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“Fe pay thoet ol Aeve possed owdat,

Tihet noble roce and brove;

Thet their Hgpht conoe s vanished
From off the cresied witie,

That 'mid the fordst where they roamed,
Thera rings no binter's shoet—

But their nome 8 on pous Walers,
Ye may nof ool 8 out”

We say thelr song ¢re woith wa pod,
Armed for the fray as of pore)
I'n wworkshop, on gridiron and diemond
They gather owr soalps by Lthe score.
They lotcer fair Hervard's proud erimaon,
Our Maoretfion win with 6 shout—
Well Tegve their name an 0ur wolers,
For ape connol wosh it oul
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Crow Rivez Boarpine ScuooL,
Sorrr Daxora

Oct. 24, 19—,
Mrx Dean;

I am in an appreciative mood to-day. 1
have been thinking hew thoroly I could sympa-
thize with old Pete Tatrean; you know he was
drafted during the late—mot the latest—un-
pleasantness and during his first battle was
heard to remark with considerable emphasis
that he wished he was at home under the bed
eating the neighbor’s cat. Speaking for my-
self, T think I could find a more congenial oceu-
pation, but the spirit which prompted the
slightly strange desire appeals to me very
strongly, Ewven that dreary, dried-up old town
vou and I eall * home? looks remarkably good
to me from my present view point, the Crow
River Boarding School.

From the days when I read * Our Wild In-
dians ”* by day and dreamed touching sealping
scenes at night, I have known that Fate, as she
colleeted and mixed together, one by one, the
ingredients which were to compose my particu-

[1]



