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- To Our Lady

who welcomes you all

We have colored your cloak nith gold
And crowned you with every star,
And the silvery ship of the moon
We have moored where your white feet are,
As vou look on this world of ours,—
Campus, and lakes, and towers.

You are good to us, O Great Queen,
Good as our mothers are,

And vou known us by name, each one, -
Ah! Heavenly Registrar.

Enter our names in the book

Into which vour dear Son wnill look!

For ne know that a time will come,
The graduating vyear,

When thousands and thousands of us
Who dreamed of vour beautv here

Will gather before vour face

And dream and talk of this place.

Then nhen your Son cones by,
You will tell Him, as of old,

“These are the bovs we knew,
I, in my cloak of gold.

You at the breaking of Bread

These are the troops You fed.”

And a shout shall split the skies
As the ranks send up His Name,
A polden houy m hearven
When sour sons, () Notre Dame,
Kneel to their Leader donn,
There by the hem of vowy gonn.
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