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Morve than Lwenrty yeais agone,
When our hearts were young  and
hrave,
Met in elass-room number one
Academical conelave,
Ouwr professors sal, in state,
While we students played our parts
To the friends who held our fate
In their sympathetic hearts,

All the week ‘we'd been on guaed
In the aisles of Cote street. :
This one night was our reward
Tror much weariness of feel,
FFor {he risk of damage ran
Ifrom @ hostile mob @ but fight,
As we said, there hiud been none,
“So we sl he missed to-night””

We are done : the ehairman fells
All our arguments once more.
Hark ! the ring of sleighing hells,
Footsteps in the corridor.
Totters in a well-known form,
Oue we greet with three times {hree,
For all studemts’ hearts ave warm
To the good TPere Chiniquy.

Ou his feet he folls his tale,
THow. his guard no longer there,
Snemies had leaped the rail,
Climhed the saered pulpil, stair
How he fled, and o’er the wall
AL the hack had swittly gone.
Saved his life. but got a fall.
call that tore his “ pantalon.”™

Laughingly he said if he,
Done {o death in Montreal,

ITIad reached heaven, there to he
IFace o face with great St Paul ;

And e saint had made a fuss
Over the torn * pantalon.”

ITe’d have said “ At Damascus
You'd a basket : I had none.™
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When the good Pere Chiniquy
Went to Cole street, again,
Sleighs went with him, one, two, three,
Sleighs filled full of well-armed men.
Stout the sticks we students hore,
A, with “ Free Speeeht” on the brain,
Each one held his own pew door,
Sentries placed by big Macl.ean.

Wiailing tor the signal when
Tihne il come o strike o blow,
Three hundred stout ity men
Thronged the bhasement down below,
Sworn o guard the good old Perg,
Offering his Father's Jove
With his counteymen to sharve,
In the pulpit up above.

Allis quict il the end,

When the chureh is quickly clearved.
Then o thousand voices rend

Al the aire “Pis as we Feared,
Tide of war rolls up (he street,

Pistols, stones, and clubs resound,
The (hree hunired on their feet,

And we students rally round.

There's no need to strike, for sce'!
Breaks the mob up everywhers,
Warriors full of battle glee
Throng around the brave old Pere.
He, o soldier in the fight,
Never wasting time on fears,
IIad a royal guard that night,
IFull twelve hundred Volunteers.

So, we fell huck. and the lads
Made the brave old man their own :
Pwas no time to act like cds,
Standing on the work we'd done.
In their Tove we o delight,
Helping hands we ne'er vefuse,
But in chureh we chiim our right,
Sentinels hefore the pews.



