
424 TLe Messenger of thle Sacredi Heart.

Froîti feeling auglit of earth's niost poignant grief!1
And fi these children of =ny soul wvith love,
The love of Thee ! 'Tis ever niew, the love of God to ma'n,
The love of Jesus to the siîî-dyed soul!"I

And so lie spake, and evening's slîades drewv near,
And stili the thexue of Love wvas on luis tongue,
Until, at last, as if his hundred years,
Impatient, cla:nored for a brief repose,
TL, e sweet Nvords faltered on the saint's pale lips,
His eyelids drooped, and sleep'with. noiseless Nviuxgs
Desccîîded. Then uprose the glorious mnon,
And touched witlu lighit the sleeper's silver Ixair,
And the disciples ga7ed %vith love upon
Tlic gentie teacher of their tender years.

And, as thley gazed, the starry sky grew bright
With radiance not of earth, and brighter stili,
Until at leiîgth tlue heavens thenselves -%vere oped,
And in the higiest place, at God's right haud,
They saw tîxe IlCrucified" Ili spiendor clothed,
And froni l{is Sacred Heart the brilliant liglit.
And, as tliey gazcd they saw their master's fornui,
IHis lioary liead uupon tlîat Sacred Heart,
As -Miîen in youth, the ixiglît before the dooin,
At suppcr lie incliîued on Jesus' breast.

And, gaz.ing tluus, tlîey Ixear luis gciîtle voîce:
Repeztinýg, as iii ecstasy, of bliss :
'My littie dhidrezi, God alone is love!

Ohi! as He loved you, omie auotiier love!"
And tlîeî the vision faded fronu tixeir eyes,
AInd ilauîght reînaiucd to thenu lut silen t uighit
And fornu of inarbie beauty whence the soul liad fled.
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