
A SCRAP OF ALTAR^ljOTH
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A f«w tattarad iiicliM of Tchrat,

A fragniMit of filth, if jrou pl«

But I'd waar •ueh • gag* in mjr ncliiMt

W«r« I • PluiUganat or CuIm.
And trik* for di« grim* and tha glorjr diat gam k

Aa for CroM and Um Flaur da Lya.

Dingjr and tambhad, iU aabia

In ika foul wbla dsadowa had Iain

Of tha outraga that onea was tha Tabia
In a daaolata, daaacrata fana,

Whila Haifa Pantaeoat raiaad iU impioua Babal
'Cainat tha ihrina of our Ladjr of Pain.

Lambant gold jrat flickarad tha runing
That told how Chriat Hia P.tace

Shall prarail daapita Sword and its choohn*':—
And alihr tha apilled battle-leea

From tha goblat that brimmad when tha jraar waa at nooning
Wht^erad jrat at tha walls of Pjrs-

And avar tha Quaan c. . .oaven
Leaned low, ineffably meek.

O'er her city, plundered and riven.

From her painted basilique;

And ever swept upward ^e souls unahrivan.

And were shrived by a Baby weak.

And Our Lady looked out on the city.

And Our Lady looked out o'er the plain;

And her eyes were as stars for pity.

And her eyes were as pools for pain;—
But the Babe at her breast smiled dowm on die city.

And pledged the promise again.

Th'-'i die pledge winged over the torment.

And out through the rain and gloam.
And down the road as a portent—

The road that is called Bapaum^—
And its pinions fluttered the murk a monent.

And whispered to us of Home.
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