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A May Song. o
Ry J. WILLIAM FzSCHRIa.

I.

f SIN( nme an air -ffome soft, ooothing lay,
Whilte sun beanis are kissing the roses of May,
NVlule nature i4 sniing and joyous in song,
And mnugie ào inirthful cornes floating along,
Coines stealing froin yon snowy-blotssom-kissed tree. 1
Cornes singing its mweetness fur you aud for me.T

Il. prev'i
0) S ing me the song that you iang long age. itry c
When pleasure nincensing and joy i;weet did flow- factic
How 3'outhful thte singer and dear the song then 1 But
" would that my thonghts could recail it again,
" would that again 1 could hear thy voice sing bu
That lullaby song o'er a craille in spring read>

lit. Culeit

Simîce timen many springs, yen, have smiled upon me, Trou
Yet often the song's, ringing. glad inelody Irt
Cones floating to me throtîgl the city's lone otreet, ,otin
And Io cornes the patter of two littie feet- the t
And waiting and drett:ning in morrow alone, lg1 long for the days, titat were antd have flown. <,la

tiI) mi

our p
e ver,

Mater Purissima, Or&. Pro Me! .

WH lEN'moonltght is creeping o'er valley and hill,
"W hen flow' rets are sleeping, and song.birds are stil!,

When shadows are flitting through branch mnd through spray, wa
Mater purissima, ora pro nie

Wlien sunrise approaches, and morning is near,
Whieu blossoms awaken, and songsters appeart-,
With joyous "Te Deum" t0 welcome the day, >wf
Mater purissima, ora pro me.

Through brightness and dreariness, gladutss and pain; hT
Though life pr-ove successful, aud striving seem vain;
At morning and evening iny lips still shall say,
Mater purissima, ors pro me!
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