ABBRE ADRIEN ROUQUUTTE (CHAHTA IMA).

S e D e - .- - e .- e

0! Poet Priest, eof louisiana fair,
Whe loved te wander throush her fereet wild,
Te gather <ll the Indians 'round thee there
And Christisnize each savage red-skinn'd child,
Theu levedi'st well that peer sbanden'd race,
Which dwelt in forest lene, primeval, dark,
The Chectaw tribe, fast driven from its plaece,
Redeam'd and tgught by thee with Heaven's sparkl

Hew few remember, thee, in days of eld,
Wnen rese thy veiee within Cathedrsl dim,
In tenes of eleauence, with accants beld,
Iike mishty veice of Prephet's sacred hymnl}
Hew eft' thy ateps did'st siray in theusht ~leng
Inconbe's fair Bayeu, winding 'mid the shade
Thera theu did'st steal te 1lift thy soul in seng,
And write thy verses grand in aylvan gladel

How oft'! theu cam'st tec =es thy children dear
Within the silent weodlands far away,
Wnere thou could'st share their joy, or wipe their tear,
And teach their wild antuter'd lips te prayl
At length thy life theu zav'st in sacrifice,
The haunts ef man fergetten fe- Ged's cause}
Dire poverty -nd hardship wns the priece
Te save the Indian, by Christ's Hely laws,

The Indian, like a shadew, fades =way,
But Chnhta Ima's name will ever shine,
Iike brighgest ster te shed = burning ray
A aoul imbued ith Ged's gre=t leve fivinel
Thy mind was £111'd vith thecuzhts of Terest lere
And well thou lev'd'st each mrove =nd Torest tres;
Ah, Pere Reuusustte, thy sengs ~re heard ne mere,
But ever lives thy name in memeryl

RIXFORD J,LINCOLH,

New Orleans, October,1911,
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