
RIVAIS 07 ACAD IAO 27 1

it was cold and stiff;-he pressed his fingers on his
hcart,-it had cea" to, beat !-Father Gilbert was

no more !
The spirit seemed to have just burst its weary

bondage, and witýout a struggle ; the grassy turf
was his dying couch, and the breeze of the desert
sighed a requiem for his departing soul!


