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it, kno1wilng thiat the scriolus discasc withi %whichi his licart ~a
affcctcd, iiighit ca-,rr)y hlm off at any niom.,nt. Morcovcr like
our Veinerablc Fathlcr Newvm.an, who suffcrccl froni the saine
discasc, and e<p-Icctecd to dlie succlly, hie mis conlvincc that
;(fhi bcst kind of dcath k. that whlichi God destines for us. ;)

It wvas 011 the 2311 Marchi i Sg tliat tic Vcry Rcevcrendc
la ther Catulle, in his six ty. fourthi ycar, wvent ta rccivc tie

rcw.ard of liis labors. Like the travcller who on rcaclhing. the
suiniit of a hligli ilouintain, lookes back; over thoe road lie lias
followcd, lie who wvas tie Jlfan of Providcizcc, on reaclîing the
licavcilly Thiabor, rnay fromi tiiere look backc uponi the works lic
lias lcft on cartli and whlicli lic will, assurcdly conitinue ttu

protcct aind c.xtcnld for the glory of GocI, dt: salvation of souki
and tie lionor of St. Amie.
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IN MEMORY OF

1c.3oIi (tattulle, Ct. ~ .

1lec is dcad, our lovcd pric>t, callcd away by the Voice
Of his GocI, whichi c'cr whispered around Min ;
Hec is gone from our niiclst, frora the land of his chloicc,
To ille homo that his Father hiath found hini.

To the b.inks of St. Lawtrcce' broad river ho caile,
Thcre to find whiom hoe sought - his « doar ohildcn;»
Anid cre long hie hi bIt the imprint of lîis naine
In the licarts of thec c Exiles of Erin. »

0 yc satcl.hcartecl eniiigrants drivon to your doom
From the land of your love - ho renicniîhcred 1
And to 1 Icaven, (rom the Rock that lies ovur your tomb,
1 lave ascenced his heart- prayers unnunlibercd!

0, ye wiilows beroft of your oarnors of bread,
Ve, too, hiave just cause to weep o'or him !
To bencl low in pra yer for the grcat.hcartcd dead,
And to bless the truc inother that bore hini.


