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Beneath wiha God's blood flowvs
And the white is the white of a sunlight

Within which a God's fleshi glowvs.

Ahi ! w~ords of the olden Thursday!
Ye corne from the far-away!

Ye bringy us the Friday's victim
In His own Iove's olden -%vav.

In the hand of the priest at the altar
His Heart finds a home eachi day.

The sighlt of a I-ost upliftedI
The silver-sound of a bell

The gleam of a grolden chalice.
Be glad, sad heart ; etis xvell

He miade, and lie keeps love's promise,
WVith thee, all days to, dwell.

Promi his hand to lus lips that tremble,
Frorn bis lips to bis lieart a thrill,

Goes the littie Hlost on its love-path
Stili doing the Fathier's wvill

And over the rinm of the chalice
The blood flow's foirth to fil].

'l'lie hieart of the mnan anointed
VVith Utie waves of a wondrous gyrace

A silence falîs on die ahtar--
Ani awc on eachi hended face-

For thc I-Ieart dliat bled on Calvary
Stili heats ini the hioly place.

l'le priest cornes down to flie railing,
XVIere brows arc howed ini praver

Iii thc tend(er claesp of bis fingers
A 1lIost lies pitre and fair,

Ancl the hecarts of Christ andl the Christians
Mcet illere-and onlv fliere 1

Ohi 1 lov e that is deep and dleathiess
Olh ! faith thiat is strong and grrand Z

Ohi ! hope that will shine forever,
0'er the wvastes cf a wearv landI

Christ's IIart finds an earduilv hecaven
Ini the pali cf the pricst's pure hand.


