
October 1909.Vol. XII. No 10. Montreal.
©he Sentinel 311

Tfye Rosary oj n?y Days,
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T count the saddened Rosary of my days 
f On Memory's silver chain, the fair beads strung, 

Glide slowly on along their gleaming ways,
I ill where the decades end, a cross is hung.

See, e'en the chaplet chants a sermon true, 
slnd breathes in minor tones from sorrow vjrung 

si warning, that though life seems fair to view, 
Somewhere adown its course a cross is hung.

"à.

Dear Lord, as we press onward toward the end, 
With blinded eyes not knowing gold from dross, 

Be 7hou our guide through paths where sorrows 
blend,

Uutil we learn to kiss the waiting cross !


