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MY BEADS

BY A. J. RYAN.

Sweet, blessed bcads'! I ,vould not part
With one or you for riehest gemn
That gleams in kindly diadcrn;

You. know the history of my heartA
For I h-ve to1d you every grief

Ini al the drpys of twcnty years,
And I hatvo roistene(I you with tearS,

And ini your dccades found relief.

Ahi ! tiime lias fic d and friends have faileci,
Ani joys huave died, but~ in my needs
Ye are my friends, by blessed beads!1

And ye consoled mie Mien I wailed.
How many andci any a. tine in grief

My wveary fingers wvandered round
Thy cirecle chain ami ,tlw.at3s found

In soi-e Hail Maýry sweet~ relief.

How many:a story you might tell
0f imner life to ai unknown
1 trusted you and yon alone,

But ah !yc kept~ ry secrets weIl.

Ye are thc only cbain I weair -
A sign that 1 ain but a. slaive,
In life, in death, beyond tl, -ratve,

Or Jesus and His Mother fair.
Th~ Catholic Youth.

The greatt mnen and the useful men,
The w'orthy and Uic truc,

WTe love to pralse aud îrnital"e
In mnuch they say and do.

Yes, great naines auni the celheri0 hledl names
That glo, iii history hright,

They sinie Ilike loue and stationned stars
Gr burniug suns of light.

Allen Dormban.


