
THE SENTINEL

Comes inspiration, swift as thought,
To meet the anxious hour :

And lo ! a little child is brought,
Fair as an Rden flower ;

Into the mystic maze she's caught,
As 'twere with priestly power :

The clean of heart, the free from sin, 
May such dread task assume !

The angels fold their pinions in,
To give her white hand room

Her baby fingers, while they search.
The tabernacle's gloom.
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The Pyx beams light and gladness up 
Into her wond’ring eyes !

As gold gleams in a lily's cup,
Within her hand it lies ;

No tenderer vision could enhance 
The joys of Paradise.

A hush comes o'er the crowd, a hush. 
How still the shadows seem !

Tliev heed no more the onset's rush,
Nor the war fire's lurid gleam ;

They heed not these, but move along, 
And move as if in dream.

Tbe peril's past, the danger braved, 
Faith strengthened, fervor warm’d,

The Blessed Sacrament is saved,
Their church, their homes, unharm’d.

The fearful foe is turned aside,
By unseen power disarmed.

When all that earthly power hath lent. 
Into oblivion’s roll'd.

When fame’s fleet day is all but spent, 
Its star bum’d dead and cold,

Of tbe Child and the Blessed Sacrament, 
Will the tender tale be told.


