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The Cross.

people, bound tg-a pillar, like a slave,
and sinking under a shower of blows.—
His blessed mother herself said {0 St.
Bridget, ** that at the first stroke of the ;
scourging, the excess of grief which o-
verspread her soul, did not permit her
to continue starding.” It was the sight
of this, through the vista of ages, which
made Jeremy exclaim, ¢ How has the
Lord in his fury covered with the dark-
ness of death the daoghter of Sion. St.
Ephrem savs, that seeing her dear Son
all disfigured and covered with wounds
Rfary ceased not to lament and exclaim,

© 0, my Son, where is now thy beau-
ty-”

Who luas inspired those cool execu-
tioners with so much rage® Who has
Flaced in their hands the instruments
of torture > Ah! does the innocent
Lamb of God answer, they are sinners,
who kare, as on arn anvil, bealen on
my back. O, Mary, 1 shall say confi-
dently with St. Bonaventure, O, sweet
and clement Yirgin, I conjure vou, by
your sighs and groans, end the extreme
pain vou cxperienced at the sight of
¥ous son eruelly scourged, to obtain for
me the salutary tears of a perfect con-
rition.

Floerer—Say the Seven Peniteatial
Psalms.

Fruit.—Love of purity and modesty.

———

ALMA REBEMPTORIS MATER.

Mother of Chris, on thee wi call!
Poraal of Beaven, Sty of the main,

Gaide thou our foaisieps, lest we fail,
Azd aid the &lI'n 1o rise again

Al natare stoed aglast o see,
O oysiery inefallz!
Thy Lord and Xeker, bovn of Thee

Y 'To save Toof pan oo v and bell
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Mother and Maid, we bid 1hee hail,
The heijl that caze from Gabriel’s tongue.
Soothe then, sweet Queen, the sinner's wail,
Aud reconcile hin with thy Son.

—

AVE REGINA CELORUAM.
Hail! Queen of Heaven, around wwhose throne
Angelsand Archangels bend,
Mother of Him, whotn mortals own,
nue light of ight, God without endl.

Hait! privest Virgin, crowned with grece,
Beauniful bevord comimre,

Pity man’s frail and erring roce,
And ftr the snppliant pour thy priver.

REGINA C{ELY LEXTARE.

Rejoice ’ rejoice’ O Queen of [leaven !
Alleluia!

For Chrisw. thy Son. fram desih’s deark prison,
Allelvia! .

As He foretold, this dxv hath riven!
Alleluin®

Ol, Pray 10 God that we nmy be forgiven !
Alleduiz !

SALVE REGINA.
Hai): Heavenly Queen! Maother of Pity, taii !
Hxil " Thon, our lite. onr hope, our solnee, hasl’
Children of Exz* Exiles from Heaven ¥
To Thez, bicssed Advocsie, we ory;
And fram this vale of sin and woe,
To Thee, our second molker sighe

With eves ef pity, waich our Reps,
The while we trezd this earth ippn.
And when oar exjle s e'er, presem
Thy vt ckildren 1o thy Son,
Hery, benign 20d spotless Blad © .
Swert Petronsss, iend usiine aid * |
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