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The Ghronicle.

In the record of a year which has had its full share of
happenings, the place of honour must still be given to Prize
Day. On Oct. 28th, the School had the pleasure of
welcoming to its midst Her Grace Katharine, Duchess of
Westminster, who had kindly consented to distribute the
prizes. The Chair was taken by Mr. John Thompson,
M.A., J.P., and the Hall was crowded to its utmost limits.
It would appear that the time is not far distant when we
must seek more spacious accommodation for our chief
entertainments.

The Autumn Term is generally the most eventful,
and last Autumn was no exception to the rule. On Nov.
11th, Mr. Stafford Webber gave a very interesting Lecture
on the Humour of Punch. The special ait of John Leach,
Charles Keene and George du Maurier was illustrated by
lantern views, apt quotations and recitations,

In December, the School gave its Dramatic Enter-
tainment 1 the Newgate Street Assembly Rooms.
The piece chosen was Miss du Pré’s dramatised version of
the famous Cheshire classic * Cranford.” The preparation
of the play involved some weeks of hard, but enjoyable
work, and the representation was received most cordially.
As a critique on the acting has been secured from our
special dramatic critic, it will be sufficient, in this place,
to reproduce the caste,

Hon. Mrs, Jamieson ... Magry HurTton.
Mrs, Forrester ... URSULA STAFFORD,
Miss Matty Jenkins ... EIiLEEN ARCHER.
Miss Pole ... vy Evruis,

Miss Betty Barker ... RutH WELSBY.
Miss Mary Smith ... DoRoOTHY STEWART.
Martha ... THeo. CALDWELL.
Betty ... Doris REeap.

em Hearn ... GwgeN HuwmFREY.
Mr. Peter Jenkins ... MarjoriE Dixon,

The thanks of the School are due to Mrs. Martin
Stewart, who most kindly lent the stuge properties which
made the correct setting of the play possible; to the Stage
Manager and Assistant Stage Manager, Miss Hilda Giles
and Miss Skeat ; and, finally, to Dr. Bridge, Mr. Veerman,
and Colonel Savage, who furnished an excellent Orchestra.
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“Cranford” was preceded by Scenes from “ Alice
through the Looking Glass,” performed by members of the
Lower School. The “flowers” would have encouraged
any gardener by their fine and vigorous growth ; the White
Queen was as untidy, the Red Queen as autocratic, and
Alice as bewildered as could be desired, ,

On reassembling in January, the School gave a Fancy
Dress Dance, which was attended by some eighty cuests
from all parts. Dainty ladies from Japan met pe:?xams
from Russia on cordial terms; an Egyptian sais established
frl_(:nd_xly relations with an Arab chief; the Canterbury
Pilgrims seemed equally at ease with the Fairy Queen and
the Maid who hung out the clothes. Aya'zzsdam.i Red
Doml‘nos, the Knave of Hearts and Lord Fauntleroy .a
Hospital Nurse and Father Christmas, the Princesse de
Lamballe and a Highland Chief, not to mention two rival
claimants to the title of Lady Teazle, all trooped to the
2oth Century dance.

In 1904, under the auspices of the League of Empire
the Queen's School entered into definite relations with its
almost namesake, the ,Queen’s College, Barbados. The
result has been a brisk exchange of letters, post cards and
views, which must have helped much towards the real-
ization of the surroundings of the two Schools. Tt is hoped
that there may follow an exchange of Nature Study books
and collections,

Some members of the School have also been in
correspondence with an American School, the pupils of
which were desirous of obtaining descriptive information
about Chester to enable them to draw up an account of ag
imaginary visit to England,

 In March of this year, Miss Hope-Wallace kindly paid
a visit to the School and gave an address on Kindergarteﬁ
work and methods. Her lecture was illustrated by a
demonstration with the children of the Queen’s School
Kindergarten under Miss Giles’ direction,

On April 7th, Miss Skeat gave, at the Museum, a
lectiire to School children on recent exploration in Green-
land. The excellent views used were kindly lent by the
Danish Authorities for this and the lecture to the Natural
Science Society on April 14th.

The School joined very heartily in cong i
Miss Birch and Miss Skeat on the honour Jone liﬁgﬂsﬁo
fr:m’;y College, Dublin. The degree of M. A, was coni’erreg
on Miss Birch and that of Sc.D. on Miss Skeat, in recog-
nition of her contributions to Geological Research. ;
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At the end of the Summer Terw, amid universal
regret, Miss Ashington terminated her long connection with
the Queen’s School. In the following term, Miss Edith
James, B.A., (Lond.), joined the staff.

It was with very real regret but with hearty good
wishes for her success in the noble career she was adopting,
that, at Easter, the School bade farewell to Miss Pryce-
Browne.

This year has brought us losses indeed. In Dec-
ember, after a short illness, Mrs. Douglas-Adams passed
away. She had long been associated with the School and
had earned the sincere regard, not only of her immediate
pupils who had the best opportunity of knowing her and
the enthusiasm she threw into her work, but of all the
Queen’s School girls who remembered the sympathy and
gaiety with which she entered into their interests and
helped in their entertainments.

It is a satisfaction to all concerned that her daughter,
Miss Stuart-Douglas, has been able to take up her mother’s
work.

On March 22nd, the School lost a revered friend and
benefactress in Miss Nessie Brown, Her loss makes all the
more valuable the signed portrait of herself, which she
presented to the School on the occasion of the last Prize
Distribution. Miss Brown was one of the promoters and
founders of the Queen’s School and, to the last, continued
to take a vivid interest in its work and successes. It is
due to her generosity that the School holds at Girton a
Scholarship of its own—the “ Nessie Brown " Scholarship.
We hope that there may always be a Queen’s School girl
to enjoy its benefits worthily.

The thanks of the School are due to Mrs. Pitcairn
Campbell for the gift of a microscope, the value of which
will soon be appreciated by pupils taking more advanced
work in Botany. Many kind donors have made generous
and most acceptable presents of books to the School
Library, which, though much enlarged, thanks to the
success of “Cranford,” is hardly yet extensive enough to
meet the rapidly increasing demand for books—a demand
which we welcome,

In this, as in previous years, our thanks are due to
those who so kindly offered prizes.

The following gifts have been made to the Schoo! :—

Mrs, Boscawen, eight volumes of the ““ World’s
Classics.”

Miss Ashington, a Reference Atlas.

Captain Pryce-Browne, a Picture.




“Granford."

The following question has been exercising my mind
to some extent of late: Given an entertainment to which
a spectator goes, in innocence of heart, simply to be amused,
and without any thought or wish to criticise what is seen,
is it fair to call upon that innocent spectator, not only for a
verbal criticism, but for a written one, and one to be
published in a printed magazine? After searching vainly
for a means of escape, the spectator in question gives in
meekly and does what is demanded—not asked, mark you !

The Entertainment given by the School last December
wis most ambitious, tco ambitious to be held as usual in the
School Hall; but a»new departure was made and the
performance took place in the Newgate Street Assembly
Rooms,

In a leisurely way, I put off getting tickets for some
days, but as everyone I met looked gravely and disapprov-
ingly at me when they heard 1 was unprovided with the
means of entrance, and gave dark hints of tickets coming to
an end, I flew rather than walked to Messrs. Phillipson &
Golder’s and demanded two places for the afternoon
performance: and none too soon ; my choice in places was
much restricted.

I cannot speak from personal observation of the
attendance on Monday Evening. The weather was cross
and the rain came down in torrents, which kept many
people away, T heard ; but on the following day, the chairs
were packed close together and were filled with an eager
audience, all anxious to hear and to see, but not to criticise,
though that fate has fallen to the lot of one, who was then
among those happy beings, but is now !

Punctually at the hour stated, the performance began
with music by Dr. Bridge, Mr, Veerman, and Col. Savage,
who kindly formed the orchestra,

Then the curtain rosc on some scenes from “ Alice
through the Looking Glass,” performed by members of the
Lower School, and opening with the garden where Alice
walks among the talking flowers. Such nice little flowers,
with fine petals and soft pink centres, instead of the glaring
yellow ones which ordinary flowers so often have! Alice
had much to say; she knew her part well and bore her
puzzling position in the Looking Glass world with marlked
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equanimity, treating with equal calmness the living} flowers,
the astonishing disappearance of the White Queen’s shawl,
and the unconventional behaviour of botli Red and White
Queens when they took their siesta in her Jap.

The Red Queen was short and snappy, as she is
supposed to be, and the White Queen was dellghtfully un-
tidy and inconsequent. The brush entangled in her hair
was a marked success; so was Alice’s skill in so quickly
disentangling it. The dresses of the Queens were strictly
true to Tenniel, and if there seemed to be a little difficulty
in keeping the White Queen’s crown on her head, it was
only in keeping with her inconsequence and general
“astrayness,” if one may coin a word. Then ff)llowed_ the
really delightful part of the entertainment: Scenes from
Cranford, acted by members of the Upper School.

Everyone knows Mrs. Gaskell’s English C.lassgc,
“ Cranford "—the story, and yet scarcely a story in the
accepted sense—the episodes in the life of the sleepy, old-
fashioned, country town of Cranford. There, ladies ruled
supreme, and the only masculine element was the I{ecm_r,
who emerged from his Rectory and appeared among his
flock only when he could sit among the school-boys and so
feel protected ; and the Surgeon, Mr. Hoggins, who, being
only a farmer’s son, did not come up to lh_eT standard of
Cranford society, and, with his sister, Mrs. FitzAdam, was
looked upon as an outsider, to be tolerated, not received,
until the day when Cranford was electrified by hearing
that he was engaged to Lady Glenmire. Now L_ady Glen-
mire was the sister-in-law of the Hon. Mrs. ]_amles_on, who
reigned as Queen in the little town, aithough in their secret
hearts, Miss Deborah and Miss Matilda Jenkins, the
daughters of the late Rector, considered that they were
quite on an equality with her, even though she was an
“ Honourable,”

Cranford was not far from the manufacturing town of
Drumble (am I right in thinking that these are pseudonyms
for Knutsford and Manchester ?), and the person who relates
the episodes is Mary Smith, who lives at Drumble, but
often stays at Cranford with the Misses Jenkins. She 1s
quite devoted to them, but at the same time she realizes
all their little quaint ways and the old-fashionedness of them
and of their friends.  She tells, in the most kindly way, of
the accepted standard of behaviour ; that it was correct,
after arriving one day, to rest the next, to be prepared to
receive calls on the third, and to return them on the fourth,
with care never to stay more than fifteen minutes, am% to
spend the whole while in thinking how the time is going,
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lest the limit should be passed.  She tells of Miss Matty's
pet economy in burning one candle only at a time, and of
her effort to keep up appearances by preserving her candles
at equal lengths. She realizes the different shades of social
standing, and thoroughly appreciates the discussion
between Miss Matty and Miss Betty Barker as to whether
the latter is to ask Mrs. IitzAdam to her tea party or not.
Miss Matty is pleased to hear that the latter is not 1o be
included among the guests, though she thinks the Fitz

Adams must be an old family, as she has heard that “Fitz”
means “son,” and “ FitzAdam ™ consequently must be ““son
of Adam,” and what could be older?

In the dramatised version, the scene opened in Miss
Matty’s drawing-room on the day after Mary Smith's
arrival, the day when visitors were expected ; and so Miss
Matty and Mary were putting down newspapers on the
floor to avoid footmarks and to keep the sun from fading
the carpet. Mary is displaying a new cap which Miss
Matty has asked her to bring from Drumble, and the latter
is disappointed at it being a cap and not the turban which
she desired. In the middle of this, Miss Betty Barker is
announced ; she has come to ask Miss Matty to tea, Miss
Betty Barker is the retired milliner of the town and, feeling
it somewhat presumptious to ask the ladies to tea, comes
to see if Miss Matty will consent to favour her before she
includes Miss Polé and Mrs. Forrester in her invitation ; she
has already secured the Hon. Mrs, Jamieson swith her dog
Carlo, Miss Matty is so perturbed at being called upon
before 12 o'clock, the hour prescribed by etiquette, that,
in her agitation, she appears with one cap on the top of
another, which Mary removes with great dexterity, Miss
Matty consents to have tea with Dliss Betty Barker, who
takes her leave, meaning to go on to Miss Pole and Mrs.
Forrester.  Shortly afterwards, Miss Pole comes to see
Miss Matty (nothing can be done in Cranford until the
ladies have consulted together), and it is arranged that the
three ladies should, on the night in question, accompany
one another, as there is safety in numbers, and they are
afraid of footpads and other dangers in the dark lane down
which Miss Betty Barker lives. They think that, if one
goes in the sedan chair and the other two keep close to it,
they will be safe.

The next scene is the tea party. The guests arrive
before Miss Betty is quite prepared, and she tells her maid
not to open the door till she coughs. Shortly, a weird
sound, half cough, half crow, is heard, the door flies cpen
and the guests are shown in, Miss Matty takes the seat of
honour, but bas, rather reluctantly, to vacate it in favour
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of the Hon. Mrs. Jamieson, who arrives with her fat poodle
Carlo, and sinks indolently into the chair, and there
remains, dignified and lethargic, all through tea, only
showing any sign of animation when she 1‘_cmarks that
Carlo is so clever a dog that he distinguishes clearly
between milk and cream and refuses to take milk; where-
upon, all the cream is given to him, to the indignation of the
ladies who also prefer it. Mrs. Forrester entertains the
other guests with the tale of her valuable lace and then,
tea being over, the card table 1s brought out. A1}d|hl&
snores from Mrs. Jamieson solve the difficulty of who is nojt’
to play, and the remaining guests sit down to ** Quadrille,
to everyone’s satisfaction except Miss Pole's, w}ho, being
rather an irate lady, is not pleased with her partner splay. A
great solecism in manners is committed by a supper tray
arriving, but when the ladies see the Hon. Mrs. Jamieson
placidly partaking of refreshments they follow her'example
happily, and then all take their leave, w:hlle Miss Betty
Barker sinks into a chair with a sigh of relief that it 1s over.

We must pass quickly over the scenes of the scare of
burglars, and of the return of Mr. Peter, which, though
good in their way, were not nearly as_goml as those I have
described, or as the one in which Miss Matty hears that
the Bank in which her money is invested, has stopped
payment and she is left practically penniless. At this
juncture, her faithful servant, Martha, comes to .thle rescue
and flies into the room dragging behind her her sfollower,’
Jem Hearn, whom she proposes to marry at once, SO that
they may take the house and have Miss Matty to lodge
with them. By dint of vigorous nudges and prods, she gets
Jem to speak, hoping that he will back her up ; bu.t his
head seems as thick as his hair and he is flustered and will
not come up to her expectations, However, she gets her
way at last and everything is satisfactorily arranged.

It seems invidious to particularize where nearly all
were good, but Miss Matty, Miss Dole, and Jem Hearn,
deserve special mention. Miss Matty looked and played
her part of a diffident and yet, at the same time, proud old
Jady most excellently ; it would have been difficult to do it
better. Miss Pole, as the sharp, rather caustic spinster, wWas
very good, and Jem Hearn, in his smock frock and yellow
gaiters, with a shock of red hair, was inimitable as the slow-
witted countryman, egged on by the eager Martha.

It only remains to say that the Stage Manager, Miss
Hilda Giles, was presented with a beautiful bouquet by

em at the end of the performance, and three cheers were
called for Miss Clay by the same indefatigable person.
AN OQUTSIDER
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At the end of the Summer Term, 1904, a large number of

Subjects for Essays was suggested. The following Fssay
won the prize,

A Gharacter'Studg of Sydney Garton.

' Perhaps there is no study in the world more interest-
ing, and at the same time more instructive than psychology,
a science often neglected and yet of grave importance to
every thinking man. The study of human nature must
always be a vital interest to mankind—it has always
recewed‘some, but hardly adequate attention. This is
strange, Inasmuch as it is the desire of every human being
to understand his own character; an understanding oul;'
to be reached by the study of human characteristics
generally, It is knowledge of human nature that gives to
mankind, not power alone, but appreciation of merit,
breadth of thought, and, above all, sympathy.

‘The character of Sydney Carton is one not lightly to
he criticised nor easily understood. Here is a man, who,
reversing the ordinary law of nature so closely followed in
“ Macbeth,” turns from a worthless good-for-nothing to a
Hero in the best sense of the word, In common with the
greater part of humanity, he possesses two sides to his
nature; the one in such marked contrast to the other as at
first sight to appear almost inconsistent. Qutwardly he is
a recklessly forlorn © jackal,” an unabashed hanger-on, in
whom all the better feelings and ambitions have long since
been, if not extinguished, at any rate, drugged by that very
craving for drink which is his bane. In short. he is a
dissolute drunkard: a man to be pitied, not admired:
unable to be reclaimed—already advanced upon the path
of mental paralysis and abject degradation, It is as if he
were under a spell which holds him powerless, which
checks him from doing anything to reform his life, to raise
his ambitions ; though it has uot the power to hide from
him realication of the worthlessness of his own drifting life.

Sydney Carton was #of blind to his position; the
comprehension of it must have been agony to him. Never-
theless he would have continued to drift unresistingly
inevitably, had not a new influence come into his life:bar;
influence which changed the channels of his thought and

raised him unconsciously to the conception of higher ideals,
I'his influence was love.
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Love has done more for mankind than any other
motive, but it acts upon different natures very diversely.
To Sydney it made no perceptible difference outwardly. He
pursued his old mode of life; his habits remained
unchanged ; he continued to give way to his vices. But,
inwardly, this new force stirred him to the depths, and
awoke in his heart all those noble thoughts and feelings
long dormant, never really dead.

The love which Sydney Carton bore to Lucie Manette
was that best kind of love which asks for no return, craves
nothing save to be of service to the loved one. In this
love self is forgotten, there is no want nor ostentation, for
such deep and reverential love defies expression and does
not desire reward.

Syduney Carton’s love was of this description: he was
content to efface himself, never to thrust himself upon
Lucie, never in anyway to consider himself as worthy to be
a possible claimant for her hand. He never thought of
marrying her, he only thought of helping her; and hence
when the opportunity came to die for her, it came as a
reward and a crown to his effort.

But love was not the only quality to be admired in
this character, although it was the dominant one and the
true key-note,

Sydney was essentially un-jealous. Very few men
would have given their lives to save the husband of the
woman they loved, though many would not have hesitated
to sacrifice themselves for her.

But Sydney Carton did this, and did it moreover as
if it were the merest trifle, He was nota man of sentiment;
he was a man strong enough to do without earthly thanks
and emotional farewells. He was content to know that
dying, he would be blessed; living, he could do without a
reward. This is perhaps one of the strangest points to be
noted in his character, but neither must his wonderful calm
and admirable self-control be overlooked.

No man, at any rate no young man, enjoys giving up
his life even when he does it voluntarily to save pain to
those he loves ; and in his last moments his thoughts are
sacred to himself and generally with those he loves. His
time is precious—he must think. But Siduey Carton, in
the midst of his thoughts found time to be helpful and
compassionate. His behaviour to the poor little seamstress
is one of the most beautiful traits in a character worthy of
admiration. He would naturally desire to think, in bis last
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moements of Lucie, to cherish the remembrance that the
last thing that his lips had touched had been her cheek:
and yet he was unselfish enough to surrender to another
these last moments, to forego the precions memory. To
sacrifice not only life but last desires is true heroism.

_ Sydney Carton is an infinitely pathetic character in
his loneliness and yet a very great and strong one.

His story is the story of a man whose life was wasted
but whose death atoned for all.
“Nothing in his life
Became him like the leaving it: e died
As one that had been studied in his death,
To throw away the dearest thing he owed,
As 'twere a careless trifle.”

»

Jhe “Antigone” at the Royal
Holloway College.

The Classical Club has given two performances of the
Antigone of Sophocles in the original Greek, one last term
and one on May 5th, to which some outsiders were invited,

The performance took place in the Picture Gallery.
At one end was a small stage raised two or three steps
above the floor. At the back of the stage, in the centre,
was a curtained doorway, supposed to lead into Creon’s
palace. Below the stage was an open space-——the Orches-
tron—where the Chorus danced and sang. On each side
of this space there were entrances which were used by the
chorus, and by the actors when they were represented as
going away from the palace. In the centre of the Orches-
tron stood a small altar to Dionysius, on which incense was
kept burning. A bust of Hermes, crowned with ivy, stood
on the left side of the stage. A chair, used by Creon as his
throne, was the sole piece of furniture. We felt the need
of such simplicity when the play began. It is not only that
it is the most faithful reproduction possible of the
conditions of the Greek theatre. but that there is a
restrained dignity about the whole play which requires
absolute simplicity in the setting.

15

Put briefly, the story of Antigone is this. Two
brothers, Eteocles and Polyneices, are rivals for the throne
of Thebes. FEteocles drives out Polyneices, who allies
himself with the Argives and marches upon Thebes. The
two brothers slay each other in single combat and the
Argive host flees. Creon, the uncle of the fallen princes,
acts as regent, and decrees that Eteocles shall be honour-
ably buried, but that Polyneices shall be denied all funeral
rites, This, according to Greek belief, meant that the
spirit of the dead could find no repose. Antigone, the sister
of Polyneices, resolves to bury ber brother and brave the
doom of death decreed by Creon against anyone honouring
the traitor who attacked his country. Her sister, Ismene,
tries to dissuade her, but in vain. Antigone is captured
by the guard in the act of scattering the ritual handfuls of
dust on her brother’s body, and is brought before Creon.
She justifies her action by the plea that she has acted in
obedience to the Gods, whose laws are higher than the
laws of men. Creon, unmoved even by the impassioned
pleading of his son, Haeman, the betrothed of Antigone,
decrees that the maiden is to be immured alive in a
sepulchre. Antigone is led forth by the guards to her
awful fate, but Creon’s iron determination is at last broken
down by the words of the Dblind and aged prophet,
Teiresias, who foretells that his obstinacy will be punished
by the death of his son. Creon sets forth at once to
bury Polyneices and to release Antigone. The funeral rites
are duly performed, but when the king goes to release
Antigone, he finds that she bas hanged herself. Haemon
first threatens his father and then kills himself. When
Creon’s wife, Eurydice, hears the sad tidings, she, too,
resolves to die. Creon is overwhelmed by grief—nothing
remains for him but to hope for death.

The representation of the play was most impressive.
The chorus in the original consists of old men, but this was
changed to a band of Theban maidens, who sang and
accompanied their words by appropriate gestures and
rhythmic movements. The graceful dancing and picturesque
groupings were a relief from the almost overpowering
tragedy of the play without seeming incongruous. Antigone
was firm in her purpose, but with a firmness that had in it
nothing unwomanly. Perhaps she was almost too pathetic.
Her last words to the City of Thebes as she is led forth,
alive, to the tomb, are full of anguish, almost of revolt
against the Gods for her cruel fate. Creon was splendidly
played, and our sympathies were with him in his last heart-
broken lament over the dead bodies of his wife and son.
The scene between Creon and his son, when Haemon pleads
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for Antigone, was so well played that it was easy to follow the
drift of the dialogue, even without understanding a word of
what was spoken. Haemon is at first submissive, then his
passionate sorrow breaks forth as he realises that he cannot
move his father by his pleadings. The messenger who tells
the chorus of the death of Haemon, has a difficult part to
Play, but in this representation, it was played magnificently.
’\-’\-'e felt the tragedy that was being told as if we saw it,
Throughout his part, Teiresias was to us an old blind
man-—not an casy effect for a girl to produce.

'._l‘he. ar}d of the play leaves one, indeed, with the
sensations of *‘ pity and fear,” which Aristotle considered
the essential effect of a good play. There is the relentless
fate brooding over all—invisible, but none the less felt for
that. The questioy ** Which was right, Antigone or Creon,
or were they both right ?” foices itself upon one. Perhaps
Sophocles wishes to show that they were both in error,
but that each saw part of a great truth. Creon upholds
the duty that men owe to their country. He is strictly just,
but with a justice quite untempered by mercy. Antigone
sees that duty to their fellows may justify men in breaking
human laws—that above the laws of men there is a highe?
law.  Both are right; the tragedy is inevitable ; therein lies
its awfulness, perhaps, also, its truth,

Dororuy L. Owenx,

A Visit to (lendalough.

. “The Valley of two Lakes and seven Churches,”
The words suggest at once a populous district, for, surely,
the existence of seven churches near together must mean
that something considerably larger than a village is nestling
among those hills.  Yet, when this wonderful valley is
reached, how different it is from the pictures of it one has
conjured up in one’s mind !

First, a tall slim tower appears, then the flash of
water is seen in the distance ; high, rather solemn-looking
hills close in the valley where, huddled together, are a few
quaint ruins and ancient crosses.  Unless the day is bright
there is something inexpressibly sad about this remote,
deserted, little spot, whence even the lark has been
banished.

R —

17

It seems as if, to appreciate the full significance of
the scene, we have to transport ourselves in thought back
more than a thousand years, and yet this long flight back-
wards does not suffice to throw light on the origin of the,
even then, ancient tower, the most striking landmark in
the valley and one of the best known and best preserved
of the famous round towers of Ireland.

However, our imaginary flight backwards through
the ages brings us to the time when the fame of St. Kevin
was already spread abroad and students were flocking in
numbers from afar to this little monastery among the hills,

St. Kevin from his youth was of a remarkable
sanctity, we are told. He loved not the haunts of men
and laboured earnestly to perfect himself in leading the
holy life. To this end he drew apart from his kind and
spent his days wandering among the hills, and his nights in
serene contemplation of the heavenly bodies from a rocky
hole perched above the lake. It chanced one morning
early, that a maiden wandering on the hillside was led by
her little dog near the secret nook occupied by the hermit,
He, filled with anger at this wanton interruption of his
pious meditations, started up and

«with rude repulsive shock
Hurled her from the beetling rock.”

Thus perished Kathleen, for the saint to save her did not
exercise, one would think, the full prerogative of his saint-
ship. “He was so sorry,” explains the guide, *that he
prayed no woman should ever be drowned in the lake
afterwards. So one sees them, in the summer, coming
down to the lake by hunder’'s and hunder’s, all trying to
get drowned and can't, for their heads go bobbing up and
down in the water like carks.”

This little incident of Kathleen seems to have added
to, rather than detracted from, the glory and honour given
to the saint, for soon the sound of quarrying echoed among
the hills and, stone by stone, the famous monastery arose,
which was in due time to draw from distant parts over a
thousand students to sit at the feet of the saint and listen
to his teaching. No detail seems to have been trivial
enough to escape the notice of this great man, hence the
disappearance of the larks from the countryside. For,
when with their joyful carolling, the birds disturbed the
slumbers of the busy masons, St. Kevin prayed, and straight-
way the larks forsook that part of Ireland for ever.

Then arose, one by one, the seven little churches,
with their seven little churchyards, one of which leads so

















































