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FELT thy presence like a brenth
0f rnorning, rnoist with dew

And fraigrant with the balmy words
The buds ini greeting threw,

}'all o'er my soul and soothe its pain
Aind raise niy drooping hopes again.

Then sad unrest, my' constant guest,
j And douht and every iii

Were as tho(se waves that heard, long since,
The great conunand, -Be still

While joy broke on aie as dotli fal
The redhird's note ait inorning's call.

So those we love betimes corne back
j To share with us their Miss,

And wait expectant ait the door
For tender hand and kiss.

Pray God, that, when they homeward turn,
Nor change nor sin their eyes discern !

-N.C. Iio;tF i The, Netw IiptI.

VIRGO Sanctissima! Mother my own;
Bending before thee
Lost and alone.

0O! wilt thou hear me, f .ilIe my cry,
See mF in darkness-
0 ! art thon nigh ?

Sorrow oppresses me, sin bendR me low,
WVeary, dear Mother,
I long for thee so.

Take thon my band, and lead thy poor child,
Out of the .Iarkness-
Mother must anild.

Virgo Sanctissima, ne'er will I sigh
Feeling that earth is drear
When thon art nigh.

Thon hast been aIl to me, Mother my awn,
E'er ;w'len 1 calledl thy name--
Joy have I known.

-NELLir BRADY.
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