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02 tender and su pure--so woxanly-

B 1e(ore thy flower-strewn, shrine we bow the kunc

S Anud hail thee, Mary inother of our God!1

Our griefs and troubles vanish utterly,

None could be s-ad upon thy festal day,

'l'hou soilacc of our 111e, loved Queen of ïMax;5Aibeit thoti sigliedst on this sin-racked o

And drank resigned its chaliced misery.

The Sun that lights the licavens his brighîtest shecen,

Flings o'er the flowers set iu the vernal green,

Tu rob thei in rare beauty for thy sake;

And bauds of happy children niay he seen

Bearing the fragrant blossoms ail day long

Unto thine altar, where they join in song,

Mien, glad, their parting genufiexions niake.

They know a Ioving niother thou hiast been.

And ont whio once a child is child no mure,

But bears his lightless 111e %vit1i pafltings sure,

Has hlither c<ine a suppliant to thy feet

l4is soul out in blis prayer to nxeekly pour.

«Forgive themi for they know nit what they do,"

Trhose words thotist heard, leceath thc cross of rue,

lu broken voice our dying Lord ea--

Bethiuk tixce nowv, nor lea His justice luwer.
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