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THE CRADLE 0F MARY.
Who0 ks slie thnt eoxueth forth as the morning ri-sing ?

CANT, va, 9.

(Y soul, behold this wondrous sighit,
Angelic multitudes descend,

And, lustrous wvitli refulgent lighit,
O'er one sweet cradled Infant bend.

Heesleeps God's purest, chosen Perl
Hid, as ini alabaster cave>

Here beauties dotx 1-lis Rose unfuri,
While round lier sheltei-ing liles wave.

This cradle-'tis mnorn's azure sky,
Here riseth Jacob's pronised Star,

Whichi tells that Liglit divine drawvs igh-
To shine on nations fromi afar.

Let ail creation gi adly pay
Meet lomage to the niorning star>

That wvarns the gi oorny niglht away,
And guides the Sun's respiendent car.


