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A Pennsylvania lawyer, lr, Iamer Grecne, wrote the following appreciation of St.,

Peter, Tomorrow, you know, ]

Of all the scints that erowd the roll,
Or wear the shining aureole,

Or, pictured, live at Art's behest,
Vthether Apostle, lMartyr, lMaid,

Or he who preached, or she who prayed,
T like Saint Peter best,

I scarce know why, save this that he
Enheartens and refreshes me,

Li¥e wine to slalke the spiritts thirst;
And if, some day, a shivering ghost,

I 1ook for saints in leoven's host,
It1] seek Saint Peter first,

They say that unto hinm are given

The keys that loeck the gates of heaven,

knd should I reach there, soon or late,
I will not tread the golden way,

Hor ask for robe or harp; I'1ll stay
YIith Detﬁr'%y the gate,

And yet, and yet I lnow he fell*
Marhap that'S'why T 1like hinm well;
Impetuous, wavering, weak, like me
The other Saints wear robes sa'whita,

Ard orowns that pleom so golden bright,

With them It'd feoar to be,

But Peter was not born aboave;

Oh, wonk in will and strong in love,
My friend and conrade he would he;
Our talk would turn to bout and tide,
To One who teught by Jordant's side,
Or wallked in Galilew,

I know he played the traitor whon
He vowed afain and yet again
Trrough peril with his Lord to stays
And straight from dark Gethsemane,
itk all his eraven comrades, ho
Stole silently awey.

is the Feast of St. Peter's Chair (Antioch):
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coward! you who thrice denied
One who loved youj you who licd,
cringed before a girl, and swore;
Not crown of thorns, nor driven nail,
Nor Judas! kiss, nor Mary's wail,
Hod hurt the Mastor nmorc,

But when, that rorn, the Crucified
Called out to you across the tide;

The nailleprints in INis honds and feet;
In haste you girt your fisher's coat,
Plunged boldly from your fisher's hoat,
And svem your Lord to moet.

Sevren sat with Fim upon the sands;

To one alonc He reosched Iis hands,

Soying, "Son of Jonas, lovest tho» Me?"
Saying,"Feed My lanbs,” ond "Feed Yy whecpﬁ
Wot Philip these beloved to keup, :

Nor gons of Zehcdees
But Simon Peter; yea, the Rock;
The choson Shepherd of the Flock;

Oh, never, never more foll hol

Mor was he greater then we all
Vho sin and suffer, rise and fall,

And win the nastery,

And sn I dreem thnt Poter stands
And buckons to me with his hands,
And heply some day, soon or lato,
1'11 poss bevond the mountains dim
And for beyond the peean's brim,
And mect him ot the gate,

For nov, of!all the Saints that be,
Vho died in griof or cestosy,

Or, pilctured, live ot Art's bohest,
Whother Apostl., Hardvr, Maid,

Or ho who prﬂac‘f’, or she who prayed,
I like Smint Petor bost,
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The first rush cleannd oubt tho tomporery supply of dally-sehaduls eards in both Sorin
ond Dillon Prmphlat Eacks, Come opain if you 4id not got wour osrd, There is o noew
Supply now ot hoth Rocks, and there arc plenty more beside~ in the Prefect of Rulipe
lonts Officu, 117 Dillon Hall,
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