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THE TRUE WITNESS AND OATHOLIO CHRONIOLE

AGNES REPPLIER.

A MOST FASCINATING ESSAY.

No Ordlnary Femalé Writer—A Well-
armed and Powerful Critle—Sly
Humor-Pungent Saroasm—Little
Lord Fauntelroy Uomsasked—

The Chlldren ot To-dav—Our

- Nursory Tales.

A friend of mine, e dweller In the o1iy, a lover:

of red bricks, one' to whom ths sound of the
dray-cart merrily grinding on the pavement is
sweeter musie than a borst of woodland Fong,
hue tardily conceded that the Adirondacks, on
a summer day, 18 plearant. I value bis testi-
mony and record it with pleasure. Let us be
thapkful for rruall favors wben cynics are the
donors. For me theke woods,lakes and er+ stal
streanrs hold anindescribshle charm. They are
the trueabode of man. IHereis llberty, while
the eity is but a cage, with its thousands utter-
ing the plaintive cry of Sterne’s prisonea star-
ling, I cannot get out  For the hum of wheels
we have the songs of birds, the muric of water-
falig, the purr of raountaln brooks, and the
harmonies.of the winds playing through the
thousand different species of trees, eacb one
differing In melody, but conbingin one grand
symphony. -Ovohesiras are muffled mausic
when compared to nature’s lute. The Pl of
Pan Is but a poet’s struggle to embody in
speech fuch & symphony. Forthecity’s smell,
t1hat pot even a Ruskin could paint, aibeil they
are far from elusive wo have the mountain alr
that hdsdallied with the streams and stolen
the fragrance of a thourand clover flelds. Every
man to his taste.  Thereé isnodirputing of this.
Lamb loved bricks and Wordswort sueh
rcenes ar ours; yet, Lamb would be ss sadly
misced from our libraries as Wordsworth,
Swing my_hammeock in the shade of yonder
pines good Paisy. A robin is piping hissweet-
ekt notes to his brooding spouse, the salmon
river runs at my feet, biting the sandy shore,
laughing loud when a saucy stooe {rllsinits
current. From over the hills comes the scent
of new mown hay; bless me, this is pleasant.
To add Lo this epjoyment you have broughta
bonk—something bright, you tell me. I'1l 8oon
see. And gliding into my bammock, I ratd
1y first good morningto Agnes Reppfl'er. It
was g breezy good morning,one of those where

the har d upconsclously gzoes out a8 much as to
gay : old fellow, you don’tknow how glad 1 am
to see you. There was no (riend with a white
cravatl stnnding on the first page to introduce

us, and tell us that the authoress bore in her
lonk a fecund message to struggling humanity,

and that the major partof thal same humanity

enuld hot see 1t ; hence it was his duty to stand

at the portal and solve the riddle. There was

no begging for recognition on the seore of an-
cestors, fads or tins. I am Agnes Repplier,

satd ithe brok; how do you like me? A few
pages perured, and my own volce amusingly

fell on my eavs, saying: first class. Here was

a. woman who tbought—not the trivial thought

that nausea‘es in the books of so many literary

women—but virile aggressive thought, that

provoker, contradlcts.nnd, like Hamlel’s ghost,
will not be downed. This thought is not folded

in a garment, whose many hues qulcken the

enriosily and make ber pages a continual feast

ot wit, droll ironty and illaminative critictam
all curiourly and harmoniously blended. Her

pagzes are rich in suggestion, apt in quot ition.

You are constantly groused, puton your guard.

laughingly disarmed. and that In a way thal

Lamb wouid have 'oved. She has no awe ln

the presence of literary guds. Lightly she

trips np to them with her polgnard, sRhows by

a pass that they are made of mud, and 1hat the

aureoje that eucircles them is but the work of
your crude imagination. Clearing away your

rhreds and parches she pats the suihor ina
plain suit before you, and, bhow you wonder,

that with all your boasted knowledge you have

called for years ajackdaw & peacock.

How delightful Lo watch this eritic armed
cap-a-pie,demolishing some fad, that has mas-

neraded for years aw genuine literature, Is it
littie Lord Fauntleroy, a character sloppy, in-
ane, impossible to real life, yet hngged to the
heart by the commmonplace. Miss Repplier
keenly furvevs her ground, as an artist would
the statue of his rival, notes the foibles, cant,
false poser, and crazy-quilt jargon used to
deck pet characters. Experience has taught
her thal you ecannot combat reriously the com-
monplace, “The statesman or the 1, sayR
Dudley Warner, '*who lannches out unmindful
of this will Le lkely 10 come to grief in his ge-
neration.” Sly humor, pungent sarcasm, are
the weapons etteclively used. The little hord
ik unrobed, aAnd the life that seemed so full o!
charity and virtue, becomes but a mixture of
hypoerisy and snobbery. Yet, if rome nt our
crities could, “sall the dear old pursery favor-
1tes must be banished from our midst, and the
rising generatlion of prigs nmst ha nourished
exclusively on Little Lord Fauntleroy, and
other carefnily selected specimens of milk and
water diet ** The dear land of romanes. in its
mat eharming phase, thel phase represented
by Red Ridiug Hood. Alla Babe, Blue Heard
a1 the olther heroes of our nursery hood must
Lo climinated; tor children are no longer chil-
(ren, in .the old sepss of belleving *:in such
sfaff without questioning. Amerlean chil-
dren, at any rate, are Loo sensitively organized
i endure tbe unredeemed forocity of the old
fairy storics we are told, and it is sdded, “no
motber nowadays tells Lpem in thelr unmitt-
gated brutality 7 These are the empty sayings
of the realisis, who would have &very chlid
break its dollsto analyze the sawdust. The
most casual observer of American homes
kEnows that our childres will not be fed on
such stuff as Reallsts are able to give, but will
turn wistfully back to those brave o'd tales,
which are thelr inheritance from a splendid
parl, and of which no hand shall rob them. As
Miss Repplier so well puts it. “We could not
hanish Blue Beard it we would. Hels as im-
mui tal av Hamilet,and when bundreds of years
shall have passed over thig uncomfortably en-
ligbtened world, the children « f the future—
who, thank Heaven,can never with all our
efloris, be born grown up—will still tremble at
the blood-sla ned key, and rejolce when the
big brave brothers come galloning up the
road " Ferocily, brutality, If you will, may
couch on every page, bul this i8 much better
than the sBugared nothingness of Sunday-
school tales, and beats all hollow, as the ex-
pression goes, the many tyicks perpetrated on
children by the school 9f abalyiioal fiction.
Children will read Blue Beard, and thank
Heaven, 83 grownup men, for such a childish
pleasurs, adding a prayer for her who. wrote
the “Battle of the Babies,” Bunner and others
have accused Miss Repplier of ignoring con-
temporary works, of rudely. closing in thelr
face her library door and saying he who enters
here  must have outgrown ‘his swaddling

0
¢lothies, wust have rennded out his good hall

‘] century. This may he one of Bunner’s’ skits,

Even if it were not, there 1s more than oue pre-
ecedent to follow. Hazlitt, 1z his delightful
ohat on the “Reading of Old Bnoks,” begins his
@988y, “I hate to read new books.” This author
bas the conrage of his convictions, you do not
grope in the dark to know why. Here is tbe
reason, and it 1s easler Lo'assent toit,than to
deny it. “Contemporary writers may gener-
ally be divided 1nto two classes—one’s [riends
or one's foes. = Of the fAirst we are compeiled to
think ton well, and of the last we are
disposed to think too ill, 1o receive much

enuine rleuure trom the perasal, or to judge
airly of the merits of either. One candidate
for literars fame, who happens to be of our
acquaintance writes inely, and likea man of
genius; but unfortunately bas a foollsh fad,
which spoils a dellcate passage;~another in-
apires us with the highest respect for his per-
sonal talents and charaoter. but does not come
quiteup to our expectation in print. All these
contradictions and petty details interrupt the
calm current of our reflectlons. Thess are
Round reasens, as if to clinch them he adds,
#But the dust smokeand nolse of modern liter-
atnre have nothing in common with the pure,
silent. alr of immortality, "Miss. Repplier,an
admlirer of Hazlitt, and If one may hazard a
guess, her master in style, would not go so far.
She belleves in keeping up with a decent por-
tion of current literature, and “this means per-
retaal 1abor and speed,” whereas Idleness and
elsnre are requisite for the trne exjoyment of
books. To read all the frothings af the press
for the sake of belpg called a contemporary
critic were madness.

8he concurs with another oritic that reading
is not & duty, and thbat no man is under auy
obligation to read what another man wrote.
When M's:. Repplier stumbles acrogs an un-
known volnme, picking it up dublously, and
fnds in it an honr of placid but genuine enjoy-
ment, although it 15 & modern book, wanting
in sanctifying dast, she will use all her art to
make {n other hearts a loving welcome for the
little stranger. A By-Way In Fictlon, tells in
her own way, of & recent book born of Itallan
soll and sunshine. The Chevaller of Pensleri
Vani. Itisthe essayists right to read those
books anclent or modern that are to her taste,
and it 15 a bit of impertinence in any writer to
fa.rnculaﬂy recommmend to Miss Repplier a
Ist of honks, which she 18 naturally indieposed
to consider with much kinds, thrust upon her
&R they are, like Pa.rezorlo or porous plaster.
“If there be peo? e who can lake thelr plea-
sures madicloally, l¢t them read by preserip-
tion and grow fat.’”” Our authoress can do her
own quarrying. One of the darts thrown at
this charming writer g, that she would have
children pore through books at thelr own
sweet, wild will snoppressed by that modern
infllctlon—foot-notes. That, when a ochild
would meet the word dog-an asterisk would
not hoid bim to a fooinote occupying & page
and giving all that science knows about that
interesting animal. This is precisely the pri-
vilege that your modern critic will not allow.
He"will have his explanations, his margins,
' butld you a bridge over a rain-drop, put lad-
ders up a pebble, and encompass you on every
side with 1ngenious alpen-stocks and climbl nf
irons yet. when percbance you stumble and hold
out & hand for help behold, he 15 never there to
grasp it.”' What does a boy, plunging into
Bcottor Bvron want with these atrocities ? The
imagery that peoples his mind, the music that
sweeps through his soul, these, and not your
Atilled erudition are the mlilk and honey of
boyhood. *“I once knew a boy, says Miss Rep-
plier, In that spark!ing defense * Opprassion of
Notes’ who 80 dellghted in Byron's description
of the dying gladiator that he made me read it
to him over and over agaln. He did not know—
and I never told him-—what a giadlator was. He
did not knowthat 1t was a statue, andnot a resl
man described. He had not the faintest notion
of what was meant by the Danuhe, or the
Dacfan mother or a Roman holiday, historl-
cally and geographically, the boys mind was
a happy blan here was nothing intelligent,
only a blissful stirring of the bheartstrings by
reason of strong words, and swinging verse,
and his own tangle of groping thoughts.”” Had
the reader stopped the course of the swinging
verse to explain these unknown words, buyish
happiness would have flown, oppression be-
come complete and let us bope sleep would have
rescued the bored boy trom such an ordeal.

Cowley fall of good sense ison the side of nur
essaylist, In his essay ** On Myself*’ he relates
the charm of verse, falling on his boylsh ear,
without comprehending fully its purport. * I
believe I can tell the particular little chance
that filled my head first with such chimses of
verse a8 have never since left ringing there.
For I remember when I began to read, aud to
take some pleasurs in it, there was wount to lle
in my mother’s parlour (I know not by what
accident, for she herself never in her life read
aeYy book but of devotion) hut there was wont
to I1e 8penser’s works; this I happened to fall
npon, and was infinitely delighted with the
storles of the knights, glants, and monslers,
and brave houses, which I found everywherse
there (though my undarstandipg had littie to
do with all this), and by degrees with the Link-
ling of the rhyms and dance of the numbers, 80
that I think I had read him all over, before I
was twelve years old, and was thus rade a post
as immedtiately as a chlld 18 made au eiinuch,”
‘L he charm of Miss Repplier’s pages lie in their
good sense. She is a lover of the goud aod
beautiful, & hater of shams and shoddiés.
Everything she touches becomes more lnler-
«sting, whether it be Gastronomy, Old Malids,
Cats, Bables or the New York Custom House,
Like Lamb and Hazlett a lover of old books,
fluding in them the pure silent alr of immor-
taitty, she will welcome graciousiy any new
book whose worth ie i18 passport. Agnés Rep-
pller was born in the city of brotherly love
more than thirty years ago. Her father was
John Repplier, a well known coal merchant.
Her earllest. play-mates were books. Her
mother a brllliant and loveable woman, fond of
books, and, as & friend of her’s informed me, &
writer of abllity, watched over and directed Lhe
education of her more brilllant daughter. .Un-
der such a mother, amid scenes ot culture,
Agnes grew up, finding in books & solace for ili-
health that stiil continaes tohasrry her. When
she entered the arena of authorship, by train-
ing and study, she was well equipped. At once
she was reckoned as & soverel princess of
* That proud and humble.. . , Glipsey Land,”
oue of the very electof Bohemla. Shecamse, a8
Btedman says, * with gentle satlre or spgrkllpg
eglgra.m 10 brash aside the fads and fallacies or
vhis Mterary fin de siecle, calling npon us to re-
turn to the simple ways ot the masters, Her
charming volumes should be in the hdandeof
every stndent of literature as a correoclive
agalnet - the debasing theories and tendenoles
of moderA book-making. The student will
find that if she does not Enow all thingsin
heaven and on earth,she may plead in the
laugusage of Little Breeches: - '

« I never ain’t had no show ;
nt I've got a middlin’ tight grip. sir, *

"B
.Qn the handful o' things 1 know,’ .
‘ T WALTER LEORY,

CATHOLICS IN BOOKS.

———

A Mosf Interesting al‘ld Able Essay.

' One of the first things that sirlkes the Catho-
lic reader of cont.empora.ueous' ilterature 1s the
peculiar ireatment his fellow-believers recelve
in its pages. They are spoken of as though
they were’ belngs of a dlstingt race, and if an
anthor finds it useful or necessary to Introditce
a Cathollc to his readers he hastens to apolo-
glse for 1t by assuring them that that particu-
lar specimen i& of a'llberal turn of mind and not
at all to be confounded with the superstitious
element who believe 1n the Pope and are de-
flolent of admiration for Voltaire. The pic-
turerque in Catholic belief is left to the char-

are eliminated, and the resuit {# funny. We
have a Catholic who goes to Mass, 18 regular at
Vespers, sa.ys protty little prayers 1o the Baints
and does not forget ‘to' pray for the dead; but

who ' smiles superior” at the dogma of the
Infalilbility of the Pope, and who conslders his
or her interpretstion of right and wrong more
correct thap the Church’s. Needless Lo say,
such Catholics are purely oreatures of the
imagination. Bat why is this apologizing and
cutting down necessary? JIs there a peculiar
atmosphers abont Catholice which prevents
their assimilation with other people nnless
falth is mutilated in some way? It would
seem &0,

But perhaps it is only some sort.of blind In-
stinct which warns those writers that a Catho-
lic character needs a great deal of paring down
before it can be acceptable to that great wide
world which has little sympathy for anything
that 1s not like itself. - :

The feeling that dictates this apologetic tone
probably has its urigin in theold faliacy which
placed Catholics on a less respectable level
than thelr fellow creatures; and it is the same
teeling which urges wrilers, the exigencies of
whose storles demeand a gentle, innocent, cou-
vent-bred heroine, to sssure us with all haste
that the '‘good nuns” never attempted to inter-
fere with 'the faita of thelr pupil. at an ir-
ramedigblie calamity it wonld have been had
the maiden become a Catholie !

Besides thir class of writers, who, to do them
justice, are rarely offensive; there s another,
of whomt Edna Lyall i1s a falr sample. This
elass can do nothing with their Catholic char-
acters untl]l they convert them body and soul
to some other form of belief. This accom-
plished, usually by meauns of the bitherto un-
read Scriptures, the converts become models
of nobility and virtue, and are remarkable for
their religious fervor which no doubt they
would not have been had they not providenti-
ally been converted,

But why is this necessary ? Have Edna
Lyall abd her fellow authors never met good
and noble Catholics who were capable of all the
self-sacrifice and other herolsms which the
most exacting public could demand? What
about the Father Damens in the leper selLle
ments of the world ; and the Sisters of charity
who nurse the cholera patients in Europe and
the yellow fever patients in America when
even their own relatives run away from
them? :

Nor are all haroic Catholics priests and
puns There are many among the lalty who
would make as admirable heroes and heroines
as Misk Liyall knd her contemporarles could de-
#ire. The lnsinuation that & soul cannut bs
noble or great while it cherishes the Cathnlic
taith ts unworthy of a talented mind like Mlss
Lyall’s and 1s a sign _that #he has yet Lo free
herself from a prejudice which the greatest
minds of the age have consigned to oblivion
long ago.

But if these two classes 61 wnom I have

spoken have much to learn, what shall we say
of that third class of whom Emma Jane War-
bolse is & specimen brick ? Anyone who tas
ever read eljther * Qverdale” or ¢ Father
Fabian,” will know what I mean. This lady is
haunted by a spook In a black gown which ghe
calls a Jesuit, A cunoning, mischevious gob-
1in, who creeps into unsuspeciing households
in the guise of an Anglican minlster and con-
verts them to Romanism before they know
what they are about.
Miss or Mrs. Warbolse 18 o Methodist, and her
books are dirested against Anglicanism In
general and higb-churchism in particular, a8
being the great highways to Rome. Accord-
ing 10 her, Protestants who cherish rellgious
purity and freedom must cast themselves into
the arma of Dissent or consent to go into the
bondage of Rome via the Anglican establisb-
ment; and she barricades her position by as-
serting that no dissenter ever went stralght
into the jaws of Romanlsm, but always took a
cireullous road through Orthodoxy. Wherein
Miss Warboise displays lamentable lgnorance
of current eveats. Unfortunately, her want
of knowledge 18 not confined to one polut; her
books are full of the most absurd mistakes
which might be forgiven In & school girl, but
are tnexcusable in one who sets herseli up as a
teacher gnd gulde in the most momentous
question that ever disturbed the humaan soul.
For instance, in * Overdale’” she makes ber
nero, who had boen an Anglican clergyman,
separate himself from his wlfe, becauss, for-
gooth, he had become a Catholle, and Lhe
Catholic Church does not appruve of married
priests. Is Miss Warbols not aware that Angit-
can Orders are not recognized by the Romlish
oburch, as shepolitely and granmrmatically calls
it} andthat a' Protestant clergyman becomes
«imply & layman upon enterlng lis fold ; there-
fore, need not leave his wife. Surely one who
shows herself{ 80 conversant with. Catholic
.prayers and ceremonies cannot be ignorant
upon the important point jurt mentioned. Yat
il nol. what are we Lo Lhink of her good falth ?
Poerhaps the lady, in her visits Lo the numerous
monasteries and convents she duescribes, has
unconsclously imbibed the doctrina that the
end justities the .means, hitherto supposed to
be peculiarly the perquisite or the Jesuits.
The error; wilful or aceidental, might beexens.
ud did she not sclemnly inform her readers at
the und ot the story that it was founded upon
facts of which she had personal knowledge.
This i8 & little 00 much.

. A reader of * Overdael” or * Father Fabian"
.cannot help coming to the conclusion that
their author has never bheen beyond the pre-
cincts of some English village were Orthodoxy
-and Dissent are locked in a death atruggle, and
her.knowledge of the Catholie Church has been
gathered from some stray book of devotion of
which she had not the key, Had she even the

Jesults and the importance of the subjecte they
occupy Lhemselves . with, she would never re-
present their General as devoting his days and
njghts o ihe perunsal of mldm% t despatches
réiating to the spiritual condition of obscure

Angltean olergymen in England or anywhere

- plae, Nelther {4 ahe & good reader of thie signs

acter, but most of {18 fundamental doctrines

faintest idea of the world wide work of the:

of the times or ahowould be aware that instead
of lea.dluibo Rome, Ritualism is at the present
moment keeping many souls ont of her fold by -
supplying them with the outward form of the
nutriment they crave; and thnse who have
ooms 10 her by that
much more quickly had they not been delayed
on the way by the shadow of the rubstance
they were seeking. A heartthat craves to ex-
press 118 devotion both interiorly and exterior-
ly would never content 1tself with the formal-
{sm of Methodism or the bareness of Presby-
terlanism. It 1s not Rome that makes snuls
discontented with thess rellgious, it is thelr
Jdirennt with them that sendssonls Romeward.
The world moves, and before the coming
generation has passed away it issafoto say
thal the class of people who are frightened by
the bogies- evoked by Emma Jane Warboise
and others of that 11k, wil]l have ceased to exist,
and it is even possible that a writer may by
that time dare to introduce a Catholicto hig
readers without feellng obliged to apologlze for

it.
EMMA C. STREET.

ST. LAURENT COLLEGE.

Studies will be resumed Sept. 5th.
Full Commercial Course. Complete
Classical Course, through the
medium of the English language.

A. ROY, C.8,.C.,
SUPERIOR.

VILLA MARIA.

CLASSES WILL RE-OPEN AS USUAL AT

Villa Maria formerly Manklands
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TUESDAY, SEPT. 5, 183

Mount St. Mary Convent.

Studies will be resumed at

above Convent f{or Boarders

and Day Scholars on
TUESDAY, SEPTEMBER 5.

h3

ST, ANGHLAS ACADEMY,

466 St. Antoine Street,

WILL RE OPEN ON

SEPTEMBER 41, 1893.

1—-8

BOURGET GOLLEGE, RiGAUD, P. (.

(ON THE OTTAWA RIVER.)

CLASSICAL, COURSE.

English Commercial Course,
Studies witl beresumed onSEPTEMBER 8th.,

Board, Tultion, Bed and Washing, $120.00 per
anpum, * } )

For proapectus apply t,o-

REV.J0S. CHARLEBOIS, C8.V.,
3.-pp

Board of the Roman Cathelic School
Commissioners of Montreal.

The re-opening of the classes of the Catholle
Commercial Academy, and all the other
schools ander the control of tha Board, will
take place on MONDAY, SEPTENBER ith,

For all particulars apply to the Prinocipal or
t he Director of each School. 54

COLLEGE NOTRE DAME.

Cote Des Neige, Montreal, Canada

[For Boys FroM § To 12.]

Thie Institution directed by the Religlous of
the Holy - Cross, occupies one of the most beau-
tiful and salubrious sites in Canada.
founded for giving a (hristian education to
boys between the ages of five and twelve years.
They receive here all the care and attentlon to
which they are accustomed in thelr respeotive
families, and prepare for the classical or com-
mercial course. The French and Engligh lan-
guages are taught with' equal care by masters
of both origins o

PBoys are received for vacation,

L, GEQOFFKION, C.8.C.
Presld_enn. .

D,

ath would have got thers

President.

It was. .



