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PREOJOUS BLOOD
Yon were flot r4deemed wlth enrriiptitile gol<l or sitver. but with the Prcclous

Blood of Chrit as of a lamb un potted ud undefled.1 E . .18 19
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MATINS AT THE MIONASTERY 0F THE
PRECIQUS BLOOD.

Surge, arnica mcna, et velli.

Arise, my dove, my wvell beloved
The convent bell has just nowv rung,
Announcing by its mellow chime
The solemn hour of grrace has core-

The hour of union strong and swveet
Which here my ever-vear.ningi heart
Delights to spend withi virgin souls
Sequested frorn the world apart.

'Tis midnight hour, arise and corne,
For sinners roarn 'hile nature sleeps;
Repair their base ingratitude ;
Thy Spouse a lonely vigil keeps.

It is the hour wvhen 1 incline
Miore Iovinglv te ivhispered vows,
The hour wvhen 1 more gently cal!
The soul that wvatches "MY swveet spotise."

The hour of love! The holy hour
0f which 1 arn the jealous ing;


