
THE OWL.

THE,,3 PlJZCIOUS BL OOD.

Precious Blood! 0 rosy rain from heaven!

O quenching of the thirst of desert years

0 rnelting of the fiery thànder-levin wmt::

S Should flot Thy mnrth, in whatsoe'er it wears

Such blooins and dawns diving of rosy love ?

Are flot red roses like Thee. quickened through

W7ith fragrance, as wvith Godhead Thou art so ?

And rosy dawns, are they not like Thee, too,

Flushing a heavefl-heart w'ith their living glow ?

Ah had our souls but eyes to sec withal,
Nature doth glass her God alike in great and srnall.
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