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¥od Toibid that T shonld glory, save in the Cross of our Lord Jesus Clirist; by whom the world is Crucificd fo me, and | to

" the vorld,—S§t. Paul, Gal. vi, W.

HALEFAY, APREL 12, 1S45.
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CALERDAER. 1 knew it not perchance 1 slept,
Tnconscions of myself and thee,
. Or cuied in childish peevishness,
Arnir 13.—Third Sonday afier Easter—Feast of tho Patronage Or laughed in * roguish® glee.

of St. Josoph, Conlessor. Psalins of the day.
14.—~Mondag—S§t. Simplicius, Pope and Confessor.
15.~Tuesday—S8t. Thomas Aquinas, Confessor and Doctor.

18—Wednesday—St. Francesea Romana, Widow,

17.—Thnrsday—S1. Anicetus, Pope and Martyr.
18— Ftiduy— 8¢, Benedset, Abbot., -
19.—Saturday—3t. Leo, Pope and Confessor.
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LITERATERE.

TO MY MOTHRER IN HEAVEN,

Dsas, saiated mother ; look'st thon down

Frowm thy bright tesidenco in heaven,

Wirh tearful eye and carnest prager,
Tigon thesc heart-strings viven 1

Dost thoa bebald the apirit’s woe,

The ageny intense and leag,

Ot hun thon once didst bless aad soothe,
With thy caress and song?

1 iain woald think 0 :it is balm

That binds the bleeding tendrilsup :

Tn troot'e's hiotr, this blessed tnonght
fialidrains the bitter cup.

Thy im==~e, mother, did ot leavo

Its impress on my infant wind ;

‘They tell mo thon wert young and fair'—
.1 Jéel that thou wert kind.

Ther tell me of thy rearning lovo—
hy frequent zmd fmpassioncd prayer,

For me thy darling, only child,
Thy ido} and thy care.

They tellme also thoa didst meet

'Vl"i&h swdot 1¢3ign, tho porier Death,

Atd speak of Heaven and think of me,
Wit thy2xsé-lingering ‘breath:

Perchance ! knew my moiher’s kiss—
Her eyo with mortal anguish wet;
Great God ! ard is this all of life,

To know—and to forget?

My mother ! bast thou watehed the feet,

Thou wouldst have lived {o guard and g=idot

And hast thou scen them toiling op
Life's rugged mounatain-side ?

And hast thou kno=n whon sin asssiled

And fierce the conflict raged within?

And wasat thou didst cheer xeou,
Aund help the ficlito win 3

1 know not but fuil oft I've held

In spirit sweet commune with theo.

Through that old binckened acroll of thino,
Which teems with lovo to me.

Mother ! thy hand didst pen theso lines

Thy tears annoint and hatlow them !

A thousand fold more dear are they,
To me, than ces.liest gom.

I love to think, whon they weroe penned

Ilsy beneath the watchful eye :

And often thou didst stocp to his—
Bat tiswed o with asigh !

¢ Ah, who will care for thee, my bor.
When 1 ata low, and cold my brow?
il any speak to Edey then,

A3 does dus inother now }

Jast God o thea 1 give him o'er—

Foantain of power and of Jore !

5¢ toach and guide that 1 may meet
My procioas ono abore I

Aost sacred relic ! thoa dost speak

At from tho far, far world of light.

Attend, dull 20al, mr mother’s éall
Dazh urge thy opward &ight.



