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fourth Year Class Prophecy.

Many years have passed since that memorable day, June 17, 1916. Yes,
years have passed and brought changes to the lives and positions of my
former school compsnions.

It is a bright June evening, just twelve years ago this very night,

g
twenty—#%awof our Loretto girls, young and happy, had left us amid tears
of joy and sorrow, and gone out into the world to taste the sweet and
bitter drops that must come into every life. Kor some of the girls, Their
school days were over, yet some had planned finishing their education at
college: but all had great air castles for the tut'.re.

This evening, as 1 review in memory fthe ,8ax<s of the past, and
think of the many, many happy times at ~cn>o’, L remember one which I
think no “1916" Loretto girl has ever forgotten...the last time the girls
were with uUS...The one o which e, Loretto girl looks forward, almost
as eagerly, as she does to the day of her graduation... it is the day of
our reception: our farewe.'l vu ty for our seniors.

now we sll planned .~ na ~orked for this litvtle annual vala day, and
what & great success i. *ad been! How sweet and pretty esch looked in
her quaint party frock: surely each one was a real "Sweet Girl Graduate".

what a pleasant afternoon was spent, yet at the end oI the happy,
happy day, did we not see many a little tear drop from our grave Seniors,
and many & reluctant goodby, as they irom many of us, ior perhaps tThe
last time.

Tonight, as i think of that day that nhas passed so long ago, a feel-
ing ot loneliness and longing creeps Oover me...and as L see each girl

as she looked that day, 1L wonder it sne still has the same sweet smile,

and is she as happy.
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And then another question comes to me: Have their castles become
real, their dreams come true, or have they been shattered by time's

naughE,winds, eand fallen to the ground?
Ch, that these were the days of fairy godmothers, and maybe
my eurious longing could satisfied, was my wish as I looked into the
starlit sky. Suddenly, one of the brightest stars began to fall.
Soon, it had touched the ground right at my feet. It was no longer a
star, for it seemed to take some shape while falling,and now a tiny
H-4tre cereature, in sparkling golden robes, stood before me. She
Spoke in a soft sweet voice: "I have heard your v.sh, and have come
from the land of "Longing" to grant it. Cloee yi».r eyes, take hold of
my hand, and soon you will be happy.”
I did as I was told, In a few minute.. . opened my eyes, and
found myself in the street of a crowd'd -«ty. In fromt of me was walk-
ing & smart looking young woman. 1 was admiring her neat tailored
eostume, when suddenly she tvrn>u her face around, and to my great sur-
prise, she smiled...I was sc¢ taken back!. -Why it was Margaret McMullen,
whom I had not seen ir y..vs.! She was coming from her plsee of
business. Having beco.es an expert typest, she had establisned a business
college, assisted by Miss Marjorie Sheehan, who was noted as being the

best and Swftest typest in the country. Margsret was to meet a frienmd
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of hers at luncheon, and then was to go to an opera. She asked me to

accompany her, and I accepted her invitation, not knowing the many sur-

prises that awaited mee.

As we reached the place where lMargaret was to meet her friend, a
young woman stepped ocut of a beautiful auvomobile. She walked up to

us, and I, at onee recoghized my dear old friend, Miss Mildred O"Brien.

After her graduation, we had become separated, as she nhad married of a

large banking concern, and I had left the ecity. Yes, Her married 1life,

like her youmg sehool life, was full of bliss. w
cedd
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Well, we started for the lunch room, but when passing a curio
shop, a large Loretto penant took our eyes. I insisted upon going
into the store and purchasing it. Here in the midst of old coins,
manuseripts, and everytaing imaginable, stood a real live pretty,
Why, who was it, but Mariqn Hogani Just as sweet and pretty as
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ever. She explained to us that&treasure Store took up a great deal

women.

of ner time. She said that she sold notnén%}but just kept it to amuse
passers-by., and this was ever her motto at school. After a little
chat, we finally left Marion, walked a few blocks;'reached a quaint
little tea.room. while we were taking dur time dvr.aring our tea, the
proprietor came in. Lhough she had grown excetd.=gly stout, 1 at once -
recognized, our dear friemnd Helen Scanlan. S.e explained how she had

established this little shop, so daintv anA neat, in the heart of this

great city, to keep im touch with 1wt ~f the girls, who knowing, Helen's

ways and Tastes, always stopped Ther: for refreshments, when in the

¢ity. Of course, pickles aid c. rots, comstituted a part of the menu.

Time was rapidly flring so we left Helen, and started for the

opera. We soom arriv.d 3t one of the most besutiful opera houses in the

eity . Here a play was to be givem by & number ot the eminent people

of the country. We entered a box, and just after we were seated, a

woman entered with notebooks amd pencils. She spoke to the girls, and

then in great surprise, looked at me. Good gracicusd it was Mary Pepin

who had beecome “Soeciety Editor," of a great weekly paper. Soom the play

started, and Mary began to take notes. unm the stage, there were two hand-

some womern, who imtroduced the opera by a duet. HNever had 1 heard such

begutiful voices. Yet they seemed to bring me baek to the days at school.

Why really it was Viola's wonderfu;;alto voice, and Ffloreme's S8up:rano, that

I was almost in ecstasy over. But one surprise follows anotvher. iwo ladies
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glided out across the stage as lightly as fairies. They were Loretto
Hanlon and Amy Casey, who had continued dancing aiter they left sechool,
and were still on the charm of Ter@siehdre %~A'>

Then a strain of music came TO me. Whéfé/h;d 1 heard such musie
beforer From who's fingers could it come?..only Amnma's? Yet a still
more beautiful than it had been that last wonderful night that 1 had heard
it. The opera endeé with a recitation from the greatest known elocution-

ist in svageland, Miss Mary Small ...Certainly it had been wonderful.

Who was the composer: of sueh a master piece as this opera had beem . Certair

ly it was very'moderm. In the box oﬁposite us, sat a women, who during
the recital seemed very nervous. when the last play~=s left the stage,
they had bowed to this woman. Now tinere were sew rw.) people speaking to
her, as if eongratulating her. I asked the girl< who sne might be, but at
that moment, she looked o#er at us and smil.d. Well, above all people,
our dear AMANDA! The composer of an op?ra vanien had maéde sueh a suecess.
Well, we all kmew, when aT sSchool, %Tiv. .his dear girl would ome day make
herself famous.

It was now late im the aite.vwoon, but #Mildred had ordered a new hat
and suit atv Milady's Dre.s “hop, and so we aceompanied her. When we enter-
ed the shop, & beautiful suite of rooms on the Avenue, & younpg woman met
us. She seemed To know all the girls so well, but it was some Time be-
fore she recognized me. Jﬁiééfiouise Hanley, the last one whom 1 would

have thought to enter into sucn a busimess. But she was not alome in her

undertvaking, Tor just then lme., Mary Fallahy walked out, arrayed in the
latest of gowns, which hag designed herself, for she was well known, as &

designer of the latest fashions.
After Mildred received her suit, whien indeed proved to be very satis-

faetory, we started for Margéret‘s apartments. It had grown so late that

she persuaded me to spend the night with her. The following morning we

started out to Mass, and Margaredt intformed me that we would go To The
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Chapel of the newly arrected Loretto Convent whiech stood in the plaee
of the old 8t. Bermardis; Just before Mass was started, the nuns be-
gan to file in, just they had in our school days, But ahi how strange
and lonely I felt in this new place, for all new faces appeared; yet
at the end of a long procession, 1 saw two strangely tamiliar faces. But
both so sweet. th could it be Loretto Fitzgerald and Marcellal Surely
it wash Loretto's same sweet smile, had not echanged, but the miechevous
look in those big eyes of our dear old Maree had been taken by a more grave
one.

After Mass, we spoke TO The gifls for a while ari they asked us to
spend the morning visitving The school,,as they wer: ¢n have a hslf holiday,
for a very distinguished visgitor was To come dvr. % Thne forenoom. We
explored the grounds.....how beautiful everv.hiw.g was...yet so changed.
While we were admiring the beautiful new sc¢’.nce room, and apparatus, we
were summoned to the reception parlor. Here in a somoefﬁééﬁ"aud gown, stood
the distinguished guesﬁ)Professnr V'ergaret Gormaly, with about a dozen
titles appended& To her name.

Lo think that our de.r ?-‘Peggysshould be so changed....S0 sober and
stately.. I hardly believed 1t until she started to vell a pitiful tale
about a thief and finally ended with a joke. Well, under the dark cap
and gown, still beat thne same dear old heart. Just a few minutes talk,
and then she had to go, for this busy woman had to attend a presidential
convention that evening, and she must have some time during the day to pre-
pare her speech. She invivted us to come that evening and attend the as-
sembly. ‘

In the afternoon, we decided tvo visit the art institute where tnere was

an exhibit ot American arvists to be héld That day. When we went into

the puilding, we visited@ the students quarters. Here we«Were met by the

president of the institute, Who oroved to be, no less than Miss xlizabeth
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farrell, whose drawings had been the envy te. of every ¢f every girl

M
at school. We talked for a while, and 1 enquiredﬁ%g;rsfﬁér”OId friend

Mildreeé licNally and was iniormed tnaﬁfsne nad established an,/orphanage
for poor Catholic childred; and shsﬁ agsisted by Miss Veronica Karrell,
a well trained nurse, and miss mv91yn'Br§y, an instructor in elementary

school work, constituted the facurf&u5 She made me promise that 1 would
visit the institute some day during my leisure hours.

rime was rapidly i1ying, and to keep my promise to margaret, to
spend the evening at the convention, 1 had to leave #lizabeth., I did
not kmow that it had grown so late, but upon looking a my watch, found
I had just an hour befor the lecture. My hair wir caite dishevelled,
and 1 would have little or no time to 20 bac™ .9 the apartment, so I

decided to go to a fashionable beauty PET LOT, near by.

When I enteren, a sweet little .'om’ women came up tTo me, saying:

"Madam, what may I do for yOU.... why Gladys:""0h, Marie." 30 this

was what lMarie Gareapy had fow~ *4Y do. Well Marie had one of her maids

wash MY~ head, but oh, The 1.vet dash of cold water awakened me. A

sudden rain storm (Brain sterm) had appeared.. .My memory book and

pictures of all the girls aad been ruined, and it was all g dream. But

what & wonderful dream...,.tp know that one all of these girls had bene-
fited by their educations and still remained true daughters of loretto.

Weli,may every gitl who leaves Loretto, lesave behing her, thé-sweet memory

and hte beautiful record that these girls had left for us the renound

‘etoricans......thier juniors to follow.





