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PRAETErRI-TA.

Should you aslk me wls' oce this story,
Whence this tale of (la) s long gone by,

Coupled xvithi the thoughits of lox-ed ones
wVho have 10ong since gonie forth boldly
From the wvalIs of Aima Mater,
From the care of those they ioved so?
I shouid answer thus your question:
'lis a history I tell you,
Intcresting not to tnany,
Initcrestîng but to stodents
WVho bave passeci froi coliege struggies
To the world, to there do battie
For their God's and country's service.
Thus 'twill serve to wake reniembrance
0Of the day's that were but aire not,
0f the times when future glory
\Vas their end, ere they had tasted
0f the Ihitter-swNeets of giory.
Tis a tale well wvorth the telling,
For 'tisjoined to deep affection
For our well-lovedl Aima Mater,
That the bernes now who stiuggle

In tihe worid's broad fieild of hattie
May again for one short moment
Panse amidst ttteïr OCcupat ions,
And returning in their spirit,
XVill again as coll1ege sttîdlents
Live the past, and thus reinimer
Frien1s and teachers who have long since
Passed to distant fields of laltor.
Once again they viii la coinrades
Of the ha ppy (lays of college.
And if thus otte fond remensbrance
0f the days that svere but are not
Is awakencci in their bosotos,
My poor pen bias done iLs ittîssion.
Froni tite sunny land of x ineyards,
Frotn tîte fair land of the lily,
Leaving ail the fond endearmnents,
Father, mother, brother, sister,
To the land where tlreary winter
Long deiays to give bo spring-tiîne
Her biight place amiong the seasons,
Came the Oblates, carne the Fathers,
Who to plant the noble standard
0f the Cross ieft ail behinul them
W\ho to teach the rising nation~
0f the menti tu gain saivation,
Left their own dear land to conte here
As our fathers, guides and teachers.
J-oremost in this band nf champions
Came the founuder of our college,
Caine our friend, the nsighty teacher
Who had e'er for ail his children
Ail the love of fondest inother
J oined unto a father's prudettce.
Smali indeed was the beginning
Few indeed, and far from, lrilliant
Were the prospects of the Father
WNho frorn suntîy France had corne h(r
As the guide and friend (,f Young men.

But hie prospered, ancI ere ten years
liai] passeul by lie saw his college
Risc anti take a place conspicttotts
MNidst tise greatest ni the nation,
And his finie spread (Ifa-r arouond hua,
And lie saw a goodly nuosher
Cluster round him as their niodel,
Acd lie called thctts his clear children,
Ani they ioved inti as their father.
Midst the nutsbcr of bis children
WVho had gathered thus aroutsd hint,

Sonse have risen bigli in powver.
One, to-day, " our (Srace " is titied,
Other anme ire called "Vour lIonor."
Maîîy serve Chirist's hioiy altar,
W hile 'nsiust ioutdest acclatnation
Io the halls ni legisiasion
Senators are beard app)Iealing
For their country's right and honor.
Soi-ne are doctors. others lawyers,
\Vhile the busy life of commerce
Ciaiis some as its brave defenders.
These are inen who thus were moîîldcd
By the Father whomt they loved so,
W'ho to teach the hope of nations
Left his home and friends behind him.
And the places they left vacant
Were rcfilled ity ardent aspiranîts,
Wh'lo succeeded in their labors,
Anti success crowned their endeavours.
7Twas a pleasing sight to witness
lIn the busy hall of study,
Wheo preoccupied with duty
Eachi one labored there in silence,
With a ready zeal to gather
Fruits froni off the tree of knowledge
Or to sec thein on the piaygromtnd,
When tbe sto(ly titne ivas over,
Sporting 'neath the trees so stateiy
Which the founder there had planted.
Ah !how weil each one retaembers
How the father was accustomed
Io tise eariy spring and sommer,
And again in golden aututasin,
To,iea h dtîy, his trees revisit,
Whicls he loved to see there floîîrish
For bis children, whom he cberished.
And because hie loved tbem greatiy,
'Ne, too, always took a pleasure
Io their NVelfare, for we ever
Loved what wvas beioved by father.
In the evening, wisen the daylight
'Vieided had to dus<y twiiight,
Then begant the "children's hour,"
W7hich recalis thoughts sweet and tender.
'Twas the time to us the dearcst,
When the greas man, when our father
Entered anti, witb eyes ail heaming,
Gazed around upon bis chiidreîs ;
And,e saîd to birn wiîh gladness,
W~hile our hearts w'ere futll of troc love,
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