was “Norwood”. As she could not be understood, 

she tried to write what she could not say, but her fingers refused the task, so her good 

desires for Norwood had to remain one of God’s secrets. 

On Wednesday and Thursday she was unable to take nourishment so it was 

expected that the end was not far off, yet it came almost suddenly, and as quietly as she 

could have wished had she chosen the time and manner of her departure. During the 

evening she seemed very prostrate, and her breathing was laboured. That passed, and 

the night began as usual. About 2.30 a.m. on Friday - the First Friday, 5th March, 1915 - 
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the watchers saw a change pass over the little Mother’s face - a quick call was given to 

those near at hand, and in a few moments seven Mothers (her favourite number) knelt 

round the bed and joined in the prayers for their dying Mother. She made a slight 

movement with her lips as if joining with them, and also tried to kiss the indulgenced 

crucifix held to her lips. No one could tell the moment when her spirit passed, as there 

was no sign of death, except that she was gone. She still sat there, as she had done for 

many months, her head just drooping a little to one side, her eyes closed, and a look of 

perfect peace and serenity on her brow, her limbs remaining quite supple. It was just as 

if she were asleep, and there was no feeling of death. Everyone was conscious of a 

feeling of extraordinary peace that seemed at once to have spread through the house. 

There was deep sorrow and loneliness - a void that could never be filled - but the sense 

of peace and recollection predominated. 

 The burial took place on Saturday, the day following 

her death. Her remains were brought to the Church on Friday 

evening; the community following in procession, as was 

customary. Solemn office for the dead was chanted by a choir 

of Priests at 10 a.m. on Saturday, the Bishop presided, and gave the absolution. 

So many of her own old children had joined the Institute in India that Mother M. 

Gonzaga’s death was felt there as a personal loss. Her old friend and namesake, the 

Provincial of India, mourned for her as a dearly-loved Sister and friend. In her letter she 

says: “All Australia has cause to mourn for her. She left the impress of her goodness, of 

her strong faith, her piety, her practical good sense and refinement on each of her 

convents, and I think I may add on every child in the schools that came under her 

influence. And for our dear Institute what has she not done!” 

A cable had, of course, been sent to Mother Gonzaga’s brother, Mr. John Barry, to 

announce her death; letters followed giving details. In his reply, he says: “Your 

description of the last hours and death of our beloved little saint touched my heart 

deeply. She and I were always so attached to one another, and far as we were separated 

there was constant communication between us. There is no occasion for me to say 

anything to you who knew her so well, of her gentle and amiable nature, or to praise her 

generous and warm-hearted disposition. From her earliest childhood she was 

remarkable for her piety and devotion to religion, and her whole happiness consisted in 

serving her God and doing all the good she could for all who came in her way. The 

Almighty blessed her efforts, and she was assisted nobly by her companions and is now 
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enjoying the reward of her labours. R.I.P.” 

A recent writer says “Any memoir of the founder of a religious work must be 

imperfect if it concludes with the founder’s death. But 

“She was a Teacher, why be grieved for her 

Whose living word still stimulates the air?” 

Her monuments are built of living stones. Not merely the convents, colleges, schools, 

associations, etc., that she built up throughout the length of Australia and which carry 

on the work that she established, are evidence of its vitality, but wherever her influence 

reached - and it was world-wide - it sowed good seed for future growth, even though 

other hands might tend it; and perchance claim the reward. How many good works 

undertaken for the physical, mental and moral help of others owed their existence, 

primarily, to the impetus given by her encouragement and example, perhaps even a 

chance suggestion. Every good work achieved on this planet shared in her sympathy 

and approval. In matters educational, she was, as we have seen, ever in the vanguard. 

Nay more, her foresight led her to anticipate by years some of the progressive 

movements that afterwards took place, while she intuitively grasped the requirements of 

the country and the times in which she lived. 

Here is an estimate of Mother M. Gonzaga formed by one who knew and loved 

her as a child in the school and afterwards as one of her spiritual children. “Her 

influence certainly dominated Mary’s Mount from the first. One felt, even as a child, 

that she mattered there more than anyone else. Some girls, judging her only by her 

warm-friendliness, used to speak of her merely as “dear little Reverend Mother”. This 

always struck me as inadequate - an incomplete appreciation. No soft type of 

womanhood was hers. Strength and will power that were valiant though not virile, 

characterised this frail “little Reverend Mother”, and something of all this I recognised 

vaguely, even in school days. But what a steadfast Mother’s love was blended with the 

strength! Her loyalty never faltered. To form a friendship with her was to build upon a 

steadfast rock, over which all waves of ill-report, all changes of the changing years 

would break in vain. How beautiful was our Mother’s fidelity! ‘The years, as they 

passed, brought me a fuller understanding of her breadth of view. All her ideals, as 

became a foundress, were large; all her plans far reaching. She built for time, not for a 

day; and no precedent was ever set by her which later generations could fear to follow. 

She realised to the full the awful responsibilities resting on pioneers who blaze the trail 

in a new land, but like a true leader, she had a heart that knew no fear. Who ever saw 
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her courage fail, her hopes die down? None. The secret of her strength, what was it, if 

not faith in the power of God and a childlike trust in His love? No more appropriate 

motto could have been inscribed on the medals struck for her Golden Jubilee than the 

one selected: “In His Holy Name I have trusted”. I know there are innumerable lessons 

to be learnt from her life and death; lessons of zeal and fortitude; of selflessness and 

large-hearted charity; of fidelity and patient waiting on God; but personally, what I 

think most lovely before all and above all, A Life of Faith. In this I find an explanation 

of all that is praised, all that is wondered at, all that is revered in her. Even that 

attractive trait, her keen sense of beauty - and it were hard to find a keener - seemed 

spiritualised. She saw the God of all loveliness through the veil of earthly beauty. She 

appeared to have lived from infancy within touch of Him, not constrainedly, but with a 

joyous reverence. Beautiful as were her natural gifts of mind and character, nothing so 

fascinated my love and admiration as this mystic life of faith, in which through many 

active days of work, through many gloomy nights of pain, she grew in beauty before 

Him year by year, until the time was come for faith to give place to vision; trust to be 

replaced by endless fruition in the bliss of God”. 

Now the tired worker lies quietly sleeping her long sleep in the little cemetery at 

Mary’s’ Mount. A brick vault was built in the centre covered with white marble and 

surmounted by a crucifix of the same. On the marble slab which covers the tomb is read 

the simple inscription:  

“My Jesus Mercy on the soul of our beloved Reverend Mother M.J. Gonzaga 

Barry, Foundress and first Provincial of the Institute of the B.V.M. in Australia, who 

died 5th March, 1915. R.I.P.” 

On the first anniversary of her death, a touching and impressive ceremony took 

place in the Church of Loreto Abbey - the children’s Requiem Mass. The Sanctuary was 

draped in black, while the white-robed children who thronged the building - all Loreto 

Schools being represented - wore black sashes and ribbons. The plaintive Music of 

Mohr’s Plain Chant Requiem rendered by the choir brought tears to many eyes. Space 

was reserved for the Ladies of Charity who wished to attend as a mark of gratitude to 

the late Mother Provincial who had been the life and soul of all their charitable 

undertakings. They wished also, to tender sincerest sympathy to Miss Barry, whose 

pathetic figure in deep mourning recalled Rev. Mother so vividly. After the Mass a 

procession was formed, the nuns with lighted tapers leading the way to the cemetery 

followed by the children. The Litany of Loreto was sung en route. When all had taken 
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their places in the little cemetery the Rosary was recited, and the chorus of Aves from 

so many loving hearts must surely have gladdened the spirit of the Mother, around 

whose tomb they were assembled - she, who had devoted her life and labours for the 

welfare of those little ones of Christ, the Lambs of his Flock. It was decided that this 

touching and appropriate tribute to her memory should be rendered annually for many 

years to come.  

“My children can come to me there,” she had said. Who can record their thoughts 

“which lie hid too deep for tears”. Where was there friendship like hers? Her release 

from suffering helps us to rejoice in her exceeding great reward. Yet the departure of a 

Mother leaves a void which would be intolerable were it not for the thought of the 

meeting in the Heavenly Home to which she attracted all. One instinctively thinks of 

Mother M. Gonzaga surrounded by her children and interceding for them at the Throne 

of Mercy, so that no Sister of the Institute or pupil of the schools for which she toiled 

and prayed may forget her teaching. On the Judgement Day, when the last Roll Call 

shall be read, may not one be omitted from the glorified band to which will be 

addressed those words of consolation: “Come, ye blessed of My Father, possess you the 

Kingdom prepared for you”. 
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APPENDIX 

At the conclusion of the Requiem Mass, the Very Rev. John Ryan, S.J., Provincial 

of the Jesuits, preached in the following simple and touching words the panegyric of the 

venerated Mother Mary Gonzaga: 

The preacher chose for his text:- 

“You have not chosen Me, but I have chosen you, 

and appointed you, that you should bring forth fruit, 

and that your fruit should remain.” (John XV., 16). 

 

Father Ryan said: - 

“These words were addressed by Our Lord to His Apostles, when He was sending 

them forth to teach the nations, and to establish the Kingdom of God, which would last 

to the end of time. In the eyes of human wisdom the Apostles were utterly unfit for such 

a gigantic work - they had no earthly means at their disposal, no battleships to sweep the 

seas, no armies to enforce their decrees. They had no worldly learning to meet the 

philosophers and sophists of the day. They had no persuasive words of human wisdom 

to sway the minds of men. They had no experience of statescraft to combat the intrigues 

of rulers and statesmen. They had no riches to bribe the covetousness of the human 

heart. Their only arms were patience and humility, their only statesmanship, simplicity; 

their only riches, poverty; their only eloquence, truth. But they had been carefully 

trained in the School of Their Divine Master for the great work which they were 

destined to accomplish; and, armed with His Divine Commission, and upheld by His 

Omnipotent Hand, they succeeded. They taught the nations and gathered them into the 

universal empire of the Church of Christ. Their teaching changed the face of the earth; it 

knocked the fetters from the hands of the slave; it tamed the savage Barbarians and 

moulded out of them the modern nations of Christendom; it elevated woman from a 

degraded being to her rightful place as man’s equal and partner; it has given us a new 

calendar of time. Long before there were any Education Departments it founded our 

universities, and established schools for the children of the poor. It has filled our cities 

and towns with charitable institutions. It has, in a word, given us the civilisation of 

which the modern world is so justly proud. 

Nor was the work of the Apostles to be confined to the one age or generation. 

Their Divine Master meant that work to be carried on in His Church to the 

consummation of the world. To secure this end, in every generation He selects chosen 
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souls and prepares them and appoints them for apostolic work according to the needs of 

the times. In the fourth century he raised up Athanasius to withstand the onslaughts of 

Arianism. In the fifth century Augustine was chosen to combat the Donatists, and later 

on, Dominic, Francis, and Ignatius were raised up to withstand the heretics of their 

times. 

Nor was the apostolic work of the Church confined to men. Some of the most 

brilliant pages of Church history are adorned by the deeds and virtues of heroic women. 

Who has not heard of the sainted Empress Pulcharia, of St. Brigid of Ireland, of St. 

Elisabeth of Hungary, of St. Catherine of Sienna, of St. Teresa of Avila, of Blessed 

Margaret Alacoque, of Blessed Mother Barat, of Mother Teresa Ball, of Nano Nagle, of 

Mother Macaulay and hundreds of others that might be named? 

I need not say, my dear Sisters, that in your late beloved Mother you had a 

striking instance of a noble soul, chosen and prepared by Divine Providence to 

accomplish a great work, the fruit of which remains in the flourishing Australian 

Province of the I.B.V.M., of which province she was the foundress, and for so many 

years, the guiding spirit. 

If I were to consult my own feelings on this occasion of your great sorrow, I 

would say but a few words of sympathy and condolence; but His Lordship, the devoted 

friend of your Mother Provincial, Mother Mary Gonzaga Barry, has thought otherwise, 

and has asked me to give some details of her edifying life. Chosen, as Mother Gonzaga 

was, to do a great and lasting work for the glory of God in this new land, she was 

carefully prepared from her infancy for its successful accomplishment. The Holy Spirit 

took possession of her soul from her entrance into this world; for being in danger of 

death at her birth, she received private Baptism. 

Her childhood was passed in the environment of a truly Catholic home, where 

from the dawn of reason her thoughts and affections were raised above the things of 

earth and directed to things of heaven. The saints were to her living realities, with whom 

she had affectionate converse. She delighted in hearing stories of their lives. That tender 

filial devotion to Our Lady for which during her long life she was so remarkable was a 

kind of instinct with her from her earliest childhood; and her chief recreation was to cull 

the sweetest and most beautiful flowers she could find to decorate the little altar of our 

Lady in the nursery. 

The foundation of a liberal education was laid in her home, and a natural taste for 

elevating literature was cultivated. She continued her studies at Loreto Abbey, Gorey, 
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and finished them in the Mother House of the Irish Institute at Rathfarnham, which 

then, as now, held foremost place among the most successful schools of Ireland. 

Her school days ended, she returned home, and devoted herself to works of 

charity among the poor of the surrounding district. But already the call of Our Lord to 

devote herself entirely to His service resounded in her pure young heart. She was not 

deaf to that heavenly call, but prompt and diligent to accomplish God’s Holy Will, and 

in the 19th year of her age, she bade eternal farewell to the fascinations and hollow joys 

of the world and entered the Novitiate of Loreto at Gorey. In this school of sanctity, 

under the guidance of Mother Benedicta Somers, the young novice advanced from 

virtue to virtue, and gave evidence of these extra-ordinary gifts for which she was 

remarkable in after life. Conspicuous among these gifts was her talent for government. 

After her noviceship she was chosen to fill the most important offices of the 

community, and when quite young was appointed Mistress of Novices. Later she held 

the office of Superior for several years. When a new foundation was made at 

Enniscorthy she was appointed its first Superior, and so successful was her 

administration, that her memory is still held in benediction there. In this way the 

Providence of God prepared Mother Gonzaga for the great work of her life in Australia. 

In 1874 this new diocese of Ballarat was established, and Dr. Michael O’Connor 

was appointed its first Bishop. As he had been Parish Priest at Rathfarnham, he was 

well acquainted with the zealous nuns of Loreto Abbey, and asked the Superiors for a 

community to help him in the pioneer work of his distant mission. His request was 

granted. Mother Gonzaga was chosen Superior of the new foundation, and on the 20th 

May, 1875, the little band consisting of eight nuns and two postulants (several of these 

generous souls are, thank God, still with us) left the shores of Ireland, and, sailing from 

Plymouth on the 24th of the same month, landed in Melbourne on the 19th July. 

The Presbytery of Ballarat East was placed at their disposal as a temporary 

residence; but within a few weeks this most beautiful and suitable property on the 

shores of Wendouree was purchased. Mother Gonzaga dedicated it to Our Lady under 

the title of “Mary’s Mount”, and her life-work in Australia, for which she had been 

chosen and prepared, began. As in all great works undertaken for God’s greater glory, 

difficulties and crosses were not wanting. The new foundation was penniless, and a 

crushing debt had to be incurred in the purchase of this valuable property, and in the 

building and appointments of a superior school suitable to the needs of the times. But 

Mother Gonzaga’s confidence in God, which was one of her chief characteristics, never 
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failed her. She spared no expense in making the school a first-class educational 

institution, and pupils came in, not only from the diocese of Ballarat, but from various 

other places of Australia, and within a short time the high reputation of the school was 

established, a reputation which has been maintained and increased up to the present day, 

and, what was still more important, many excellent postulants entered the novitiate, and, 

as the community increased, many offshoots were sent out, not only through the 

diocese, but also to Melbourne, Sydney, Adelaide and Western Australia. 

It is unnecessary to say that all this extraordinary activity and expansion were due, 

under God, to the wonderful foresight and management of Mother Gonzaga, who was 

the heart and brain of every new development, not only in the Mother House at “Mary’s 

Mount”, but in every one of the convents under her jurisdiction. 

So far we have only been considering the external activity of Mother Gonzaga in 

laying the foundations, broad and deep, of her Institute in this new land. But what shall I 

say of herself, and of those rare gifts of hers, both natural and supernatural, which she 

possessed in such an eminent degree? I can say, with all truth I have never known a 

woman of more varied gifts, and all so admirably blended that it is difficult to analyse 

them. She had the rare faculty of assimilating and retaining all she learned, and from a 

child she was endowed with powers of observation of a peculiarly refined order. Nature 

was to her an open book, and she looked from Nature up to Nature’s God. She found 

tongues in trees, books in running brooks, sermons in stones, and good in everything. 

She delighted in poetry, and as a child learned by heart many passages of the most 

beautiful and inspiring poems of our language. She read deeply all her life, and each one 

of her thousands of letters testifies to the literary treasures of her well-stored mind. Her 

language is always simple, graceful, elevating, and appropriate to the subject. If she had 

written books they would undoubtedly have found a very wide circle of sympathetic 

readers. Her letters to her old pupils especially are gems of epistolary composition. 

Another of her rare natural gifts was foresight. She seemed instinctively to 

anticipate the wants of the times. I have heard she was one of the first, if not the first, in 

Australia, to introduce into her schools the kindergarten system which is now so 

universal. 

Years before the law for registration of teachers was introduced in Australia she 

foresaw that registration was sure to come and brought an expert from Cambridge to 

instruct her nuns in all the latest and most improved methods of education. Thus, when 

the Registration of Teachers became law, she was already prepared for the emergency. 
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As early as 1884 Mother Gonzaga established a Training College at Dawson Street for 

the training of teachers, and it supplied excellent teachers to many Catholic schools in 

various parts of Australia, and also gave many excellent subjects to various Religious 

Orders. 

In 1905 the Bishops of the State of Victoria entrusted her with the work of 

establishing the Training College at Albert Park, which is so well known as one of the 

foremost educational institutions of the kind in Australia. 

Another striking characteristic of the revered Mother Gonzaga was her sympathy - 

who ever conversed with her even casually and did not feel it? Her heart went out to all 

God’s creatures, especially to those in trouble. “The human heart,” she would say, “is 

capable of great expansion - there is room in it for all God would have us love, if only 

He holds the first place.” This golden sentence, which is worthy of St. Teresa, gives us a 

true picture of her all-embracing sympathy.  

Is there one of all her nuns or pupils that has not felt the magnetic influence of 

that sympathy? Can anyone say that she ever forgot a friend? An old Roman poet has 

said while you are in good circumstances you will number many friends, but when 

poverty or reverses come upon you, they will give you a wide berth. Such was not the 

friendship of Mother Gonzaga; on the contrary, it was precisely when sorrow or 

adversity was severest that her friendship was deepest and most sincere. To this 

hundreds can testify. Her love like that of her Divine Spouse, was strong as death. 

It was this universal sympathy which drew all hearts to her, and knitted them to 

her soul with bands of steel. It was this that gave her that wonderful influence over all 

who came within the circle of her acquaintance; but over her nuns this influence was 

quite phenomenal. Her least word was obeyed to the letter, the slightest indication of 

her wishes was immediately translated into action. Nor was her sympathy confined to 

the members of her own Order; it extended to all the institutions of the Church that are 

doing the work of God. She heartily rejoiced in their success, and sorrowed with them 

in their trials. 

So far I have only been dealing with those characteristics which adorned her 

outward life. But what shall I say of her interior virtues? The beauty of the King’s 

daughter is from within. Notwithstanding her many duties and cares, it might be truly 

said of her that she was buried with Christ in God. His Holy Will was her Polar Star, to 

which she ever looked for guidance. “Remember,” she would say, “it is the pure 

intention that merits the eternal reward, before which all that is earthly pales and fades 
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into insignificance.” It was this constant union with God that gave such efficacy to all 

her words. It was this which made her “a link between souls and God”. It was this 

which gave her that super-human courage that made her undertake works which to 

human prudence might seem reckless folly. It was this that made her lay the foundations 

of this exquisite church. She knew that God would not fail her, and He did not. In a very 

wonderful way funds were supplied, which enabled her to erect and complete this 

graceful temple - a gem of ecclesiastical architecture. 

In all her cares her soul clung to the Strong Living God whose Omnipotent Hand 

always upheld her. “Cling to God, my children,” she would say, “Cling to Him as to a 

wise and loving Father who knows what is best and always gives it to His children, even 

though that best may not always be the pleasantest”. In her heaviest trials this 

confidence never failed her. Truly we may apply to her the words of Our Lord to the 

Canaanite woman, “O woman, great is thy faith!” 

It was this confidence which made her so uncompromising in matters where she 

considered principles were at stake, and this same confidence made her sunny-hearted 

and brave. She followed the advice she gave to others. 

“Keep your hearts young and childlike for 

The happiest heart is childlike; 

It never grows quite old, 

It sees the sunset’s splendour  

As it saw the dawning gold.” 

Such was the heart of this truly valiant woman. No wonder, then, she had such 

power to inspire others with hope and trust in darkest hours. Hers was a sensitive nature, 

but she had her feelings under control. “People think,” she remarked once, “that troubles 

sit lightly on me, but sometimes when I laugh and talk at recreation there is a lump in 

my throat, but I smile, for I cannot afford to let myself be downhearted”. “We should 

remember,” she wrote, “that the failure of our dearest hopes will appear as successes in 

the light of eternity.” 

With this absolute confidence in God, was united a most tender and childlike 

devotion to Our Lady. In her early childhood, as we have seen, one of her favourite 

recreations was to pick the most beautiful flowers she could find to deck Our Lady’s 

altar, and all through her long life the feasts of Our Lady were as landmarks to her; and 

she ever sought to inspire her nuns and pupils with her own tender love for Mary 

Immaculate. It was love for Our Lady that led her to consecrate her life and labours to 
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God. 

After such a long life, devoted wholly to God, the death of Mother Gonzaga was 

such as we should expect. It was the death of a saint. During her long and painful 

illness, no word of complaint ever escaped her; her patience and resignation were truly 

admirable. We read of St. Teresa that when the Viaticum was brought to her on her 

deathbed, she cried out in ecstasy of delight, “O my Lord and my God, the long wished-

for hour is at last come when we shall see each other face to face.” Such, too, were the 

sentiments of Mother Gonzaga. Shortly before the end she said, “I feel like a child 

going home for the holidays”. And yet with all that longing desire for death, she was 

full of tender thought for others. The day before Christmas Eve, when she was very 

weak, she asked to see me as she had something to say to me. What was it? “Father,” 

she said earnestly, “Do ask Our Lord not to take me before Christmas; it would be so 

sad for the dear Sisters.” I know she prayed earnestly for that and her prayer was heard. 

During over forty years in the sacred ministry I have stood by many a deathbed, 

but never have witnessed a death scene more consoling, more edifying, more saintly 

than the passing of Mother Gonzaga Barry. 

My dear Sisters, great as your sorrow must be at the loss of such a Mother, yet it 

is not without some consolations. Is it not a consolation that her cherished remains are 

to abide with you near this noble fane which will ever remain as a fitting monument of 

her pure and noble life. 

Is it not a consolation that the long-continued agony which for the past half year 

has constantly wrung your hearts has come to an end in a most peaceful happy death? I 

know well that while there was a gleam of hope, there is not one of you that would not 

gladly have sacrificed her life to retain her among you - but is there one of you who 

would wish to bring her back to her bed of suffering? 

She has fought the good fight, she has finished her course, she has kept the faith, 

she has completed the noble work which God has appointed for her, she is now within 

reach of that incorruptible crown of glory which her Divine Master has prepared for her, 

(if she has not already actually attained it). Which of you would wish for an instant to 

withhold from her that well-earned crown? 

But devoted as was her life, and saintly as was her death, still we must not fail to 

recommend her to God’s infinite mercy. Instinctively we may feel disposed to ask her 

intercession before the throne of God rather than to pray that God may grant her that 

eternal repose which we may hope she already enjoys. But filial duty, and Christian 
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charity, and the universal practice of the Church demands our earnest prayers that 

should any of the dust of human frailty still remain on her pure soul, it may be quickly 

washed away in the Precious Blood of the Lamb, that eternal rest be granted to her, and 

that that light which knows no decline, may shine on Mother Mary Gonzaga Barry, the 

first Provincial of the Australian Province.250 
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