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Son, tiat those two wilis together ofifr-
Cod uoe and the1 samo sacit'iice. Silnco
Mary, by the mneirit of her isuiorings,
and the offeriig of' hei Soi, was muade
Mothoi of all men, it is reasonable to
believe that it is by her they receivo
(lhe divino graes, which are tho fruits
<f the rits f Jcsis Chris, and the
means of equiring eterinal life.
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i N cliid, yoir cieek is lan niid pale;
What ail you, see Cathleen ?"

Thuis spoke thfie geitle Sister Clare,
Tl'o oe wvhose face iiadf bcen

The brigitest in tile coivent School,
In ch ild hood's earlier d ays.
n irisli ficc wvitih dark b lie eVs,
v ioe Liger wisI ftil gaze

Wis frauiglit with a Strange loveines,
Thogdinned b) y wîain t and care

i silnt pewinig almosi brokce
li heart of Sisier Clare.

Ais I wve suietimes iieet tiose eyes,
SO inoceIt and bright,

In oir poillted Loinien streets,
Aid suddei at the 'ight.

Soiie few there are who pass unsscathed
Througl sceles Of' sin anid woe,

Keepiig thcir irisi hearts uistaiied
As their OwN monitain snow.

Yet ot'ner lr ii poisonied air
Does purity decay-

Wei as ile bloomi iron fruit or flowyer,
BJy rude handis brisied away.

Blut she vio to fle Convenit caime,
Witl faltering step and sioi',

And slood vithî thazt i ipeaLliing look,
The Sisters too weio knw-

She hal nîc'er leit lier parents' hîomeso,
3ßV Cic bine surging sea

Sheiiad ne'er seen tie h aiunts of sin,
Or kniiew such tiigs coliid be.

Bu t piiching want and hunhiger keen
0f these seie laid lier share,

And harder work, in truthi, ut times,
Than sucli a ciiild couild bear.

Not always hî:ad tLhey suffiered thus,
Never so mucil as now.

T'he tale of woe was sooi relhearsed
"A fever iaid laid low

ler father, fle stout fislierinii,
Uponi the cabin floor

And PUt, the crly-headed boy,
Hbad sickened iong before;

And Briidget, TomI, and Norali looked
As ii us il could be.

And mothe"- lhere the ýirI stopped short,
And sister Clare cou. sec

The big tears rolling down her cieeks.
"Have yoi no food ?" she said.

"Not one potato, Sister dear,
Not one poor scrap of bread

A meal of Indiaticorn we lad-
"'swas esteriiht; but ne'er

Did mîot îer tou ci one bit
0f lier poor scanty are.

J sti as tle spoon had reaelhed lier lips,
She put it down, for Pat

Cried out hie wnvted more, the boy,
As oi his bed fie sat.

Dear SIster Clire, I could not stay,
I cou ild not hear fliems cry

O Sister dleur, I camlle awauy,
I could not sec tiei (lie."

"Eioiighî, my child ; comte, wiple your eyea
TIiey wil.1 not (lie to-dy,

NOr v'et to-morrowu. Go forbid i
Ii iears us whein swe pray."

Tie Nun fias ta'en lier basket up,
Cathleen iais led tie way',

TJ' whiîere the filsher's cottage stands,
Within tue lonely baiy.

lier -welcoime stores are soon displayed
A. wonder 'ti (o sec

How patiently ftle ciildren witt,
Ail huiigry thoigi they be.

" G od bIless yo''," sighs tue father, " iay
h'lie Heavene i your bed ! ",

And "Giory he to God on Iigfi,"
The niother sofh sil.
Please 10 inot se'd this bired icvay,
Poor little NoraI cries,

Wh'lile Sister Clare divides tlie loaf,
Watched b her iistfuI oves.
sad simile i-rossedL the oihtler's face-
A niartyr's siile, 1 ween ;

To enid a(way the liread erewhile
A marty's act haud been.

The faher raiced his drooping fiead,
A liglit as in his eye,

Tiihe iglit of f iiih trimphiii lîan t o'er
The parent's agony.

" Aih, Sister dear, 'tias very liard
To Close the door, and hear

''ie children weeping for the food,-
No grecater pain coid be.

But soonîer wifl Pat Moran sec
BHis darliigs cold and dead,

Than send tiem to the Sou per's schooi,
And sell their souls fbr bread,

We'Il not deniv the faith at all,
We'il liave nc Souper liere :

Pat Morai's child -sai ilever learu
To scorn God's MotLher dear.

And iiw liere's good thanks be to God,
And soon the wîork If try;

And if the sworst comses to tfe worst,
Why, sure, we tien ca die."

Yes; voui cai lie as niiartyrs die,
Sons of the saints of yore,

Who fell wiiein Erin's fields vere stiined
Witli lier own cliildren'sgore.

The sword, the rack, the outla v's doom,
Yoiu bore in bygone days;

But iow the Teiîpter's deeper art
More subtle %vile displays.

Tis easier far, %vith tearless heurt,
To meet a deadly foe,

Than hunlr's sickeiiiii panigs to bear,
Its tortures sure and slow.

This have ye done, the Cross in hand,


