
































































































































































































































The moon shone down on the cold earth-bed
And a voice from the solemn silence said,
¢ Come, dream with me of the love that’s dead.”

Up from this mound of faith and trust
A lily’s sheath from the soil was thrust;—
Spirit transcends both death and dust!

And there bloomed again—where the rose was red—
A chastened lily of pearl instead;
An emblem eternal of love not dead!

(From The Advance Sheet.)

WHERE THE ROSES TWINE

(IN CALIFORNIA)

EW mornings dawn, but still I remember
A love that lighted another year,
By flowery fields of a rare September,
By country lanes, when the skies were clear.

We welcomed there the world as brother.
Mid Beauty’s glamour and gentle glow,

In that sunset land we loved each other,
In that summer-time of long ago!

Through the hush of night my heart goes dreaming
Over the past and the peaceful pine;

And two rise out of the dream-mist, seeming
To reunite where the roses twine!

(Music by Florence Maley.)
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IN MEMORIAM

HE soul of one who vanished—
His star shall guide my hand
From the cool fields of Heaven,
From a far lovelier land.

I know the hallowed angels
Communion to us grant;

A subtle haunting presence
Sings on in solemn chant,

And summons me at evening
When skies grow sombre, sweet,

Within God’s silent spaces,
Where day and darkness meet.

I hear a voice transcending
Mortality, whose art

Has risen from the shadows
To shine—of light a part.

And he who gave it listens
In the anointed ways;

In some high chambered heaven
Among the endless days.

Beyond the broken altars,
Beyond blind mammon’s creeds

His soul ascends, nor falters,
Where love incessant leads.
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DEPARTED

“ Bé not afraid, neither be thou dismayed: for the Lord thy God
8 with thee whithersoever thou goest.”—Joshua 5, 9.

H, he has gone to that far fair land,

() Gone undismayed ;

And he will walk in that new rare land,
Walk unafraid!

And he will find bright flowers blooming—
Not asphodels;

There is no death for love’s consuming
Where beauty dwells.

For he was fair in word and token;
Strong for the right;

He failed no pledge ; with vows unbroken
He braved the fight.

The roses droop ; the leaves fall sadly ;
Hushed is all song.

A voice within my heart rings madly—
“>Twill not be long!”

For we shall meet and know dear faces,
Those passed before;

Where God, in love, assigns our places
Forevermore.

(Clarence de Vaux-Royer entered the consciousness of Eternal
Life, October 28, 1919, aged 45.)
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TO ONE PASSED BEYOND

O more, then, no more tears!
Knowing beyond our vision, free, he stands;
The anguished call, the clinging touch of hands—
Beyond Earth’s fading years!

- L ] - - - - L ]

I yet will speak your name at eventide,—
The hour you set, when souls may still commune—
Listening to hear one faint familiar tune

Of those you played—my secret grief to hide.

They haunt my heart—the songs you treasured well ;
And fitful echoes bring again to me
Your wondrously wrought floods of melody—

I turn the page; love is too deep to tell!

To you who have ventured into the Unknown Vast, into the limit-
less etheric spaces, do you not find all life as one in continuity—
now, as you are nearing the outposts of Eternity?

When we discussed the “ wireless,” the revelations to come and
the essence called “life,” we knew that the laws which exist today
always have existed, although they only exist to us from the time
we make them ours by recognition.

Perception is the ultimate end of thought; and of our many
queries and wonderings do you now perceive the Truth in its en-
tirety, or only the foreshadowing? And are there further shores
toward infinity that stretch beyond that on which you now stand?
And is life then a frame within a frame—a vision within a vision
—in multiplicity? These symbols of the mind are material; what
are the symbols of the soul?

You are but following the law that must achieve the thing that
once was not, for man we know is a process, not an end. You
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went, but left a murmur—as a shell tells phantom tales in mur-
murings of the sea, once it inhabited on other shores of con-
sciousness.

And do the vibrations of our friendly memories resuscitate you
there? Is God’s vision now made visible to you—or are you held
within the confines of your own beliefs and limitations, to grow
wise gradually by training and degree, even as on Earth? You
went after the Indian Summer time, when the air was full of the
mist of parting, and the Earth bore a gentle regret for her losses,
but in the ebb and flow of nature we know it will all return again.
You may, too, be sleeping, but when you awaken within the Gates
of Light, may God make it a happy dawn for you.

And there shall you be made whole of sorrow,
Have no more care;

No troubled thought of the coming morrow
Or days that were. '
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MY HEART A LUTE

HE wintry winds grow mournful as they pass
Above my head;
I do not heed the falling leaves—alas!
For Love is dead!

The human chords attune an instrument—
The heart a lute!

Play on sweet Life! thy message God’s intent—
(Let pain be mute!)

We cannot bear the silences ; the soul
Its burden breaks;

It breathes its anguish and its high control
0Old flame awakes.

We are as flowers, that blossom here on earth,
Fade and depart ;

They bloom in beauty—transient hour of birth—
Oh, aching heart!

And is there not some solace left—or given—
When Love is slain?

With brave “ farewell” we pray to meet in Heaven,
Healed of the pain.
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LOVE’S SUNSET

ROSEATE glow heralds Night!
In the hour of darkest despair,
One soul beams on, scintillant, bright,
To lighten the lone cares of Night;
One the star-broidered Heaven holds fair.
. (The star-broidered Heaven holds fair.)

Faint echoes of song and of sighs,
Bear dreams of delight unto me:
Bring visions where love never dies—

But lives in the lure of her eyes
Like the gold of the sun on the sea.
(The gold of the sun on the sea.)

Did Beauty have birth in Cathay?
Crown Capri’s cerulean sea?

Is it fairer in Heaven than May

When together through flower-fields we stray—
Together forever to be?
(Forever and ever to be?)

A cold wind blew in from the west;
A cold wave rose out of the sea

And blighted the love in my breast.

She went with the sun to her rest—
Far, far from the world and from me!
(Far from the world and from me!)
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At sunset, when silence greets sound,

A mist shrouds the earth and the sea;
Then I’ll welcome my lost there refound,
Where the past and its voices resound,

On the shores of Eternity!

(The shores of Eternity!)

(Music by Clarence de Vaux-Royer.)

CONSTANCY

FTER the Summer roses are dead,
And merry-winged singing birds have fled,

And you and I by the window-pane

Stand watching the pitiless, ceaseless rain.
I look within, and I thank God then

That out of His countless creation of men,
One soul stands firm, unchanging and true,

That shines as a light from the vaults of blue,
To temper the days and years ahead:—

After the Summer roses are dead.

(Music by Clarence de Vaux-Royer.)

HE 1S RISEN
E all will pass the slumber-shore,

Where the cypress sorrows evermore ;
We all will lie in the lap of life
Till time has quenched the burning strife.
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Christ said, “ In three days I shall rise!”
And cast the doubt from weeping eyes.

Calm science shows the battling creeds
To follow man’s design. Who reads
From Nature’s tale—intuitive—

Knows naught is lost, that all must live.

Go, rest in peace! Each soul a part
Of God’s great plan in the cosmic heart.

THE MULBERRY-TREE

(TO CLARENCE)

H the mulberry-tree! the mulberry-tree!
That brings back the vision of boyhood to me.

When far from the city and worn marts of men
It cheers me with memory’s music again.

Where fields are all ripe with the soft-blowing grain
And the quail sounds its whistle—a challenge for rain.

The grace of a day near forgotten comes back
To cancel the years in time’s endless track.

The robin and woodpecker, swallow and wren,
Sing now in its branches the same song as then.

Their melody rings in a heart once more free
By the mulberry-tree—dear mulberry-tree.
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THEN I'LL COME BACK TO YOU

S the first ray of morn
Breaks from the night,
So is man’s spirit born
Into the bright
Immortal world above
Back to the goal of love,
Into the light.

Death’s fatal, fair caress
The door unbars;

One moment’s perfectness
Beneath the stars:

The voices of the spheres

Sing softly through the years—
No sound that mars.

Like night’s low whispering,
Crystal and fair;

Lulled where bird-vespers cling
Upon the air;

Held in the hazy mist

Of memory’s fond tryst—
Our lost are there.

Day’s glamour fades and goes;
A shimmering track

Wavers at dusk and glows,—
Grows sombre—black.

“Then I’ll come back to you

In the soft twilight’s dew,
Then I’ll come back!”
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LOSS AND GAIN

“ There is no death; what seems so is transition!”

b UR friend is lost!” we often say;
But naught above—beneath the sod
Is lost. The soul will seek its God,
Severed in love from form of clay,
He knows, and His the eternal way;
The way that one and all have trod,
With promise that we meet some day.

Some day we’ll wake with sweet surprise,
And know those thought afar are near.
The days grown desolate and drear

Will brightly dawn to gladdened eyes;

As when rain falls from saddened skies
The afterglow is made more clear;

So loyal heart, let hope arise.
(From The Progressive Thinker.)

THE IMMORTAL DEAD

OME! dream in my arms,” carols death;
(There freedom will meet you.)

Come! breathe deeply once of my breath;
(No passion will greet you.)

Come, conquerors! wreaths wait for your head;
(Immortal we crowned you.)

Come! live in the world where the dead

Sweep silently *round you.
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SPRING

(urrx)

LOSSOMING! blossoming!
With all its might ;
Budding in rainbow tints
Out of the night;
Up through the soil of things
Into the light.

FALL

(pEATH)

QHEDDING its leaves again,
K.) Dropped into earth—
Gone is the beauteous sheen,
Lost now its mirth;
Mourning the tribute then
Of a new birth.

THE LAW

H! Who can call the red rose back
When its last flower is fled?
And who would walk the crimson track
Of life when love is dead?
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Down in a gentle garden’s dusk
I saw the dew unfold,

From barren bush and bed of musk,
The fragrant blooms of old.

The essence there within them lies,
The spirit that God gives;

Naught perishes ; love never dies;
Love is the Law—and lives.

AUX AMES BIEN NEE

(LES ARTISTES)

O chart nor compass made for these I find;
But as the roaming, restless, flippant breeze
Provokes to bloom the buds of springtime trees
And flings their wealth of color on the wind;
Casting these peerless petals in a shower,
Held imaged and perfected by a power
That caught with brush and canvas the refined
Perpetuated vision:—the desire
Of each brave mariner of the high seas
Of art! Bold dreamers who aspire—
Cold frozen peaks have warmed to life, and these
Imbued with magic of the divine fire
That flashed from God into the artist’s mind.
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THE LIGHT BEYOND

HEN twilight tints the misty peaks
A voice long-stilled unto us speaks;
And memories gather close and fond,
Led by the lure of the light beyond!

There are faces that we fain would greet—
Faces grown old, and fair and sweet—
That link the present’s golden thread

With the unrevealed of the years ahead.

In the dark of night, when the great world sleeps,
And thought lies silent within the deeps,

Then our dead return in a mist of dreams,

And counsel us till the new day gleams.

As we travel on ’twixt smile and tear,
What once seemed far, now measures near.
The years grow less and friends more fond,
Led by the lure of the Light Beyond!

APRIL’S MUSIC

LOSSOMS, blossoms everywhere!
In the earth and in the air;
Colored flame and opal fires
Burning with their brief desires.
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Bluebirds whirr and sing again

In their sky-tinged splendor. Wren,
Thrush, and robin’s matinee

Thrill the hillside all the day.

Through the evening’s amethyst—
Echoing in a golden mist—

Tinkle the clear waters falling;
Kindling stars are faintly calling.

Beauty born of murmuring sound
Weaves its witchery around;

Wandering voices fill the air—
April’s music, everywhere!

Lancaster, Pa., April, 1919.

TWILIGHT SHADOWS

WILIGHT shadows stealing round us,
Shroud our senses to beguile;
Ancient memories here have found us
Wrapped in reverie for awhile.

Calling to us friends and faces,
That were dear in days of yore;
Twilight shades of lingering graces

Hover round the open door,
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Boughs in blossom bend and beckon
Silently their shadow-wings;

And my heart’s mad riots reckon
With the Past, that sobs and sings.

Hushed the wind with soft caresses;
Star-mist crowns the jewelled air;

What the fond heart here confesses,
I alone may know and share.

Light loves pass with shine and shimmer,
Gold now glints the azure east;

Night’s new passion spent, with glimmer
Of old fancies at life’s feast.

ALL THAT PERISHETH SHALL LIVE

WISTED and curled upon the ground
The dead leaves lie;
The sparrow sends his twittering sound
From haunts on high;
And the wind moans in plaintive round
Pitilessly.

The rain folds in a pearly mist
The shimmering trees;

Their crimson etchings, once cloud-kist,
The coy winds tease;

Here Autumn’s artist holds high tryst
As Summer flees.
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All grey and empty is the sky
And drear as doom!

But in the mold and rootlets lie
New bud and bloom

Where Nature’s beating heart will vie
With Resurrection’s tomb !

RESTORATION

LL the day you have been near me,
Like an echo that has found
In some faint reverberation
Lost for long, a kindred sound;
Or a voice once trilled to music,
Out of silence vague and dim,
Now rejoicing, newly gladdened,
By some radiant morning hymn ;—
Or with memory of a June-time
Fresher than the early dew
Held in lily bell-cups, swaying
On the hillside ; so are you!
So you conjure to my fancy
Reminiscent days of charm,
When we lived in faery glamour
Innocent of fear’s alarm.

Birds were singing, boughs were budding,
And I long again to see

All the rosy warmth and gladness
That those memories bring to me.
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Tell again the old, old story;
Whisper, Voices, if the while
My fond heart is breaking, breaking
For the living word and smile
I once knew in Love’s sweet springtime,
Knew and loved without regret;
Knew in God’s own image perfect,
One my soul can ne’er forget.
Flowing to thee as a river
Flows beneath the stars and sun,
Ever onward and forever,
Toward the great eternal One!

Oh, that love! its joy and sadness—
Mingled rue and roses bloom!
Voiced in music, mute with madness,
While Love’s altar-fires consume !
Love, the universal essence,
Comes and goes, and comes again,
To and fro a vital presence
Hedged about by laws of men.
I shall know you, spirit, ever,
And my soul with yours entwine,
Though the Cosmic chain shall sever—
For the finding made you mine!
Love lives on in human places,
Where our human feet have trod,
While our hungering hearts and faces
Crave the shining peaks of God!
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When the lutes are playing softly,
And the lights are burning low,
Then I seek your star in heaven—
Woo a dream of long ago;
And in fancy hear you calling!
Calling! and I see your face,
Feel your arms about me falling,
Folding me in close embrace!
And I whisper to the silence:
¢ Kiss me once before you go!”
And the echo of that whisper
Is the only sound I know!
4 * @ @ @ @ @

A DREAM

THE CROWN OF LIFE

Moxnpay NicuTt, MAY 17, 1917,
(After reading Ecclesiastes by Solomon.)

I climbed and ‘climbed the highest trestle-like structure to the
very top-most height. This structure was higher than any build-
ing or monument ever built by man. When ascending I was con-
scious of a huge crowd watching me with keen interest, and at the
same time devotion or sympathy, and a desire that I should win.
‘When I arrived at the very summit I was made conscious of the
fact that I had already won, before hand, two trophies, or vic-
torious prizes; i.e.—a large silver cup and a larger gold one. The
summit of this structure upon which I stood was only about three
feet by two and one-half feet. Then a most beautiful gold crown,
immense in size, at least a foot and some inches in height was
placed upon my head from out the invisible, or as if from above.

Immediately the material structure began to rock, up and down
and side ways like a modern scales, when things are thrown upon
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it for weight. I then lost my balance sufficiently, so that the
crown fell from my head. I witnessed the consternation among the
great crowd of people below, who thought that I had purposely
thrown the great crown, with its valuable diamonds, rubies, emer-
alds and other precious stones (of immense size) away. After
losing the crown, beautiful and valuable as it was, I felt a great
spiritual upliftment and relief from material things, accom-
panied by such a heavenly peace of mind, that I threw the other
two prizes (cups) after the crown, which caused still more agita-
tion and condemnation for me from the crowd below. I then dis-
covered a wide white marble stairway, winding round and round
to the bottom. I ran and ran and ran down this, oh so fast, not
stopping to answer the questions on the way about the crown, from
people who came out at different points of the descent. When I
arrived on the Earth, I went still farther down into a basement-
like place, where was seated my wife, cold and distant. With her
were Markham and many other notable people. I said to my wife,
“Is this a time to be cold and condemning? Didn’t you know it
was an acident?” Whereupon they all advanced toward me, and
Markham took my hand and said, “I am so glad, we all thought
you threw the crown away.”

AMEN

(Signed) Crarence pe Vaux-Rover.

628 W. 139th Street,
New York City.
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TRIBUTES -

One day when I was a very little boy . . . my father, Andrew
John Kauffman, took me . . . to hear a violinist, a boy not much
older than I was. He said that we were going to hear him now
and that some day we would surely hear a great deal of him. . . .

I don’t remember what the place looked like, nor even how the
musician looked, for, the moment he began to play, all my other
senses blended into the sense of hearing—and how he played I
shall never forget. He was Clarence de Vaux-Royer.

As we came away, my father said: “ That boy is your cousin;
the day will come when you will be proud of it.”

The day did come, and, although Clarence Royer has now passed,
my pride in him has not passed. It grew year by year, as his art
grew, and it will remain as long as my ‘memory endures.

Royer interpreted beauty to an ugly world, and his interpreta-
tion was creative. He made music in the silence of life and har-
mony of our hearts’ discord. He has left us the sadder for his
going, but he took with him a soul all music to play its part in the
anthem that shall never cease. I think of him as a musician on his
way from a little orchestra to a great, and I think of that prayer
from the Divine Liturgy of St. John the Goldenmouthed, as it is
read in the Holy Eastern Orthodox (the Graeco-Russian) Church:

“Give him rest, O our God! Give him rest in a quiet place, a
pleasant place, where there is neither sorrow nor mourning . ..
and grant him finally a sure defense before the dread tribunal of
Christ.”

REGINALD WRIGHT KAUFFMAN.
24th February, 1920.

From The Critic (New York Musical Journal).

Mr. de Vaux-Royer was a man of very fine distinctions and
charming personality, with Wagnerian nose and Byronic chin, and
during his days in Paris he wore his hair a-la-Mozart—in ringlets
over his collar. His friends were legion. He sang in three lan-
guages, having been tenor for the Empress Friedrich Church, in
Berlin, and also one of the prominent churches in Paris.

During his fifteen years in New York he was associated on the
musical staff of the Church of the Heavenly Rest, All Angels
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Church, St. Bartholomew’s and many others. He was in every
sense a true artist, and consecrated his life to music, holding it
above price. His high aims and noble spirit prompted him to give
his music to charitable institutions and individual charities, and
responded to innumerable demands.

Biographical data of Mr. de Vaux-Royer appeared in Grove’s
Musical Dictionary, The Musical Blue Book, Who’'s Who in Amer-
ica and in The Genealogy of the Schumann Family.

His lectures before universities and The Board of
Education were written on The Composers of the Nation,
but his great work was as concert artist—Violin Soloist

—and he was known with honor over twelve countries of

the world.
LANcasTER, PA., Oct. 28, 1919.
The end of earth has come to Clarence, and soon will come to
all of us. What is the deep mystery that lies so near us, and all
the while just ahead? We are glad to have been born, glad to have
lived, and, I think, the experience of all good souls when they have
passed beyond is that they are glad to have died. Let us look with
grateful hearts, it may be through tears. He was kind and wished
well to all about him. He toiled manfully at his appointed work
and attained eminence in it. He was never strong in physique, and
lies down to sleep very tired, but with hope of to-morrow. May
he who giveth his beloved sleep give that glad rest to him and you
and all of us.
Dg. J. P. McCaskEy.

.« . The length of life depends not upon years but upon our
service to humanity.

Mr. Royer’s life was one of service and cheer to all who knew
him,

We mourn his departure as our loss, but his spirit will live
forever.

(Dr.) J. GARDNER SMITH.

(Over five hundred tributes from devoted and distinguished
friends were received, all worthy of space here.)
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A DREAM INTERVIEW

Last night I experienced a wonderfully realistic dream interview

with my dear husband, who passed from mortal to the immortal

plane two months ago. We were together in a very old house of

Revolutionary period (standing when my father bought his coun-

try estate with 500 acres surrounding it). We were at the top and
e wenst hewsine_his wa¥ out with an axe. - (These symbols. dre Sl rormm—

For C. b V.-R.

Extol his valour, Earth! Let-all revere
The memory of his song, and lofty ways;
So men may grow in wisdom thro’ his praise
And life be sweeter since we knew him here!

BLANCHE SHOEMAKER WAGSTAFF.
March 81, 1920.

Pre-eminent in his profession Mr. de Vaux-Royer not only ex-
celled as concert artist but had written and delivered seven illus-
trated lectures on the composers and music of the seven principal
musical countries of the world. He was director of his orchestra
and the De Vaux-Royer Quartette, and of latter years composer,
having been educated in Europe under the greatest living masters.

EgraTta: Page 82, line 19, word should read “ accident.”

and I followed. He said, “ You were right, Rose; you have a great
work before you. Half the musty books should be burned and re-
placed by new ideas.”

Then as I looked around I saw the two beautiful maples of my
Father’s place (that I have not visited for 18 years) overshadowing
a scene, natural but not earthly, as it was radiant with a strange
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A DREAM INTERVIEW

Last night I experienced a wonderfully realistic dream interview
with my dear husband, who passed from mortal to the immortal
plane two months ago. We were together in a very old house of
Revolutionary period (standing when my father bought his coun-
try estate with 500 acres surrounding it). We were at the top and
he was hewing his way out with an axe. (These symbols are given
in dream visions where language fails.) The timber was of very
heavy beams, with board upon board nailed over, as though by
each generation, all bearing labels, viz.: “ Creeds,” “ Traditions,”
“ Smothered Aspirations,” “ Deranged Ideals,” etc., and he slashed
at them all. I said, “ You are not strong. You must not do that.”
He replied, “ I have Eternal Life, and I must do this to live in the
open sunlight of Truth. That is what the human race needs today
for growth, mental and physical, not to be hedged around by false
and antiquated conceptions. To know that man himself is a respon-
sible agent and his own builder. My life was hampered by false
teachings. Your institutions may be ‘a way unto,” but if you do
not branch out bigger than the Institution you will not arrive, but
be hidden under the name—in the letter. It is the emancipated.
Spirit that builds for progress. Some smug corner of soft conces-
sion in a church does not constitute Christianity, or save the soul,
or save anything. Your growth is arrested. Sleepers, awake! I
have found no golden streets or great white throne here, but plenty
of work to be done (you cannot get away from that), but under a
finer and clearer atmosphere. Thought is the thing! Train your
faculties.”

Then I tried to raise an old window of small panes of glass,
grown green and mossy and dim, securely fastened, so that nothing
should escape its bondage or filter in. But time had loosened its
setting; yet I was fearful and put the old fastening back with a
sacrilegious feeling.

He bounded through the structure he had liberated himself from
and I followed. He said, “ You were right, Rose; you have a great
work before you. Half the musty books should be burned and re-
placed by new ideas.”

Then as I looked around I saw the two beautiful maples of my
Father’s place (that I have not visited for 18 years) overshadowing
a scene, natural but not earthly, as it was radiant with a strange
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light—a luminous glamour. There stood a family group that
seemed familiar, but only one advanced to meet me—my dear
Mother, natural, but ultrarefined. And a lamb came up and placed
his forefeet, crossed, into my hand in loving greeting, so gentle,
without fear, and of human expression, as though one of the family
—all in harmony. Then the light faded gradually as the beautiful
landscape and setting disappeared from view before I could greet
the others assembled. This is one of several impressions I have
received since he passed over.—From the Washington News Letter.

There is one Mind common to all individual men. Every man is
an inlet to the same and to all of the same. He that is once ad-
mitted to the right of reason is made a freeman of the whols estate.
What Plato has thought, he may think; what a saint has felt, he
may feel; what at any time has befallen any man, he can under-
stand. Who hath access to this Universal Mind, is a party to all
that is or can be dome, for this is the only and sovereign agent.—
Emerson.
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SOUL SHADOWS, SONGS AND
SONNETS

BY

ROSE M. DE VAUX-ROYER
(With portrait of the author)
PARAGRAPHS FROM THE PRESS

Some views and reviews of prominent people

“Your songs have delicacy and alluring melody.”—Edwin
Markham.

“Your poems are full of messages to the soul of humanity, and
1 find a quality of spirituality pervading them seldom found in
books of modern verse.”—Madison Cawein.

“I am particularly impressed with the high purpose and motive
the poems give evidence of, on the part of their author.”—Ralph
Waldo Trine.

“If you have expressed what some one else feels—that one will
get your book. Put my name down for two books.”—Ella Wheeler
Wilcoz.

“Your poetry is refined, lofty, deep, and musical, the touching
voice of an Aeol’s harp on which Ariel plays with his flower-like
fingers. In the midst of materialistic American society, a soul like
yours is a national blessing. Your life work means idealism and
you are the incarnation of this noble tendency.”—Dr. Max Nordau.

I congratulate you that you have been able to imprison in verse
80 much of the loveliness of nature and life.”—Clinton Scollard.

“ Always the poems contain hints of something just beyond—
suggested—this more secret loveliness whose presence haunts every
page. The essence of your poetry is the optimism of the spirit.”
—John Hall Wheelock.

“I find a philosophical flame throbbing through your soul poems
—a musical rhythm which fascinates.”—Homer N. Bartlett.

“Lofty in tone and refined in expression her verse shows true
poetic insight and feeling.”—Light, London, W. C.
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“T have been reading your very charming volume with profit and
pleasure. It does credit to everyone concerned—author, artist,
printer and binder.”—Elbert Hubbard.

“ No appreciative reader can lay down the volume without feel-
ing that through some occult power in the lines he has absorbed a
radiant spiritual uplift.”—Overland Monthly, Calif.

“ Under the title ¢ Soul Shadows’ Rose M. de Vaux-Royer issues
a volume of her songs and sonnets, many of which have been pub-
lished previously in magazines and papers.

“ The sonnet ¢ Within,” written in Paris, is dedicated to Francois
Coppée.”—N. Y. World. )

“In ‘Soul Shadows,” by Rose M. de Vaux-Royer, we find a nice
fancy, at times eloquent and musical. They all show an earnest-
ness and genuine inspiration.

“¢Memory’s Visions’ reveals a rare depth and philosophic
fervor, and ‘Calling’ is a breathless, fervent little pean.”—The
International.

“T like your lines on Edwin Markham, and I see by his comment
that he also likes them. I am glad to see that your poetic marks-
manship has hit that big Bull Muse.”—Hudson Maxim.

“Your poems are a noble work: virile and full of exalting
images.”—Blanche S. Wagstaff.

“I find your poems almost beyond my criticism. You are too
true—too elusive; you must be studied if one sees the beauty of
your lines.”—Margaret Holmes Bates.
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