
7 2, GLORX' BE 1TO THE MOST PRECLOUS BLOOL)

LITTLE' SISTIERS 0F TH-E POOR.

Fron - l'lie I ,isli Cit holie.-

0 Little Sister of the I'oor,
Goingr about fromn door to door
Gatheèringc from each sacred store,

To feed the Nlaster*s hlock.

Isee you wvith Nrour grentie eyes
lrinT to look so 'r1v-ie
Likze sone sw'eet seraph froin the skies

Sent on a mission here.

1 meet N'oit 'heresoe'er 1 o
Mlid sumnier rain and winter's snow,
\Vhether the vincls h)lo%\ highi or lom,

'1'rue to vour calling highl.

1 doff my hiat whe n vou pass bN,
As if the Lord wcre verv nigh,
Beccause within vou* soýft clark eye

Isec lus iaefair.

Dear Sister of the Poor ;I know
\Vithin thy bo>orn likec the sncLi\
IHe reigris and makews thv heaven below

Thv loving Lord andI Ning.

i'hv mnission, littie Sister fair.
Mzikes desert bloomi wvith tlowers rare
\Vhere'er thou coinest, pain and care

Arc lost In heavenly rest.

0 Little Sisters of the Poor,
We are thiv brother everniore,
XVe give dice from our littie store

Our offéring-s and our love.

Because of thy liad mission, free
To al] Godl's poor from sea to sea


