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all Canadians, because she was the prophetess, as Laval was the prophet,
whose steadfast inspiration upheld Canada through the Three Years’
Horror that began with the Iroquois fury of 1660 and ended with the
seven months’ earthquake of 1663.

II.

When Louis XI. lay on his death-bed, in his chiteau of Plessis-les-
Tours, he wished to send the holiest man he could find to bring the
greatest saint of Christendom to console his last days on earth. Courtiers
and populace all agreed on the same individual, the great-great-grand-
father of La Mére Marie, who was accordingly sent to Rome and on
to the wildest part of the Calabrian coast, whence he brought back the
famous ascetic, St. Francois de Paule. No members of the family prized
this signal honour more than the parents of Marie Guyard. Her father,
who was a silk merchant, had such a reputation for piety and justice
that his decisions carried more weight than those of the courts of law;
while her mother; was his equal in devotion and his helpmeet in good
works. :
Marie was born on the 18th of October, 1599, in the old royal city
of Tours, amid ce douz pays de la Touraine which Belleforest has called
le jardin de France et le plaisir des Roys. “ Do not ask me why I love
Touraine!” exclaims Balzac, when describing the valley of ‘the Indre
from Azay to Montbazon. Here, and along the Loire, are all the finest
chiteaux: Amboise, with its terraces and chapel; Chenonceaux, with
its gardens, its white walls, its towers rising sheer from the water, and
its romantic memories of Diane de Poictiers and Catherine de Medici;
Azay-le-Rideau, a vision of beauty, set in the woods beside the winding
river; Loches, with its ancient towers and ramparts massively rooted
into its steep hill; and Chinon, where the statue of Rabelais looks down
on the market-place and over the quiet quays beside the Loire, where
Henry II. breathed his last, and where Charles VII. was called to the
relief of Orleans by Joan of Arc. And the heart of Touraine is Tours,
calm and beautiful on the southern bank of the Loire, which lingers past
in slow meanderings. Here stood an archbishop’s palace, here soared a
great cathedral; and here was set that exquisite little gem of Gothic
architecture, La Psalette, all aglow with the sacred music which so took
the ear of the young Marie and wrought her heart to ecstasy.

But her deepest and most thrilling form of ecstasy came to her in
visions of divinity. She had always been a religious child; and every
predisposing influence carried her on toward the fulness of self-surrender
and devotion. The piety of her family was a Touraine tradition; the
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were eager to hear her expound her visions, especially one of the Trinity,
which is strangely like Dante’s in the final canto of his Paradiso:

Nella profonda e chiara sussibenza
Dell ’alto lume parvemi tre giri
Di tre colori e d’'una continenza:

In that abyss
Of radiance, clear and lofty, seemed, methought,
Three orbs of triple hue, clipt in one bound ;
And, from another, one reflected seemed,
As rainbow is from rainbow: and the third
Seemed fire, breathed equally from both.

She freely told all that she had seen beyond the veil of the flesh;
and by her human aptitudes, no less than by her other-worldliness, she
was soon in perfect harmony with the life around her.

The Umsulines were originally founded on St. Catherine’s Day in
1537; two years after Jacques Cartier’s discovery of Quebec; a time
when the full flood-stream of Renaissance and Reformation was beating
against every bulwark of the Roman faith and government. Ignatius
Loyola and Angela of Merici hurried to the defence of the dangerous
breach made in Catholic education, and set to work to rebuild it under
fire. In 1540 Loyola drew up the constitution of the Jesuits, in which
the education of boys stood first of all in relative importance. Four
years later the Sovereign Pontiff approved the constitution of the Ursu-
lines, in which the first place was given to the education of girls. “I
have just given you some sisters,” said Paul III. to St. Ignatius, after
gigning the document. How this Pope would have rejoiced to see his
famous dictum so signally borne out a century later, in the distant mis-
sion field of Canada!

The novitiate over, La Mére Marie chose the conversion of St. Paul
for her profession; and accordingly, on the 25th of January, 1633, she
made her final vows. At the, time, she secms to have chosen this day only
because it reminded her of her own conversion, and not from any sense
of missionary zeal. But two years later she dreamt of meeting a lady
she had never seen before, and of taking her by the hand and going a
long journey into a strange country, pointed out by an apostle who met
them by the way. An idea that she was not to spend her life among the
Ursulines of Tours kept on recurring; but it seemed so impinus that she
kept on as continually repulsing it. The other nuns began tc notice her
obsession; and one day she broached the subject to Father Dinet. This
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are full of plain speaking against ugly sins; yet none are more wonder-
fully persuasive. She did in very truth become the spiritual “ dearest
sister ” of each correspondent, and the “ Slave of the servants of Jesus
Crucified;” and no one better understood how many different ways of
holiness could lead to the one Heaven, adapted to every variety of char-~
acter: “in my Father's house are many mansions” is her favourite
refrain. _The world had need of her in that lax age of sundering strife,
which is only too well described in the chronicle of Neri di Donato for
1373:——“ . . the Brothers of St. Austin killed their Provincial ab
Sant’ Antonio, and in Siena was much fighting. At Assisi, the Brothers
Minor fought, and killed fourteen with the knife. The Brothers of the
Rose fought and drove six away. . . . So all Religious everywhere
seemed to have strife and dissension among themselves. And every
Religious, of whatever rule, was oppressed and insulted by the world. . . .
It seems there are divisions over all the world. In Siena loyalty was
not observed; gentlemen did not show it among themselves nor outside;
nor did the Nine among themselves, nor with people outside, nor did the
Twelve. The people did not agree with their leader, nor exactly with
any one else.”

The youngest of the twenty-five children of a common dyer of
Siena, St. Catherine was only sixteen when she had already lived down
the opposition excited by her precocious ecstasies, her visions, her vows
and her ascetic practices. Devoted followers began to gather round her;
and ehe threw herself into the work of rescuing errant souls from this
mad flux of evil with all the effectiveness of the practical mystic. It was
characteristic of her that when she started on a pilgrimage, at the age of
eight, she took bread and water with her, lest the angels might forget her
on the way. Her success in personal persuasion was the wonder of her
own age, as it has been of all succeeding. The consummatisa of her
visions came on the last day of the carnival of 1367, whea sk was
divinely espoused to her Redeemer. Henceforth she knew hers«!f “boughr
with a price.” She had previously become a Dominican tertia:v. one of
those devout women who live at home under religious rule. ~he never
sought the cloisters; but, on the contrary, became more active in domestic
and social life as time went on. She quickly got into touch with people
of all classes, all occupations, all opinions. There never was a wider
correspondence: with two Popes, several cardinals and many humbler
“religious” of both sexes; with the King of France and the concupiscent
Giovanna, Queen of Naples; with the reclaimed Brother William of
England, and with that redoubtable free-lance, Sir John Hawkwood;
with the members of her own humble family, and with others as various
as they were many. Yet it was only in 1377, when she was thirty, that
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and whose epitaph might be fitly taken froin the letter La Meére Marie
wrote home: Ma douce et angélique amie.

In 1660 Canada was apparently doomed. Only four yeans had
passed since the Iroquois had swooped down on their prey again, and
nearly killed out the last, palsied remnant of the Hurons at the Island
of Orleans. The lines of war-canoes had glided snake-like down the
St. Lawrence to their vindictive massacre, under the very guns of Quebec,
the crews screaming savage defiance at the bewildered Governor, who
cowered behind the walls of Fort St. Louis. And now every threatening
war-path was once more astir with painted Iroquois, wild for a final glut
of blood. The rumour ran that their grand council had decreed the
extermination of all the Christians in Canada, and that their whole
assembled horde was coming hot-foot down the valley of the Ottawa.
Night and day the shadow of death closed in from the vast encircling
forest, darkening the terror of suspense. All Quebec stood to arms. The
Ursuline convent was garrisoned by eighty men and twelve huge watch
dogs, trained to hunt down and tear in pieces the hostile Indians. La
Mére Marie, resourceful as ever, told off her nuns to different duties,
and reserved for herself the most dangerous of all—the carrying of
powder and shot in action.

As Canada turned despairingly at bay, her necessity brought forth
a champion, the faithful, undauntable Daulac. He and sixteen others
in Montreal volunteered to go up the Ottawa and hold the Iroquois by a
life-and-death defence, long enough to let the colony have some time for
preparation. At the Long Sault, Daulac was joined by a hundred
Christian Hurons under Anahotaha. The allies then took post in an
old Algonquin fort, which, unfortunately, was too far from water. Sym-
bol-loving souls afterwards saw a mystical assurance of salvation in the
strange recurrence of the sacred number, seven. For seven days and
seven nights, seven hundred Iroquois furiously attacked the seventeen
Frenchmen who defended the stockade. The attackers fell in heaps
under the steady fire. A letter of La Mcre Marie’s tells how those seven-
teen fought for Christ and Canada: Dés que Vennemi faisait tréve, ils
étaient d genoux; et sitét qu'il faisait mine d’attaquer, ils élaient debout,
les armes @ la main. Worn out by unceasing vigils and tortured by
thirst they still held out. But resounding war-cries an~ounced the
arrival of another five hundred lroquois; and they then prepared to sell
their lives as dearly as they coula. The enemy advanced and called a
parley, during which some apostate Ilurons persuaded most of their
Christian tribesmen that an inunediate change of sides was the only
way of escaping certain death by torture. This desertion reduced the
garrison to the seventeen Canadians with only eighteen Indians. In the
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The unehaken faith of both was fully justified. The tide of fortune
was already on the turn. This very year New France became a Royal
Province. And in 1665 de Courcelles, the new Governor, arrived. With
him wae his Meutenant, the Marquis de Tracy, and Jean Talon, the
great Intendant, well called the Colbert of Canada. The pitifully weak
garrison ‘was strongly reinforced by the famous Régiment de Carignan,
fresh from its victorions Hungarian campaign against the Turks. Two -
hundred and twelve new colonists of title or fortune came out to take up
concessions of land. And, most important of all, perhaps, there was a
very much larger number of more humble immigrants, who were destined

. to a long and successful career under the well-known name of habitants.
With these arrivals a different régime began. The first great hero-age
was over.

V.

La Mére Marie had a deep, though indirect, influence on the new
order of things. All the women of the old order had passed through her
school, all the girls of the new were her pupils. Her reputation for
sanctity and wisdom extended over people of both sexes and all classes.
And she never failed to throw the whole weight of this wider influence
into the scale on the side of Laval, in his fights for the missionary system
agaihst the parochial one favoured by the Governors, and for Indian pro-
hibition against the indiscriminate brandy traffic favoured by the traders.
Laval was the living embodiment of the Church militent, and was in-
clined to stretch his authority rather far over spheres of public influence
which are generally understood to be within the province of the civil
power. But his missionary system, worked under his own eye, and
through his seminary, undoubtedly met the needs of a new and extending
population better than the fixed cures which the Governors vainly tried
to establish. Laval wanted his shepherds to keep continual touch with
him and each other, while they followed their flocks about the ever-
opening pastures: but the Governors preferred to find each individual
shepherd sitting ready for inspection inside an isolated fold. As for
the brandy trade, it was simply debauching the Indians, body and soul.
And when La Mére Marie supported Laval on these two burning ques-
tions, she proved herself as statesmanlike in the first as she was philan-
thropic in the second.

Her letters show how many human interests she touched, and with
how sure a hand she set each interest in its due relation to her belief
and practice. She was an indefatigable writer: in one autumn she sent
home over 600 letters. Her correspondents range from Royalty down;
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had been nine years prisoner of war. This time the cannon roared in
greeting, and every bell in Quebec was rung as the bishop landed amid
the acclamations of the people, who all went down to the water side to
bid him welcome home. The convent annals of the 18th of August,
1713, record his first visit to the Ursulines since his captivity. “ In the
course. of the afternoon we had the pleasure of seeing our good bishop
and hearing him express his joy. For our part, great is our gratitude
to the God of all goodness, who has vouchsafed to grant us such conso-
lation after our long and heavy trials.”

In 1708, a very different prisoner of war had appeared at the con-
vent. This was Esther Wheelwright, the twelve-year-old great-grand-
daughter of John Wheelwright, one of the most honoured of New Eng-
land Puritan ministers. The child had been carried off in the raid
against the little village of Wells, five years before. The Abenaki chief
who took her had adopted her; and she had almost forgotten her English
when Father Bigot came into the camp on a missionary tour. It was no
easy matter to rescue her. An Indian chief thought pale-face prisoners
were trophies of war, quite as much as objects of ransom. And it was
cnly after long diplomacy and many seductive presents that Esther was
given up to the Great Captain of the French, the Marquis de Vaudreuil,
who sent her to school at the Ursulines’ with his own daughter. Was it
the contrast between the savage restlessness of the forest, as well as the
civilized restlessness of French society at the Chiteau St. Louis, on the
one hand, and, on the other, the calm of the convent, that revived her
childish memories of home and school and the happy orchard beside
which she was torn away that midsummer morning, more than half her
life ago? Who knows? But when the peace that restored the bishop
to his diocese had let her family write for her return to them, she had
learnt a second separating language, and found a new home and a new
faith, and had taken the white veil among the Ursulines as Sister Esther
of the Infant Jesus. She petitioned the Governor, as her adopted father,
to allow her to make her final vows. The bishop approved; and Father
Bigot preached the sermon at her admission. Letters were exchanged
with the family, and the portrait then painted for them in her nun’s
dress is now in the possession of the seventh generation from the one
to whose members it was sent.

But Esther was not the only, nor even the first of the Puritan
Ursulines. Mary Darvis, carried off from Salem in 1686, entered the
novitiate in 1698. And, twenty-four vears later than this, Mary Dorothea
Jordan also found her happiest carthly home in the “ House of Jesus,”
which the French missionaries had so often described to the three ]ittie
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Canada in words addressed to another spirit of the same deep constancy
and calm:

Thy soul within such silent pomp did keep,

As if humanity were lull’d asleep;

So gentle was thy pilgrimage beneath,

Time’s unheard feet scarce make less noise,

Or the soft journey which a planet goes:

Life seem’d all calm as its last breath.

A still tranquillity so hush’d thy breast,
As if some Halcyon were its guest,
And there had built her nest:

It hardly now enjoys,a greater rest.

But the garden wakens deeper memories than these. Are not its
walls the harp whose unseen, ®olian strings have echoed to the voice of
cloister melody from morn till eve, year after year, and in five years of
jubilee? At dawn the Godward day begins:

Ad Te de luce vigilo.

During more secular hours there are the busy hum of school and
rippling treble of an interlude of play. But, where all is done ad
magorem Dei gratiam, even these sounds become attunable to the domin-
ant strain of a glad T'¢ Deum or the full self-surrender of a suit pre-
ferred in forma pauperis to the Throne of Grace:

O Cor amoris victima.

At dusk the whole Sisternhood commits soul and body to Heavenly
safe-keeping for the night:

In manus tuas, Domine.

And is not all this but one accordant note in the full chorus of praise
addressed by a single Church in a single tongue to the one true God—
a chorus of praise unwearied for nineteen Christian centuries, and un-
wearied, still, as, with the sun, it passes from choir to choir unceasingly,
among the Catholic faithful the whole world round?

And even when hep Chapel is dim and silent, and the midnight gar-
den is only a hushed seclusion at her feet, the watching Ursuline is
brought home to the Divine Infinitudes by her very Convent.
Here, from her roof-side window, again within the stupendous colos-
seum built by Titanic Naturc round the arena of Quebec, she finds all
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that Earth can show her of Eternity:—the home of a vanished past,
lost to all record or tradition; the home, too, of deeds to stir the hearts
of men while history remains; the scene now of quickening life along
the great, ship-bearing River, in the busy streets, and among the girl-
hood at school beside her: and then the hills, the old, the everlasting
hills; and the primordial tides, throbbing so far inland with the full
pulse of the Atlantic; the wide, wide sky; the universe of stars; the

view of all immensity. ’

Murs, ville
Et port,
Asile

De mort,
Mer grise
Ou brise-
La brigse—
Tout dort.

Ce bruit vague
Qui #’endort,
C’est la vague
Sur le,bord;
C’est la plainte
Presqu’éteinte
D’une ‘sainte
Pour un mort.

On doute
La nuit..........

Then, when an angel lays his ear to this still convent, as we lay
ours to catch the voice of Ocean whispering through a single shell, he
surely hears those undertones of lowly human service which are the soul
of all the harmonies on high.



