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see the Rev. President, lie jerked bis head
irito a spasmodie nod, sniacked his lips
and walked out. Presently I heard the
ringir.g of a gong. A few minutes elapsed
and in came with a light, brisk step, an
elderly priest who welcomed me. This
wvas the Rev. Father Paillier, superior for
that year. My letters of recommendation
were presented to him h le ]ooked them
over and seemed satisfied. After a plea-
salit conversation in which hie told nie that
I w-ould later on be presented to Rev.
l"ather Tabaret, director and prefect of
studies, lie brought nme into the court yard.
The b-)ys had j .st corne down frorn class,
ind the scene ivas now an animiated
one.

Here went the foot-bail, there flew the
base-ball ; boys were running, tumbling,
sbrieking. This was rather attractive.
Masters in black gowns were enjoying tbe
sports as well as the students, and this
feature pleased me not a littie. I soon got
acquainted with the Prefects of discipline,
and ivas taken in charge by tbemi.

In the evening, as 1 wvas seated in tic
study rooii, my head leaning on my hand
mnusing to inyscîf, I know not on what, I
felt a light tap on my shoulder. Looking
up I beheld a man towards whom I was
immediately'attracted, and for whom I ever
'afterwards entertained a most filial respect
and confidence. His keen but paternal
look that seemed to read my innernîost
tbougbts, rested upon nie and seemed to
sîîeak to me. He leaned towards me and
said tbat I was to folIo w him. Taîl, a little
corpulent, not yet old, his great bead and
shoulders somewhat bent, as weigheddown
by cares, hie walked slowly and bis whole
bearing inîpressed nie wîth the idea,which
I afterwards better realized, that bie was a
man of deep) thouglît. To this every old
student that knew Father Tabaret can give
ample testimony. If anything was striking
in this priest, it was his grave thougbtful
bearing, yet hie was affable and often in
conversation bis face and wbole franie
would shake with the most cordial laugh.
The work which hie bas accomplished and
wbich is the result of his untiring çfforts,
tie College as it now stands, and wbich
attained its present vast proportions before
hie expired ; the successful working of the
curriculum which h2 bad given it, and the
staff of professors wbomn he had gatbered
around bim, and whomn be inflanîed w'ith
his own ardor, ail speak highly of bis in-

tellectual capaeity and the energy of biisý
wvill. However great tbe ability of bis in-
tellect and tbe strengtb of will may bave
been, I dare say that hie possessed another
quality wliicb penetrated more deeply into
the hearts of students. That (luality ivas
tbe paternal kindness with wbicb bie won
the affections of ail at the very outset and
kept tbem attacbed to liim forever. W'ith
bis large fascinating eyes resting uîîon the
new student, a very few wvords froni bis
lips sufficed to create in the young inan an
unlinîiited trust towards lîin. Evcry one
felt that ini this noble priest lie had found
one tlîat could understand him. Th'is was
iny feeling wben bie spokc kindly to me,
and enquired into ny preparatory studies
and intentions. Witb bis encouraging
words and blessing, 1 began iny life at
Ottawva College. My prospects were brigbt,
and I must say tbat I always felt bappy
and pleased with my new honie. It would
bave been ingratitude lîad I felt otherwise,
for al], superiers, professors and pFefects
were devoted men, and were bient upon
one tbiîîg only. and tbat was our inîprove-
nient. My. first nigbt in the dcrmitory
belped to initiate nie into College life.
Sleep, as well as study, and play uvas to be
taken in comnion, and good exanîple from-
snoring companions drew into sluinber
even the most wýakeful. The next morn-
îng-class !I3efore I entered I wondered
wbat it would be like. Wben along witb
my comlîanions I sat on the 'old worn
benches, we were treated to an introduc-
tory study of Latin, or ratber, to a lecture
on tbe facilities and advantages of learn-
ing that language. XVas it my freshness,
was it my dreamy imagination, ivas it tbe
attraction outside; the trees looked so
beautiful, the birds cbirped so gaily, or ivas
it the professor's. . ... ? but I must stop.
Wbatever may bave bcen the cause, I
looked distracted, and was recalled fromn
my reverie hy : " Corne, corne, boys, at-
tention 1"' The admonition surprised me a
little, but I was consoled tbat otbers, no
doubt new ccnîers, were also in a dreamy
mood. \Vas it tbe " blues ?" Not so with
nie, I warrant, wbatever it may been witb
the others, After a while tbe bell rang
and a new professor was ushered in. Thiis
change of professor is an advantage, and I
reniember nowv how I often wisbed that
the change w'ould occur, especia",ly wlîen
the inathematics lesson was very bard, and
when an casier niatter would follow. A


