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@lod forbid that I shonld glory, save in the Crossof onr Lord

Jesus Christ; by whom the world 1s Crutified to me, and I to

the world.—$8t. Paul, Gal. vi. 14,

BALIFAY, STLY 12, 1845,
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Jout 13—Snnday 1X, after Pentecost—St Anacletus, Pope and
Martyr., )
H—-?\ll)onday—st Bonaventure, Bishop, Confessor, and
octar,
15—Tuesday—St Henry, Confessor.
16—Wednesday—Commemoration of tho Blessed Virgin
Mary of Mount Carmel.
15—Tharsday—St Leo 1V. Popo and Confessor.
18—Friday—35t Carmillus of Lellis, Confessor.
19—Satarday— St Awmartias, Pope and Confessor.
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Right dearin sight of the Lord is the death of his Saints,

PSALTER.

Night hung o'cr Mcles' rapid flow and Smyrns’s toswer and
bay.—

"Neath Smyrna’s lowliest roof that night the Ssint in slum-
ber lay:

And throsgh the uncurteined windoss ss the solomn star-
light streamed,

And from the chamber as they fluwed up 10 the deep o
oveD

There lust 6 glawed, aradiant real " om that rude couch
to Hesven.

Morn over Mcles’ rapid flow and Smyrna’s hay and tower.—

The blassed sun ionked calmly down on Goodncss mocked
by Power.

The scidiers of tho Roman st00d within that humble room.

Tabear tho holy father forth 0 trizl and to doom :

Yet was the old mon's smile zs sweet, his soul as hitle
moved,

As when bis seat was at tho feet of him “ whom Jesus
foved.”

High noon o’er Smyrue’s tower end bay.—Tho haughty
chiefs of Rome,

tud pagau priests and people thronged to fill the Hippo-
drome.

—O s a fair and pleasent sight, as gay heart could desire,

To see abrave oid Christinin  die by faggot and by fire:

ITu feed tie merry flames to flout and wock his holy ¢alm ;

4nd swe!l the shout that echuss vuito druva hus chacted
psaim!

Then came the Martyr, through the crowd that h;llowed
like a sea,

Robed all in white, as every priest of our pure God should
be.

And ss he came, distinet and clear, along tho sky there
ran

A voico from Licaven—* Now, Saint, be strong, and quit thee
like a man!”

He roised his oyes as if to greet some vision he might
8es,

Theu murmured sweet, “ Ab, it is meet, Jesvs, to die for
thee !I”

Warriors wers there who had not ble.clhied whore blows
fell thick as rain;
Men who had gorged iho eagle's beak on many o bioody

plain,

Men who had launched from fearless hands the thunder~
bolts of war!

And chained proud pnuces to tho wheols of wnewr triumphsl
can—

But pniest snd prince and soidier felt the nobicst haro
there

To bs that bravs old man who knelt btemdo the stake in
prayer.




