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A MAY.WREATH FOR OUR LADY 0F
KOUNT CARIEL

SV ENFÀ',r l»; MArtiE.

LRO Queen Of holy Carmnel*
Robed like May-tixne skies Of 1)j100,

Ad a soft î'êiI round thee folded,
White as snowy cionds its hile.

Foin afi un Enf . nt ' endis thee
Roses tlîat in Erin 'hioomi

2V>rj117eè ý1 Naried in their nîystic beauîy,
Sweet,' celestiai, their perfurnie.

heSe their fair huds, tlearest Mother!1?( Twine thern round thy virgin brow
Joy fui n steries of thy'pure heart,

* We are contenîplating ti0w.
Yet, anuidst our stainiess garland1Crimson low'rets we entwine,
Like the precjous iiiood ofJesti.,

}Enileins of Iis woe and thine.

Ii.
Then these rare *"teit-rosesl"-oftly

Tinged, as with a ray of goid.'After shadows comnes the sun -iight,
After pain, thy biiss untold,

Not in fan- fained Sharon oniy,
Where the rppling sapphire sea

Murmurs 'neath o'ershadingpaim.-trees
Wîth a soothing meiody.

IV.
Blow these fragrant sunmetr roses

Where ail nature seems to smile,
But in nmossy delis and woodiandiq

0f our .;ainted western isie.
Breathing of thy joys and sorrows

And the glorious iight above;
Culied amidst St. Patrick's shamtrocks,

Twined for thee with Irish love.
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