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“Oh, I can't play>anything yet,"
#aid Caweline, generous and un-
abashed ; " but if you want, I'll sing
you some of the old tunes.”

Shs went to Margarst's piano as
naturally as it it had been the old
Square piano at home. The litsle
rounded, compact hands ssemed to
onress the keye, She played softly
an indreductory measure, and began
to eing

‘' Tell me the tales that to me were
g0 dear,
Long, long ago, long, long ago ;

Sing me the songs I delighted to |

hear,
Long, long ago, long ago.”

Margaret sat in amozement, It
wias not that Caroline's voice was in
the least extraordinary ; it wae only
young and sweet and true. There
was nothing extraordinary about
Oarolins—her drese, her appearance,
her manner,

T'hat's
Allerdyca
“ Let's have
and another!
mwusic! No

something like !” Mr,
said enthasiastically,
another and another

Toat's woal [ call
but what yours is, too,

danghter, underetand, but you know |

1 don's pretend to bs anythiog exocrpt
old-fogy. Those old tunes somehow
g0 to the heart.”

So Caroline sang, as she had sung
80 many times to the folks at home
—Emmat's old Lullaby, and Long,
Long, Weary Day, and Music in the
Air, and Star of the Twilight, She
bhappily granted petitions for certain
old favorites of her host—plaintive
plantation songs and Scotch melodies
and the old sentimental ditties that
have endured.

Mr. Allerdyce begged for just one
more! So Oaroline sang in her
gtrangely moving voice, When You
and I were Young, Maggie. Mr,

Allerdyce laid a large, capable hand |

on the small competent band of his
wife. They were not old—only in

¢he pleasant latter forties; and Mrs, |

Allerdyoe’'s name was not Maggie,
but Annie; bus it was their song,
Caroline sang:

‘But to me you're ns fair as you |

were, Meaggle,
When you and [ wers young.”

" Thet's music!”

Allerdyce. " That's the resl thing!

Wha

#elf, my girl—a concert singer ?

Bat stick to the ballads; that's your |

fleld.

Caroline, now tha

einging, unsonsciously
, diffident
1ghed out gayly at Mre, Allen-

ion.

"I guees my fame will never spread

ud my nasive heath,” ghe gaid.

) only this winter,

11 be ready for college, and I'll
be & home bedy. Don't you think
hom 8 pretty good stage ? And
then, you have no ecritics —nothiog
but sppreciation.”

“Well, I don's know hut you're
about right,” agread Mre. Allerdyce.
‘From what I gatber, the path of
fame' beset by a considerable
amount of heartache and disillusion.
And when you've reached it—afier
all, ‘s & peak
fortless lodging.”

In the succeeding days and weeks,
Margaret frequently remembered her
little Alt acquaintance, who was
making nimble feet in the conserva
tory dinicg room further the inter.
ests of nimble flogers in the practisa
rooms ; but whenever Margaret
rem:mb-red, there was something
else to do, or somewhere else

or some one else to sse.

8, her mother frequenily had

* al the house for the cuzy
dey evenings,

8 quest

Ted

wihe

o

ymetimes lonesome

7eek daye, Caroline nsver by any

mentioned the fact., Or if

n of her dreame betore she lef§

y conegervatory

mirg ed

et Allerdyca for her closest

kneaw.

Allerdye

7 don'e
to sing for your
She'd make a very

ion to your program.”

i | g0 cld tunes —ai a benefl§

—in hall with everyone

re—and for pay ?"

3

" Even sc,” returned
quie'ly.
"Well I don’t know,” said Margaret
glowly. “"You may be right. It
would be something different, and it
would be an opportunity for Caro-
line, too. But of coures it might not
sound jasl the same, mother—her
ginging —in a hall ; but I'll suggest it
to others.”

The gifted young amateurs whose
services hod been enlisted for the
be led guggestion with
relicf. The program resembled the
required list of a soholarship contast,
Milly O lone required
t X rformance

d, no on Vel
Onag day M:ra,

" Margare

Caroline

Thuraday,

give

suggasbad

you g

add)

efli ha e

on's numbar alc
b inutes for ite pe
its capical d fisulvies were
tha )y leaden hours of the
scribed daily practise were hardly
long enongh to master them.

Carolice could bardly beliave that
little songs would make a geatefal
addition to the program ; but she
Qons ed §o he!p.

Aunt Hastie wrote from Alton that,
gince Uncle Robert had basiness in
the city at that time, she had decided
to come with him and to be present
al the debut of Caroline, whom she
considered as in a sense her protegee.
Bobby had consented, in ocensidera-
tion of certain indemnities, 8o accept
the temporary hospitality of his
grandparente,

Early on the day of the benefit
Aunt Ha'tie demanded to be taken to
gee the hall ia which the affair was
to ocour. She subjected the stage
and ite appurtenances to the closest
sorutiny, at the end of which ghe

en m
such
pra.

She sat singing simply |
and naturally, an old fashioned song. |

pronounced Mr. |

Are you going to make of your- |

1 |
she had done
assumed her |
manner sgoin ; but |

Next year |

A pretty com- |

had been |

wish the thought |

! |
ber mother

; and |

nodded a knowing head, and made
round eyes when Margaret said :

"De you think her veice will carry,
Aunt Habtle ?'

“Iv'll earry 'em all back to Old Vir.
Rinny, dem't you fear, honey !"

" And about—4tke dress, you know
~-do you think Caroline—"'

Aunt Hattie made her eyes
rounder than before. ‘' Aboul the
dress—I know,”

Margored sighed in relieved con.
tent. Besides a sound knowledge of
everyday things like a home and a
| tamily, Auné Hattie was not deficient
in & sense of the deeper myateries of
dress.

All the loyal parents and relatives
and acquaintances and friends rallied
early on the momentovrs night of the
benefls ; the house wase full to over.
flowing. In the retiring room
beyond the sbege, which had sud.
| denly burst inso a tropleal wealth of
greeneiy, the little artists shivered
in a sort of delighttul dread.

From tha filret number,—that Polo-
naiee Militaire, which might almost
| have been composed against thie
very pight,—straight down through
the long and arduous program ren-
dered with an earnest fidelity, if not
with innate musical comprehension,
the applause wae unstinted ; and it
wad none the less honest because, for
the most pars, it was called forth by
the performer rather than by the
performance. Youth as well as art
| makes its peculiar appeal.

Aunt Hattie had asked the privi-

lege of serving as ' stage electrician |
for Caroline's specialty, The cartain |
wag briefly lowered. Aunt Hattie
directed that, for the most part, the
flerce light that had bsat upon the
stage be extinguished ; then ghe
placed a pair of oandlesticks—old
Allardyce heirlooms—upon either
side of the piano desk.

The effect of this simple procedure
was charming ; the floral display was
now only a part of the pleasant,
| candle-lighted shadow ; and as the
curtain was withdrawn, a dear little
old-teghioned girl in a flowered,
| ruffled gown the yellow-rose
| organdy that was also an Allerdyce
| heirloom—seated herself before the
shining, candle - lighted piano and
began to sing,

Simply and unpretentiously Caro-
line began to sing the old tunes ; and
& slightly weary, but still loyal, |
audience suddenly took a new and |
amazing leate of enjoyment. Caro- |
line knew nothing of stage mannsr, |
| or of the art of throwing the voice.
She only sang, in a candle-lighted |
room, folk songs she had long known |
end loved; and by that curious
miracle that for want of a bitter |
| word we onll “ appeal,” her songs
carried — carried even past those
walle, into other years and other |
places. Caroline had only one arf—
the art of simplicity.

And then—she was kind. She did
not leave them mourning overlong
| because of Auid Robin Geay, but gave |

them, with a queer little jangling

stacate accompeniment like a |

| plucked banjo, the enlivening strains
of Dearest Mae. Btanch, prosaic souls
that they were, they must needs |
blink throughout in the G oaming ; |
| and the inspired aesurance of the
wedded words and melody of Believe
{ Ma if all those Endearing Young
| Charms seemed somehow to express
for them things that they had never
bsen ab e to put ints worde.

Once, twice, and yet a third timae,
wae Caroline summoned back by an
audience grown suddenly hungry for
mugic. And from the neighborhood |
of Mr, Allerdyce came the request
for shat oconnoisseur’s favorita. So
Caroline in hsr rufflad yellow rose
dress, sitting in the yellow cnndle |
glow, sang as it she had been ringing
to one alone, that dearcst of para- |
doxes :

“ But o me you're as fair as you
wers Maggle,
Whean youa aud [ wers young.”

|

[
" A veritable Jenny Lind!"” held
{ these generous souls, And suddenly
in the moet naturel, and at the same
time the most amazing, manner they
| began to plan another benefit — a
| benefis the object of which was noth
| ing lees than the furthering of Caro. |
[line's musical intereste. Caroline |
| should be sené to a larger city, fo |
| & famous conetervatory, to greater |
opportunitiee. Margarst and Milly
and their set, those delightful young
girls, who with the fairy-tale supar
stitlouences of youth attributed a
measure of Carcline’s success to her
Cinderelln drudgeries in the conser-
vatory dining room, encouraged and
abstted by their several households,
planned a debué for Caroline thas
promised fo ba almost a pageant.
Not until all hed beon assured—
exsept the slight detail of Caroline's
acceptance of her role — was the
announcemend l‘.L!(’.

Carolive had been bidden to the
Allerdyces’ for Sunday night tea.

“ I'm go happy,” she said blithely.
“I'm going home tomorrow. Of
course, it's been wonderful-—a whole
term of musio! I'll never forget it, |
And “you'va all been so good—but |
now time's up. Iean hardly wait | |

They looked at her blankly.

" But, Oaroline — you oan't go
howms " Margarat expostulated,
“You're going dast—to study and
become famous !"”

And she related the whole wondex-
fal plan.

Caroline’'s eyes orinkled with a
wonderfully tender, mirthful smile.
“It's a beautiful plan!” ghe said
whole-heartedly. " Some day [ hope
you can carry it out. But it couldn’t
be me—! ghall never bs famous ; it
isn't in me, That night —it wasn't at
all me—it was tha drass, and the
candles, -and the old tunes. Thay
fairly sing themselves! Besides,
I've got my publie all I'll ever want

| she has been social reformer, leo

| Rreatest master of his

| “ Avt aud Labor,”

| ment house,

—just Alton—just the home folks.

But I thank you just the sams.”

Margeret deplored the burying of
Oaroline's talent in a little ceuntry
fown like Alten. She intimated ne
much to Aunt Hattls on she secasion
of her acquainting that eprightly
relative with the facte. Aunt Hattie's
reply was brial and crypio, “ Qaro.
line wasted in Alton ? Come and
see "

“I'm inclined to agres with her,”
sald Mrs. Allerdyce. ' What better
could Carcline win than sghe already
bas ?”

" Fame," sald Margaret,

" Your mother wnd I hava managed
to get along very comfortably all
thes» years without fame,"” observed
Mr. Allerdyoce ; “ and we could wish
no happier lot for our only daugh.
ter."”

"The best place for n girl,
before she marries,” said Mrs. Aller. |
dyoce, " is home. And the best place |
for her after ghe marries is home, |
When you've said that, you've said |
about all.’ 1

" All,” ngreed Mr, Allerdyce. After |
8 moment's reflaction, he amended, |
" With a few old tunes thrown in for |
good mensure !"—Agnes Mary Brow-
nell in The Youth's Comganion,

S T 1
CONVERSION OF MISS "
GATES STARR 1

" !'

i

|

By Scannell O'Neill

Several years ago, when we were &
member of the staff of the Chicago
Chronicle, a friend of ours, then
Rector of the Anglican Cathedral,
but now a priest in St Louie,
invited us to accompany him to Hull
House to call on Jane Addams and
Ellen Starr. We have but a faint
remembrance of Miss Addame, but
we still recall the listle lady who
perched on a table was discoursing
to a large assemblage on art and to
whom we were introduced s the
co founder with Miss Addams, of the
famous settlement house. We were
particularly interested in Miss Starr
for the reason that we had known
her aunt, the late Miss Eliza Allen |
Starr, who had often spoken to us of |
her niece and of her prayers for the |
lattor's conversion. If Miss Eliza is
permitted to know anything of the
world here below doubtless she is
thanking God in H en soday that
her niece after mar years of wan- |
dering has at last come home to
Rome. For Miss Starr has recently |
made her submission 10 the Church,
the determining inflaeM®d in her
search for sruth having been the
Bishops' Pastoral. |

Ellen Gates Starr is descended
from Magflower stock thr sugh the
New England Starra and from the
family of Etnran Allen of Ticonder. |
oga fame. She was educated
Rocktord, (I!1) College, where she |
was a classmate and became the
intima$e and trusted friend of Jans
Addams. So when the latter in |
188% founded Hull Houso it was |
only natural that Misg Starr should
be nssociated with her in that ven-
ture. To give an idea of tha varied
activities of Miss Starr would re quire
much more space than we have at
our dieposal, suffice it %o eay tha

turer, writer, philanthropist and one |
of the first of living anthorities on |
Italian art, She established the
Dante and Browning classes at Hull
House, and to perfect herself in the
art of beok-binding she went to
England and setved her apprentics

ship under Cobden Sander the |
On her
up hex |

orafd,
return to Chicago she se
bindery which has b:o
throughout the country sni abr
for the beauty and thoroughness of
the work there turmed ous, Miss
Starz’s colleciion of tramed photo-
graphg of famons paintings became |

ne famous

ad |

| the nucleus of the Public School Arg
f Society of Chicago of i

ch the was
the first Presidens. She hag been a |
congiant c¢» tbutor of articles on
ari and social reform to various per-
iodicals and in " Huall Hous Maps
and Papers " appears her articld on
Adcams, in |
oute " pays
comfort of

the |

Migg
‘' Twenty Years at duil

generous tribute to the
Miss Starr's companions} th
vigor and enthusiasm she brought to
bear” upon the work of the setle
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SYON ABBEY HAS SURVIVED
FOR 500 YEARS
(By Rev. P, G

Guilday, Ph. D.)

London, September 2,—One of the
most remarkable examples of the
perpetuity of the Catholic faith in
Eogland is the etory of the Eaglish
Bridgetiine nuns of Syon Abb 3y, It
is the only religions honss oai of all
the hundreds tha% covered the land |
in the days ol tha greas ico lasé,
Heanry VIIIL, that has sorviv
Retormation. During flve hu e
yeara (1420 1920) this commuz ity of |
English nuns has constantly and ;
eutirely been recruited from English
subjecte, despite its long exile from
Eogland of three hundred years
(1559 1861.)

Syon Houee, still one of the show |
plac:s of England, was dedicated: in
1420. It was suppressed by order of
Henry VIIL in 1539 and twenty |
veas later the remsining members |
of the commuuity were permitted to |
leave the country with the retiring
Spanigh Ambessador, the Duke of
Feria. After several years of wan
dering from one convent to another
in Belgiam the nuns went to Lisbon,
The community soon began to in
crease in numbers dnd the convent
bacame one of the largest in the
Portuguese capital. In 1861, ghe
Bridgettines returned to England,
and in 1887, they took up their abhode
in the Syon Abbey, at Khudleigh,

| How long, O Lord! How

} And

: And I feel, with my

I8 i’ imtevesting to note that each
year ab Khudle/gh o vequiom Mass i8
said for the soul of William the Con-
queror, part ef whose lands were
made over 80 the Abbey in 1420 on
this condition.

This record of halt a thousand
years le unique in English Catholio

annals,
i

THE SONG OF THE
Dl«]A’l‘H{;ESS VOICE
How long shall the Celt chant the
sad song of hope,

That o sunrise may break on the
long etarless night of our past?

How long shall we wander and wait
on the desolate slope

Ot Thabors that promise our Traus-
figuration at last ?

How long, O Lord ! How long ?

How long, O Fate! How long !

How long shall our sunburst reflsct
but the suneet of Right,

When gloaming etill lights the dim
immemorial years ?

How long shall our herp's strings,
like winde that are wearled of
night,

Sound sadder than moanings in tones
all a-trembling with tears ?

How long, O Lord! How long !

How long, O Right !
How

How long !
long shall our banner,
brightest that ever did flame

In battle with wrong, droop furled |

like a flag o'er a grave ?

How long shall we be but a nation
with only a name,

Whose history clanks with the sounds

.| 88 frue as it is old, that a nation’s

the |

of the chains that enslave ?
How long, O Lord ! How long !

How long ! Alns, how long !

How long shall our isle be a Gol-
gotha, out in the sea,

With a cross in the dark ?
shall our Good Friday close ?

How long shall thy.cea that bheats o the Adriatic riee before our gaze

round thee bring only to thee
The wailings, O Erin! that

down the waves of thy woes ?
How long, O Lord ! How long !

How long |
How

Alns, how long !

long sball the cry of the

wronged, O Fresdom ! for thee |

Ascend all in vain fr
of sorrow below ?

How long ere the dawn of the day in
the nges to be

m the valleys

When the Celt will forgive, or else |

trend on the heart of his foe ?
long!

Whence eame the voice ?

grey eilencs fall ;

without in the gloom not a

sound ie astir 'neath the sky ;

And who i8 the singer ? Or hear I
& einger at all ?

Oz, hugh! Is't my
some deathless old cry ?

Around me

Ah ! blocd forgets not in ite flowing

its forefatuers’ wrongs—

are the heart's trust,

which we may

leased ;

Blood keeps in its throbs the echoes
of all the old songe

And siogs them the best whken it
flows thro’ the heart of a priest.

They from

ne’'er be re-

[ Am I not in my blocd as old as the

race whence I eprung ?
In the cells of my heart teel I not all
ite ebb and its flow ?
And old as our race ie, is it not still
forever ve young,
the youngeet of Celts in whose
breast Eria's love is aglow ?

As

Tha blood of a race that is wronged
beats the longest of all,
long the laste, each
drop of i quivers with wrath ;
And sare as the race lives, no m abiter
what fates may befall,
There's & Voice with a Song that for-
ever is haunting ite path,

For 88 vrong

Aye, this very hand that trembles
thro' this very line,

Lay hid, ages gone, in the hand of
some forefather Celg,

With a sword iun ite grasp, it stronger,
not iraer than wine,

pen, what the old

hero’'s sworded hand felt—

The heat of the hate that flashed into
flames against wrong,

The thrill of the hope that rushed
like & storm on the foe ;

And the sheen of that sword is bid
in the sheath ot the song

Ag gure o8 I feel thro'’ my velns the |
pure Celtic blood flow. J

blood have been |

thousands of |

The ties. of our
strained
years,

And still are not severed, how mighty
goever the etrain ;

The chalice of time o'erflows with
the streama of our tears,

Yet juet ae the shamrocks, to bloom,
need the clouds and their rain.

G eor

The Faith of our fathers, our hopes
and the love of our isle

Need tha rain of our hearts that fallg
from our grief clouded ¢ yvea,

To keep them in bloom, while for
eges we wait for the smile

Of Freedom, that eome day — ah |
some duy! shall light Erin's
skies.

Our dead are not dead who have gone,
long ago, to their rest ;

They are liviog in us whose glorious
race will not die—

Their brave baried hearts are gtill
benting on in each breast

Of the oh 1d of ench clime 'neath the
inflnite sky.

Many days yet to come may be dark
a8 the days that are past,

Many volcee may hush while the
great years sweep patiently by;

But the veice of our race shall live
gounding down to the last,

And our blood is the bard of the song
that never ghall die,

Ohb, when |

float |

eart athrill with |

["$ime

~REV. A. J. Ryan

PEACE THROUGH
FAITH

——

A contemporary publishes statistios
on the un churched portion of this
couniry that may well cnuse serious
men to pause and think whither we
are drifeing. 1t is an old saying, but

strength i measured by its adher.
ence to religious standarde and prac-
tical recognition of moral and ethical
principlee.

Times without number, » warning
has been sent out from those en

'A God-fearing generation of today

means peace and progress tomorrow.
—The Pilot,

No man was ever wise who had not
attained to sympathy with others.—
Rev. Joseph Farrell,

trusted with the religious well being of

the nation that we must return to .

God before we may expect lasting
peace secured through justice. It is
alarmiog to realize that religion ir||
deterfo:ating outeide the Church and
that over twenty-filve millions of obil.
dren in this country totally leck any
religicus instruction. It is aleo o
dangercus portent that half hearted |
iastruction is imparted to another |
twenty -five milliors cf the youth.

All this forces home the fact that
the one great agency for the perpet
uation of our national ideas tbrough
the conscientious practice of relig
ion i the Church, Outeide the
Church, religion is on the wane.
The above figures running into
tens of millicns show empba ically
tbat were it not for Cathboliciem and
ite mighty influence, there would
be little tc encoursge us to face
tbe future with founded hope.

On tke youth of today will rest the
responsibilities of tomorrow. Neglect
thelr proper religious tralning today
and tomorrow will rise a generation
with an obscured vision of duty and
an improper conception of the basio
principles of justice and right.

The great World War should teach
men the utter necessity ot enthroning
religion and making it an active
force. The millions who lie today in
uvknown graves from the North Sea

a* a warning. Had the voice of |
Christ's Vicar been heeded, had men |
teen conecious of their daties and

} responsibiii ies, had they the religious

turn of miud thet would call them
back from their worldly designs,
an epochal horror would not have |
overtaken the world and todsy the |
nations would be in pursuit of peace |
and happinass. }
The men ot today were the youth |
of yesterday. I'hey knew not thair |
God A oataclyem ensaed, The |
youth of today will be the men of to- |
morrow. Lat the world d
lesson learnad the battlefie'd
God rules whether men will or 1
In the latter case His band is laid
ACross the nations and cry
despair is heard athwart the world.
The C conecivua of her mis-
tion utilizes every means to teach |
the youti to koow, love and g
God. From their earliest year they
learn relizious trut As the yenrs
wear on, *hey practice it and today
th:y si1e through th-ir
tian education, the chiet bulwark
of government and the mightiest
power for the preservalion of socisty.
The world without should learn
8§ once ite direst used. It is religion
With it, all will be secure. Without |
iil we mu 8 face future wars. No
shouid be lost by those outside
the Church in training youth aright,

heed
or
n
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Give Cuticura the Care
Of Your Skin

. And watch that troublesome erup-
tion disappear, Bathe with Cuti-
cura Soap, dry and apply Cuticura
_(fim»mt‘m. For eczemas, rashes,
it¢ !.M{, 8, etc., they are wonderful,
Nothing so insures a clear skin and
good hair as making Cuticura your
every-day toilet preparations,

Soap 25¢, Ointment 25 and 50¢, Sold
throughout the Dominion, CanadianDepot:

Lymans, Limited, St. Paul St., Mont: A
bCu!icum Soap shaves wi(hE:lr::ulg.
-

'Ursuline College

of Arls

The Ladies’ College and
| Residence of the Wastern
| University, London, Ontario

Under the patronage of His Lordship

T'he Right Rev. M. F. Fallon, D.D.
Bishop of London.

'All Courses Leading
to Degrees in Arts

| For information, apply to the

| Ursuline College
| “The Pines”, Chatham, Ont.
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The base of Neponset Paroid is a high-grade rag
felt thoroughly impregnated with as
proof and fire-resisting,

Itis further reinforced with a talc
surface, grey in color; or with a
permanent slate surface,
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Easy to lay — With every roll of
Neponset Paroid is supplied suffic-
ient nails and cement with
directions.
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There is a Neponset dealer in your district.
Write us for his name and a copy of our

illustrated booklet ** Roofing Canada.”
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the wonderful values shown
in Hallam’s 1921 Book of
Fur Fashions—which will
be sent to you

FREE

It
lustrated
tions from
graphs. Page after page
packed with beautiful bar-
gains in Fur Coats and Sets
all at “trapper to wearer”
I)riL‘(“.

with reproduc-
hoto-

is

Every Hallam Fur Gar-
ment is with this
GUARANTEE—If a Hal-
lam Fur Garment does not
satisfy you when you re-
ceive it simply send it back
and we will at once return
your money in full.

sold

Hallam’s is the only firm
in Canada selling Furs
exclusively by mail from
trapper to wearer and guar-
No matter
where you live (in Canada)
the prices are the same to
everybody—everywhere.,

anteeing them.
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NEWMAN CLUB

(97 ST. JOSEPH STREET)

AT
THE UNIVERSITY OF TORONTO

A CLUB AND CHAPEL FOR
CATHOLIC STUDENTS ATTENDING THE
UNIVERSITY AND OTHER
INSTITUTIONS OF HIGHER EDUCATION
NOW OPEN




