
THE OWL. 0

TiHE JIFARI' 0f MARY.

ERE in tl1, Garden of Roses,
Maid, let me linger with thee;

lere, wlere, the Lover reposes,
Love iii lus princedomn of Thiree!

lieue, thou inost wvonderfu1 Maiden-
Mother, and Maiden, and Spouse!

lI-ere, iii thy garden o'euladen
Witli roses of love-breathing, vows.

lucre let ne lie in thy Garden-
Eden made perfect in plan,

Needing no angel for wvarden,
FilIed wvith the Godlhead of Man!

lIeue, where no Serpent xnay enter;
lieue, wliere the footfall of Sin

Neveu caîi tarnishi this centre
0f Ioveliness Love lieth ini.

Maid, thou tLrt hearted wvith. sweetness!
Maid, thou art' lovelily fair!1

Builded of lilied completeness;
Crowned with a sunlight of hair;

And for the eyes of thee, blossoni
Of heavens the heavens above;

God for the breath, of tby bosoni ; j
And for the lieart of thee, Love!1

.And fou the drops of it, roses,
Wonderful Maid, ini whose hloodj

Fullness of Godhead reposes,
Blossoniing out of eachi bud!

Every dlrop of thy sweetnoss
Budding and blowving with hm

Maiden of matchless completeness,
Body of Godhead, and limb !
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