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Alas! f1128! wlint deelp, what poignant grief
FeIL chelbond Moter oflieronly barn,
Ini that and hotur, vviien sunk beyand relief;
She view'd the stifTerings or lier Son forlorn!
Iler trenlaling frare wvanh fear and hiorror

slîook,
At~ evcry wound she wriitb'd with deadly pain,
iler lilteous eye exj;ress'd ini every look
Uer %voes ton big fur nature to sti8tfain,

Ait ! Bay whnt morfal couicd unmoy'd beliolui
Christ's sweetest Mother thus witla grief op-

prest P
WVho ivotili not weepy ta ses the icars flint

roll'd
Amici flie maorin that heav'id ler sacreti brenstP
Wlio trouli the btirst oi* pions grief restrain,
To vievi lier tender çynaparthizitig eye
Speak idi the anguia of liig biffer patin,
And Itear fier naiaer to cach &roan and sigh P

lit expiation of our giffy rare,
lier Sait site saw with cruel wounds assail'ci
Site invi hinm scotrg'd, wlîile blod rait clown

opare,
Titrough liannds and fect shte enw sweet Jeaus

nitiid;
She hesird Iimi brealhe i" Jlast nad pzarting

sigh,
A sotind that hiarrowed tip her soul anew,
She saw Iiini close bis godlike beaming eye,
And saw the &lieur send forili the heay'n13 dew

Fond 5loiler! thou whose love wvas love ini-
deed !

Oht! give me hy one sweet resistlcss pray'r,
Whilst mneiitation sces thy Jesus bleed,
XIn thy Vnst P,;ouly Of Uritf 10 shRre!
Give ne in loving Christ, my God;, my ait,
Te feei the ever-glo,.tiing sncred flame!
And whilst tinwearied at bis zilrine 1 full,
Ta niake bis love my sole, nuy glorioeis aitn!

Q lioliest Alotler of my Cod, fix deep
Within sty bress ilie cruel wouiiiI he bere;
O lot rnv soul the ssicred fti-roiws keep, -

And aitik them iloi-plv over mot* and more!

Lot :lay swcet Son my everythouglit posseas;
H ia woundo be ever present to mny siglit!
0 let me rnRke his cruel hurthen lestz,
WVhilst suffering wvitliiiim is rny sole deligbt!
To weep true tears of nguitih from m1y sout,
Sticli as rhy sorrowi Once was seen to pour;
Andi with rny crueifiect dear Lord crintdole,
Is the soie grade mly vows andi Biglis implore!
Yes! t1ils sole Jiavour let thy bount.y give,
Close lhy the cross with tlaee to take my stand!
Andi feel new sorrow every day 1 live,
Wlîilst contemplation trends flic eacroti landi!

Q Virgin, high above all virgiin's crown'd,
Spurn not tire suppliant that now brenthes a

îrny'r ;
Givo tre to slieti ry tears in every wound,
Andi &Il bis pangm with iliee in thocuglit tobeair
Dit>y after ulay, encli right, ittia suent heur,
Christ's deatia h beu siiiy uind'a eternai icod
Let grief still pour the aanex!kauated stiower,
Feti wii lis vroundtt, bis siglis, his grotins, his

blood !

Olt! couti 1 feel soi-e woundceil with bis woundst
Oit! coisid hin cross inebriate ruy soul!
By flintî rwee: love fer hini thirt knows no bounals
And those fond thaughts that ini my bosonm roi;!
IViti love of fEim jet mny ivrapt $anges glcw ;
Let die sweet fla.rie dissolîe, consumet ' xty learL!
Andi when 1 heur the letst loai trttipi'hlow,
To hiex who lev'I thy Son thy aid i.ir i6

C> be rray gunrà the ahadow of his cross in"
ChririCe denthbho my etr.ng bulwrark aii<

fence
Let net my nsul @sr know the dsidly I=s
Of grace procured i e nt hia blood's expeil for
Andi oh ! vwhen Death o'er caos its or-e

glouan,
Extinguishirig thia body's vital heait,
In the bright regiens of eternal bioom
ilry my glati soul iis gret Reck-rmer m~

Amenn.
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