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LITERATURE.

POETERTX.

—

VERSES IN HONOR OF MARGARET BOURGEOYS.

{Homage offered to the Reverend Mother Superioress of the Congregation
de Notre-Dame by the Papils of the First Class, on the Festival of Sxint
Ursula. — Read by Miss McGee.]

Dark is light of Prophecy —no heavenly dews distil

On Siop’s rock, on Jordan's vale, or Hermon's holy hill—

6 Save us, O Lord 117 the Psalmist cries, pouring his soul's complaint ;
Save us, O Lord ! in thosc our days, for Isracl has no Saint.

Not half so dark the sky of night her starry hosts without,

As the night time of the nations when God's living lups go out.

But wondrous is the love of God! who sends bis shining host,
From age to age, from race to race, from utimost coast to coast;
And wondrous 't was in our own land—c'en on thespot we tread—
Fire yet the forest monarchs 1o thie axc had bowed the head,

That in our very hour of dawn, a fight for us was sct

Here on the royal mountain's side, whose tustre guides us yet.

*T is pleasant in the gay greenwood — s0 all the poets sing—

To breathe the very breath of flowers, and hear the sweet birds sing ;
T is pleasant to shut out the world, behind their curtain green,

And live, and Iaugh, or muse and pray, forgotten and unscen ;

But men or angels scldom saw a light to heaven more dear

Than Sister Margaret and her flock, upon our hill-side here.

From morn till cve, a hum arose above the maple trees,

A hum of harmony aud praise from Sister Margavet's bees;
Egrptian hue and speech nnconth, grew fair and sweet, when won
To sing the song of Mary, and to serve her Saviour Son;

The couricr halted on his path, the sentry on his round,

And bare head blessed the koly nun, who made it holy ground.
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Titere came a day of tempest, where all was pence before—

The Huron war-cry rang dismay on Hochelaga's shore—

Then in that day all men coqifess'd with all man’s humbled pride,
How brave a heart, till God’s good time, a convent serge may bide.
The savage trinmphed o'er the saint — a tiger in the fold —

But the mountain mission stands to-day ! the Huron's tale is told !!

Glory to God who sends his saints to all the ends of carth,

Wherever Adam's erring race have being or have binth,

Glory 10 God who sheds his saints, our sunshine and our desw,
Through all the realms and the nations of the old world aund the new,
Who perfumes the Pacific v ith his lily and his rosc,

Who sent his holy ones to bless and bloow amid our snows.

Dear Mothier of our tnountain home ! loved foundress of our school—
Pray for thy children that they keep thy every sacred rule,

Beseech thy glorious Patrop — Our Lady full of grace —

To guide and guard thy sisterhood—aud her who fills thy place,
Thy other self to whom we know all glad obedience given—

As rendered to thyself, will be repaid tenfold in heaven !

For thee, my Country ! mapv are the gifts God gives to thee,
And glorious is thine aspect from the sunsct to the sca;

And many a cross 1s in thy midst, and muny an altar fair

And many a place where men may lay the burthen that they bear,
Ahtmay it be thy crowning gift, the last as ‘twas the first

To sce thy children at the knee of Margaret Bourgeoys nurs'd.

Villa Macia, October, 1865.

_RECOGNITION.

(Translated from the German).

There comes a wanderer, staff in hand,
Homeward returning from distant land.

Hfis beard is tangled, his face is brown;
Will they know him again in his native town?

'T was a youthful comrade, true and fast;
Once many & wine cup between them passed.

Yet strange—the toll gatherer knows him not;
Do beard and sunshine his features blot?

*  Yle shakes the dust from his trodden boot ;
Il turns in silence, with brief salute.

Behold bis truc-love stands at the door;
# Thou blooming fair one, welcome once more?



