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Banaisli the darkness of our mninds
Fill the world vrithi sweetness.

Mien thou visitest, our lieacts,
Then ir'ith shines tipon themi
The vanity of the wvorlid is despirsed.
And elharity biirns ihii.

O love of Jesus most sweet!
And truly imost agrreeable!
A xhousand tirnes inore deliitful,
Than %ve are able to express!

This is provcd by his Passion,
This by the chedding of his blood>
By which, are purchased for us,
Reden3 ption, and the vision of Goii.

3 ]et ail acknowledge God,
Lýet ail seek his love;
Ardently seekc after Jesus,
And bie inflamed in seeking hirn.

Thus love your lover,
Render himn love for lovve:
Run after this oder,
And pay him vows for roova.

Jesl2s, author of clernency,
Thou hope of ail joy,
Fountain of sweetness and grace,
Truc delighit of the~ heart!

0 my good Jesus, may I feel,
The abundance of thy love,
Grant me, by thy preseacir,
To sec thy glory.

Thoughi 1 cannot ", eak worthily of thee,
Yet 1 canriot bie silent concerning thee
Love induces nie to make tihe attempt,
Sirice alt zny jcmy is placed in thee.

O Jesus, thy love,
Is the agreeabe refection of the min6,

~Vihfil, iwitlinui Menrylig it,
Anmd ads lîunger to desire.

They who taste thee, are yet liurcgry,
Thei- vwho drink thce are vet thmrsty

Save Jesus, wlioni they love,
Tmey knov sio other desire.

Ile %ihom thy love irxebriatem',
Fuiiy kinows the swveetnessof Jesus
Hovr happy is lie, wvhorn Jesus satiates,
There is nothiner more that lie ccii desire.

JL.,us, tlinu ornavient of angels,
Tliou swect cantic!c in the ear,
Thou wonderftmi hioney in the mouLu,

t Thou heavenly nectar ini the heurt

1 desire thee a thousand imes,
O iny Jesus, wlien wiil thou co me
Whien wiit thou gladden niy heurt ?
Whien wiit thou satiate nie with thvsef&

Thy love is continuai
And 1 constant]y langTuishi for it:
If. is inv honey flowing *reasure,
And perpetua! source of life.

0 my inost sv -et Jesus,
Thou hope of the sighing s&ul
Thue do pious tears seek,
Thiee, the cry of the inmnost mmid

lIn whiatevcr place 1 shall be,
1 desire Jcsus wîth me:-
How joyfui, wheu 1 shall find hmm,
How happy, wiîen 1 shahl possess himi

Now, 1 behold, what, 1 have soughit,
Novr, I Possess, what 1 have desired:
I languish with the love of Jesus,
And my lieart 18 cil] on fire

whi Jesus is thus loved,
Bis love is not cxtinguished
It dops not decay, nor die,
It increases, a-id is more inflamcd.

This love burns for ever,
It lias %wonderfui sweetness;
Its taste is nost dchicious
kts delighit ;s Most happy

T'his love wvhich vras sent froin heaveii,
Cliimgs to mny very hîeurt
Entireiy enflames niy mind,
Anmd siveetly delights rny spirit.
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