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board, and have been swept away by the
current, and are forgotten: a score, or may
bc more, rernain; and if any of thiut read
these lines, thcy will probably recail ivany
another remuiniscence of the duar o.ld AhJ/a
.J/ater. Thie great, large, fobnd hucart of
riather Tabare-t lias since beconie dust;
Father riaford fils a mnart.yr's grave in the
'wild iNrhWrs;]ruthcr Cowley sleeps
in the quiet of a hioly grave; James Burns
-afterwards a pricést. wliose cord served to
tic ihe caif, lias years since --one to Ille
bosomi of' Gori ; several of the students thiat
took pa~rt in the nightly I)rocessioii, are

withi the silent ones bencath the sod; and
witli mingled fMeings of pleasant, reeollec-
t.ien atid ,ad souvenir, the Nvriter recails
tlicir naines and tlîeir Theces. If anyone
duubts the autlîenticity of titis hiurried ae-
couIît ol' a iniuorable event, there is yet
living a witness iwhose mirîd bias surely not
Iust the impress of thiat woniderl*ul ni<rht:
Rev Father Chuaborl ca vouch for it ail.
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Knowledge is proud thiat lie lias learnied
so mluehl

XiSdorn is humble thiat lie ]kîi1owv no mnore.
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