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was buried. Some years after, when a ne.w church was built,
the body was removed and placed in a vault'under the main
altar. A large cross now marks the spot where the little log
cabin used to stand, "and a row of evergreen trees forms the
enclosure.

What a change has taken place in the years that have
elapsed since the death of Father de Seille! The little mis-

sion is now the home of a numerous religious community,
and the seat of a large and flourishing university which hol'd
a first rank among Catholic institutions of learning in the
United' States. Instead of the rude log chapel may be seen
one of the finest churches in the West. Across the beautiful
lake, the banks of which were once dotted with wigwarhs- - of
Indians, half-hidde- n in the trees, is the Scholasticate, Where
many a young Levite has prepared himself in silence and re-

tirement for the service of the sanctuary the realization
perhaps, of the missionary prayer that God would send other
laborers into his vineyard. Formerly the margin of the lake
was graced by majestic oaks and hickories; only the stumps
rmiin. Along its primeval beauty Father de Seille often
wandered, while reciting his breviary or telling his beads.
Near by was the Indian camping ground. '

It remains for us to tell how Father de Seille died. He
had been at Pokegan, another village of the Pottawatomies,
for two weeks. When taking leave he told them they would
probably never see him again. They were deeply grieved
at his sad announcement, for they loved him as a father. He
seemed to allude to his approaching death, and yet he was
in the prime of life, and to all appearance full of vigor. The
poor Indians, soon to be deprived of their beloved black-rob- e,

crowded around him to ask the meaning of his words.
"1 have a great journey to perform," he said; "pray for me,
and do not forget to say your beads for me." With this he
left them, and started home on foot, a distance of about
thirty-fiv- e miles, although he kept ahorse for occasions when


