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Thiv love failed flot, 0 niightv King of «tory,

Wihen Thy fair brow, illuied of heaven above,
Ail pierced and tom with thorns so ig;uofhiflious,
%Vas crinisoned o'er wvitlî Thv niost Precious Blood,
Remnember, dearest Lord, '11wi painful crowning,
Those rubv drops that trickled froni Thv broie
And,bv dhis Bl1ood whîclh flowed to save poorsinners,
Ohi ! withi the life of grace their souls endow.

Whiat boundless love ! wliîen on and on to Calvary,
Eaclh foot-print dved withlî M3ood a crinson hute,
Beneath the cross, weigh-led down 1w bitter anguishi
Thy sacrifice for mnan, thou didst renew.
Alas ! sweet Lord, beneath our crimes T'hotu'rt falling,
Shall w~e flot ini Thv bleeding footsteps tread ?
O, ves ! as victinms, resting not, ~el follow
'r0 Catl'arv's hieight the God wlio for us bled.

O deailhless love IThou now art inirnolatingy
Upon the cross Thy life, ini grief profotind,
Frouî Carth hclow to Ileaven's starry portais
Ohi Nvere, dear Lord, shalh love like this be found ?
Attach our hcearts to tliv bard bcd of suff ring
Rýedeeningiýý Gozi, there ïnay we live and die.
Nail to Th'lv sacred cross our frai] existence,

'\L within its amis, bmcath our last siglh

In untold wvoe, iv life is slowlv ebbing,
And vet, it dieth not this loee of thine.
Behold, once niore, the sacred streani is flowing--
These last pure I)rto-ps now leave 11w ieart divine.
Blood of our God, sole hiope of exiled mortals
Rcedemiptioii's Price, soie Object of our love
Ail honor, love and praise be Thine fomever,
On carth and ini the hiappy mcalins above.
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