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CONGREGATION DE NOTRE DAME,

MIAIRGAIRET BOUiRGECOIS,

€t7 eY3/ 'e,/&# ·Í{ /C/c

- B3Y -

MISS SHINE,

Why ueet wc here t»-iay ? Why gather thus.

The old and young-i parent and the child

Is it a festal day? Has some bright hean

Of leaven's glory fallen on our land
That mid-t the boding cry of warlike men.

Our heart- are gladsone, and our souls at peace?

- Go-ask the countless Hurons, who lave slept

Their last sleep 'f the wir of the cross.

Ask of the wid o

Sainted dead. 'sfestive ne:'

EQ ike the soft h qleOr e we love, aniï o i 01
s n . more hundr ycars ago.

W b cin -$ne
W rateto-day.. Thrice favore
S d thesaving waters bathed thy brow.

sns-claitmed hy pure yonug infant heart.

et Bourgeois! Sec from carth we hail thee.

* essed thrice-in. childhood, youth aud age.
esshe was blest. Her infancy butpassed,

And look, how cluster round her,-youthfutl crowds.

Tieir prattling tongues, speak sweetly of lie Batte.

Who came on earth, a little ehild for tiem.

And at His natme, each baby head bows- low.



Thus,-childhood pases. In the walks of men.

She moves an angel: pureand undefiled.

She hatl~drunkldeep of sorrow's bitter cup.

A mother's loss she wept; and few years pass,

When Death, again a cherished parent takes.

But e'er the soft hands of bis patient child,

HUd closed those loving eyes, the father new,

That to the God who claimed it, she had giv'n

Her soul's pure love,-her girlhood'Sispotless heart.

And thus it chanced to pass; if chaince there be,

In aught ordained by lm, who rul5s the world.

It was the Sunday of the Rpsary,
-- And in procession meet, St. Dom'nlck's sons,

* Were chauntipraise to Hêr, their founder loved.

Soon wer 'ey joined by the fair city's youth;

And ly passed the Church of Notre Dame,
Where in a niche tbe noted statu~e stood,
Of Mary-bearing in her arm ber Infant Son.

As Marg'ret walks along, ber eyes arc raised,

To the mild fae, she oft hath watched before.

Why starts be? Is there aught to frighten ber,

No ! no ! for joy heams from every feature.

But she walks as in a dream1 .Se- she fals,

With lifted earnest gaze, at Mary's feet.

Ah Mother! Aaou couldst tell us! Ihou dost know.

What means thàt rapturons face, those radiant eyes-

Thou must have smiled on her, sweet vir in Queen!

And she nigh died of love .! s-she, we ast

With yearnioig hearts that wu may.one day dle!

Thou1nust have whispered to hei inmòst soul,

And it nigh flied away, with thy sweet breath,

Back to the Infant God, who looked on ber
With eyes Divine, too bright, for mortal's gaze r
- Long knelt she thus, and when at length she rose,

A change had seftled -bri her youthful face.

Ah Iargret thon hast been tob near ti God.

To care for earth again or earthly garb,

Which thon hadst until now, sedarly prizd.

Thus câirie Religiotis cail: ad from that hour,

One thought alon po*tsessed tidt Chrisia n maid.

Now in a cloister earing " s" ùame,

She could dev«te li-r ydith, lier 111; to Gdd;

There as dau~gbitrs lciöy; elf sarnest sees

Not there ! eot tiierr! dos Heaven's finger point!

Vainly she strives a holy house tonxl,

Still! still! ber guiding star moves slowly on-

"Where rest it?" Ses! far oninycarsto èome-

It·hovers o'er a stable: as of.ld,

It marked the spot, where Mary vould be found.

'Tis not .o'er thy beloved France it resta.

No, maiîden! ' Tis where hlood is aily shéd,

By those who know not of t'hè Christian's God-
The -laid'of sn6ws ;-where the sàvage Iroquois,

Loud vell the war-hoop, scatt'ring death around.

Vho:, /fow comes fromn wild Canadian forest?

D,, Maissaueaue, we know thy stately step,
"What seekest thou? e men, to lo eir lives
In savage combat with the deadly fou?



Or dost thon come.to.reztthe.e from.thy toils?-

Not.se !-Hie seeks kind woman's ministry,

To labour for,the.littlelndian.child.
ie leks forwnoman's heart and.woeanha'e nd-

Tq ry out the worky manbegun.
4w is -thy.time.Troyes.daughter! come, behold-

One from a:city bearizg farys name-

Ha! dost thouknow him, Why that etedscram?
" It is-1 It is 1:I -enhmiay.d;a.

And, ilt thon] targ'ret, leaye.al). hqg.e.loved;

"-Whomý thoihast.saved,.fon dggers wyorse than

death?
"Have-home,. andcountry,.lost all ties for:.thee,
"That thon wilt leave them, for thaticy clime.?

" Too much we fear, the.hour now hath come.

" When thou mut:bidadieu to Fatherland."

'Twas eveniso;.and but:ashgt time.passcd,

When voice.of.Priest audPastox:bade her speed

Een to-the -cityv wihere.we now.are met,
But e'ershe starts. dar kSatan's p lotare laid,

Ani fear: iist into-that.irgin.heart:
Fear, oh not:forlife, but;or that honqr,
Which woman:values far4 .far-more than.lifc.

Have -courage maiden!. He wom mary;sends,
Is e'en as spotiess in his life as tho!

Dost thou forget., a beauteons Angel stands,

By night and-day, forever, ai thy-side.
Thou;canst not see,-bkin. his hand he 1ears

A golden ily--type of thy pure soul.

Fear not ! he watches, and bell:guard thee well.

And now in silent night shehumbly prays,

When-lo! an anawer to.ier pzayer quic, comça.

She-wbo had won her by-a mile, now stands

Before her chosen ene, and-vigh A voicez
Like Heavea's sweetcst muie, softly spolie-
" Go! fo e mi never abandon mel"
Where now the terrors of the trembling girl?

They've passed away-her own loved hom its left,

And soon she stands upon Canadian shores.

Oh think net that her sacrifice was amall!

Can Ïhere be aught that clings to Us like Home!

The exile from the sunny -shores of France,

Or Erin's fields of bright and matchless green,
Think you, he never yearns to see again,

.'ie home wherein his boyhoods days were spent ?

That mem'ry brings not often back to him,
The hawthorn hedge! the primrose wild and sweet?

Does he not hear the little robin's chirp

And seek te find, the four-leafed-shamrock rare?

Hoy often doth the perfume of a flow'r.
Bring a wild rush of scenes and faces gone,

le hears again, a father's earnest voice;

A mother's hand, is resting on his brow;

And hark i that peai of merry laughter lond,

That comes, from childhood's pure and guileless beart.

-Where are the friends of boyhood staunch and true.

'The sister, brother, of his early yonth?

Oh, mem'ry bitter, are the silent tears,

Thou forcest. e'en from eyes that seldom weep.



But, tura we now, to where in forests dari,
A hnman Angel, tends to everywoe.
The wounded soldier, knows what blessed hand,
las soothed his pain, and lulled him Into sleep;
The Huron loves the patient dark-robed nun,
Who speaks to him of One, who diedfor all;
The little Indian children gather round,
And call her 'Mother'-in their native tongue;
E'en the dark foe, the savage Iroquois
Hffave brought to ber, their little oned tocure.
- No home bas she, for many weary years;.
Until at lengthyoung dndred spirits.éame-
From far and near-seeking to be enrolHd,
In her blest cause. No bouse Is there for them,
But later on, a littlestable poor,
Is given uuto Marg'ret for her fock.
Did not the star shine brightly on that night,
Thou fithful watcher? . Nowthou hast tby wish,
In very truth, thou'rt likened untoËser,
Who, in an humble stable, gave to'man,
The world'slRedeemer-Jesus our Kin-
For five-and-forty years spent in this land,
Thoulaboredst Mother, for the future good
Of Canada's fair daughters. See ! the fruit,
Of all thy wearydays, thy restless nights !
The grain pf mustard seed has spread its roots;
And forty holy bouses bear the iname,
Of "La Congregation de Notre Dame 1"
Thou,theirgreat foundress-"arguerite Bourgeois V
Whose death was c'en another act of love 1
What countless souls, oh Mother, hast thon saved;
What thousands bast thou called to serve their God.
Par from the worl'%s seductive, weary ways-
Reaping a precious harvest, all for ln
Who shed lis Blood on Golgotha for them.
Thy elghty years of bnman ife have passed,
But yet enshrined in casket rich and rare,
Thy heart, in yonder cloister, dwells with us.

Mother 1 from earth sec thy children all hail thee
As blessed in childhood, in youth and in age!
Long-inay thy virties, shine brightly around ne.
Thy name be engraved on fond memdryis page.

f. D. s.
V.l.A MsnAa Jan.12, 1862.
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