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% With her divino voice, the lovely Virgin, briehtey
than 2 star, thns spoke:

My child, my God, wmy deareslt good, they
gleepost ; and I am dying with lgve for thy loveliness,

“In thy slcop, O my treasure, thou lankest not g
thy mothor, But the nir thon broathest is a five thyt
barnx mo.

“ Thy eyes although closed wound me with thei,
guzo; what shall becomo of e whon they sholl open ?

“ The graces of thy lovely fice ravish mv herrt! ¢
God! my heart is dying for theo.

“ Thy rosy lips attract my lips. Pardon, O wy
loved ane, I am lhelp'e-s in thy presenco. ’

# —The Virgin ceases speaking. and, pressing tho
child to her bosom, she imprinta o kiss on tho brow
of Jesus,

¢ Bnt the beloved Child awskes; snd with his
beautiful eyes full of Iove, ho lasks at his mother,

“ 0 God! for the Mo'her, thaso ayes 1t laok upay
her, what a bwining thuft thut wounds and pierces

her heart !
“ And thou, my =cal so incensible, dost thon not

_languich in thy torn, seeing Mary lancuish with

tendorness for her Jesus ?

* Divine beautios, too late T have loved vo! henco.

forth for ye I shull burn without ceasine

“ Tho child and the Mother, the Mother with the
child, the rose with the lily, will pnssess all mv lore
for ever ! ?

There arosome le'ightful legends in the same strain,
The following, written in tho Provere«l tongue, is by
the felibre or troubadour of Qur Lady. It is entitled
tho Cradle-roclers f Jesus

The cradle-rockers of Jesus are the four censons that
como with their respoctive attractions to’ offer their
services to the Tnfant Jesus. o

Serize.~—Hail unto Thee, O lovely Chil1.od ' Tam
the beautiful Spriny that makes pasture, fieli and
meadow to blossom with flowers. I bring you an




