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ITHIN the cloister by the wnning
tîght,

Thereini watked absorbed w sient

prayer,
Atone in spirit with the Presence

there,
And fult of wonder at His mystic

niight ;
When from the shadow stepped into

lier siglit
A tittie ctîild so simple, gweet and

fair,
Such radliant glory round His

stîining hair,
Ttîat ait abhout i iim glowed in beauty

brîght.

" And wtîo are you ?" rang ont Ilis
joyou,î cry.

Tiieresa of niy Jestus," azîswered

s;he.
"But Thou, niy Love " she trenibled

in reply.
"Jestis of my Tlieresat," wtiispered

H-e.
Then all her heart went ont in a

happy sigh,
"Oh ! that niy King should corne

so near to nie ! "


