
M

When the last dark storm is gathering,
And cuir hiearts are swept wvith fear,
By the love of Thy dear Passion,
Master, let us feel Thiee ne:-::.

So wlhen ail at last is ended
And the I3est is reachied above
May wve swvell Tli ' Heart's rejoicing
XVith the rapture of our love.

jesus Master, Kingy of glory,
Stili to Thece we turn for life,
Victor, wvhen the battle's sorest
O sustain us in the strife.

wrillein for l'ie voice tif the 1reciouis B3Iood.

1,ETT'ERl"'S TO TIIE 'MOST NOBLE COUNTI-ESS
0F R. .. FRO'M AN ENGL1SH- LADY

IN CANADA.

Ilonor-ed .1zJlin.

I Write frou evcr seas to keep you inforrned-, as in Jlutv
houînd, of înaters transpiring11 i. he 1freg1prs
low oficn do 1 turin niv thotîghts backwards towards

ilio peaccal daysspcint underyour illustrious roofwlhence
1 cmie forth to undlertakze the arduous post of niothcr to
the ilit)therlcss chiildren of my beloved sistcr. 1 kept you

advscdas o te pospctof coming to these counltries,
hicq:;tse of thie zardent desire wvhichi Antoine de Melleray
clitertainced to se once more his son anid daughtcr. It
scemeci as if the ivill of God, no less than îuy natural iii-
clit:îtion, promiptcd nie to, accompany those dear ones.

1 also apprised you of the date of our departure and

143GLORY BE T0 THE MOST 11RECIOIIS BLOOI)!


