
OUJR LADY 0F THE SACRED FIEART.

Sweet Mother, IMistress of the Sacred Spring
\Vhence flow abundcant grace and every blessing,
'ro thee our enipty Ixearts we huuibly bring,
Their parching lips, their buriiing thirst confessing.
Pirst favored, Thxou didst sip the gexierous flow
Tliat issued dowix the side of Calvary's niouixtain
Whex Pilate's so!dier deait the inhumati blow,
\Vhich loosed the flood-gates of that Sacred Fountain.
To thee, wvhiIst standing, weeping, loving, tixere,
The Keys of this unfailing Source were given;
The dyiug Master made this Fount Tlxy care;
Thou art its Guardian stil], zs Queeix of Heaven.
Dispenser of the riches of that Heait
\%Vhose life is love, whose <>nily aspiration
Is one of bounty, let us flot depart
\Vitlxout, at least, one drop of consolation.

--Sacred Heari Reé'iew, Boston.


