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rwo a thy gentie eyos obove; Mary, îmothèr of the Lwd'
aiden bonds with maother grasp
oa thy Child in tender clasp. Dep and dark the crossas shade
we and glory in Vliy fcOn thy loving heatt i8 laid,
lend vith woranx's shrinking gramo On thy sweet and penqive lips
letthroughthinehart mustpassthesword, R apture glows through griof'a ectipse;

*Stilled with inyetory, ..,,ent sPed1 ,
Thrillv'd with thoughta no speech con teI;
iPast the senso of humnan sadness.
Past the drman of human gladnes's;
On tby breast the Livingl Word,
'In thine arma the babe'adored-
~Mary, mother of the Lard:
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