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PREFACE.

BY THE RIGHT REV. THE BISHOP OF NEWPORT,

CHAIRMAN OF THE BisHOPS' COMMITTEE.

Tais Hymnal is issued with the sanction of the Archbishops and Bishops of the
Provinces of Westminster, Birmingham and Liverpool. The Hymns that it
contains are those which make up the book of Hymns already approved by
the Bishops, with seven added to bring up the number to 250. The tunes
have been in part selected and in part composed by Mur. R. R. Terry, Mus.D.,
Organist and Choirmaster of Westminster Cathedral, who has also written
and edited the harmonies. This eminent musician has here presented the
public with a work of great originality and distinction, for which he is entitled
to the thanks of the Catholic Church in English-speaking countries. The
Hymns are what we have been accustomed to, but the musical setting is, on
the whole, far more scientific and satisfying than anything that has hitherto
appeared. There can be no doubt that it will conduce very much to the
devotion and decorum of extra-liturgical worship and popular services to have
one common manual of Hymns, which at once offers a suitable variety and
prevents the undesirable introduction of amateur efforts and unedifying novelties.
It often happens, moreover, that a hymn or a setting, in the course of use,
has undergone slight variations in different localities, and it is useful to have
an authentic version both of text and music. The book has been printed
and got up with great care and in good form. The Hymnal may be strongly
recommended to the clergy and to all concerned. The hymns are arranged and
numbered in the order prescribed by the Bishops’ Committee.
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PREFACE.

Thanks have already been expressed to the owners of copyright, and the
various hymn-writers and translators for the use of the Hymns to which their
names are attached; among the rest, Archbishop Bagshawe, Bishop Casartelli,
Mgr. L. Hall, the Fathers Provincial of the Dominicans and the Redemptorists,
the Revv. Dom Bede Camm, O.S.B., F. Stanfield, Matthew Russell, S.J.,
E. Gaynor, C.M., and Messrs. Burns & Oates, Browne & Nolan, Watson & Co.

and H. Thomson.

-+ JOHN CUTHBERT, O.S.B., Bishop of Newport.

Feast of St. George, 1912,
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MUSICAL EDITOR’S PREFACE.

Tri1s collection contains a large number of entirely new tunes and a considerable
quantity of older ones in use amongst Catholics on the Continent, which, after
the test of centuries, are still popular to-day. Many other Catholic tunes have
only been known in this country through their presence in Protestant hymnals.
They are here restored to the worship of the Catholic Church in this country.
The collection also includes all the popular tunes in common use amongst
English-speaking Catholics. Some of these tunes are good, some are indifferent,
and some bad. But it has been felt that since those of the last-named class
have been—for one generation at least—bound up with the pious associations of
so many holy lives, this is hardly the occasion for their suppression. They
have therefore been retained, although this retention cannot be justified on
musical or other artistic grounds. Alternative tunes have been provided to
most of them, so that they need not be used by those to whom they are
distasteful.

NEED FOR UNIFORMITY.

It has been felt that the chief defect in Catholic hymn-singing to-day, is
the lack of uniformity in the melodies of even the most popular hymns. Each
congregation is a law unto itself, and the variants of almost every popular
tune are so numerous, that chaos is the result when (at any great Catholic
gathering, for instance) different congregations unite in singing, each their own
version of the same tune. To take a few familiar examples :—

AUTHENTIC VERSION.
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MUSICAL EDITOR’S PREFACE.

But as often as not we hear : —
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And as very few congregations indeed observe the minim in bar 2, the result
is generally :—
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Or again :—
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The last two lines of this hymn suffer even more :—
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MUSICAL EDITOR’S PREFACE.

Richardson’s beautiful tune to ¢ Look down, O Mother Mary,” has fortunately
escaped mutilation, but who has not heard the following version of “ Sing, sing,
ye Angel Bands,” as frequently as the correct one ?
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“ Mother of Mercy ” has been only slightly varied, but as the different versions
occur in the first bar, confusion results from the beginning. Again, take “God
bless our Pope.” The chorus of this hymn was written by the composer in
simple common time :—
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God bless our Pope, God bless our Pope,

But five congregations out of every ten, turn it into compound triple time thus :—

o ]
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Or again, take “ To Jesus’ Heart all burning,” we hear both—
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MUSICAL EDITOR’S PREFACE.

Or take the third line of hymn 16 :—
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and sometimes @ e :5__E Or again, in “Jesus, my Lord,

behold at length the time,” some congregations sing the last four lines straight
through. Others make a repeat after “I will never more offend Thee.”
In Haydn'’s tune (to Hymn 197) we often hear the last line begin thus :—
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the music are varied by congregations at will. In his “ Tantum ergo” the
same kind of variations appear at the end of each line. In his equally widely

used “ Veni Sancte Spiritus,” he wrote éjé__l_j 4———F , but quite half our
==
Spi - - tus
congregations sing éﬁ —_—:;4:—5—_—;. And every other line has also a
'J Spi ri - tus

variant. Instances need not be further multiplied.
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MUSICAL EDITOR’S PREFACE.

In this book, the variations have been reduced to uniformity by giving the
tune as the composer originally wrote it, or where this was not ascertainable,
by reverting to the earliest form of the melody. It is too much to expect that
adult members of congregations accustomed to mutilated or transformed melodies,
will at once assimilate the correct form of them. But if one standard version is
carefully and consistently taught in the schools, the next generation will see
English Catholics in all parts of the country singing, at any rate, the same form
of the same tune to any given hymn.

CHARACTER OF THE TUNES.

Since vernacular hymns are essentially intended for the congregation rather
than the choir, the first requisite is a strong and well-defined melody which
lends itself easily to unison singing. Experience has shown that the difficult
tunes for a congregation are those in which the melody lies at a high pitch
throughout, and not those which contain an occasional high note. Ewing's
well known tune to “ Jerusalem the golden ” is a case in point. It takes the
congregation to F sharp (top treble line), yet it is invariably sung with lusty
vigour, and remains one of the most popular tunes in English-speaking countries.
The keys chosen for the tunes of this book have been those which secured the
requisite brightness, while placing the tune as a whole within the range of
the average singer, to whom it would not cause strain or fatigue.

SOURCES OF THE MELODIES.

It has been deemed advisable that the tunes, like the hymns, should be by
Catholic authors, or from Catholic sources. In the case of Continental tunes the
authorship is sometimes difficult to fix, since many are sung by Catholics and
Protestants alike. The presence of such tunes in Catholic Chorale books and
their constant use amongst Catholic congregations has been deemed sufficient
warrant for their inclusion here. In the case of old English tunes, whose actual
authors are unknown, many were no doubt the product of the Reformation,
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while others bear every trace of * folk-tunes,” which were the common property
of the people. One or two anonymous tunes of the latter class have been here
included. In the case of old tunes, the form of which has varied in the course
of time, or in different localities, the object has been to give the best version,
not necessarily the earliest. In some cases a particular version is already
familiar in England (Webbe’s arrangement of *“ O Filii et Filiae,” for example),
and has therefore been included on that ground alone. In other cases the
original tune is unfamiliar in England, but adaptations of it have become well
known and stereotyped (e.g. Monk’s adaptation of “.Adve hierarchia’:
Hymn 261, second tune). In such cases it has been deemed advisable to
adhere to the English form of the tune. On artistic and archaological grounds
this may be regrettable, but the Editor realises that vernacular hymn-singing
amongst English Catholics is in its early stages: this book is intended for
immediate practical use; and while a reversion to the original form of ancient
tunes is possible in a country with an unbroken Catholic tradition, it is at present
in England (with the shadow of the Penal Times barely lifted) rather a counsel
of perfection than a practicable idea.

THE PLAINSONG MELODIES.

The Plainsong melodies in this book have been taken from the Vatican
Graduale, or (when not contained in the Graduale) from the Solesmes
Antiphoner. On the vexed question of accompaniment the Editor has kept in
view four points :—simplicity, directness, due regard to the accentuation of the
words, and strict adherence to the Mode in which the melody is written.
Point III, however, cannot always be strictly observed in the case of metrical
hymns containing a number of verses, since it would have involved the great
expense of printing each separate verse in full. For example, in Hymn 55 the
tonic accents at the beginning of the first two lines in verses 1 and 2
respectively, are :—

(1) Véni Creator Spiritus,
(2) Qui diceris Paraclitus,
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MUSICAL EDITOR’S PREFACE.

The ‘“counsel of perfection” would be to bring out these tonic accents by
different harmonies, ¢.g. :—
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But for practical purposes, the accompaniments (as they stand in the book)
in such cases, can produce the desired effect at the hands of any competent
organist.

Any suggestion of heaviness in the accompaniments cannot be too strongly
deprecated. Nothing contributes more to this effect than the monotonous
booming of the pedals throughout. Occasional verses or phrases on the manuals
alone will give the necessary relief.

ACKNOWLEDGMENTS.

The Editor’s original intention was to make the book an anthology of tunes
by English composers. This was frustrated by the refusal of two proprietors of
large collections of tunes to use their copyrights. No such difficulty, however,
has been experienced with individual composers; permission to use their
copyright tunes having invariably been willingly given. Their names appear
in the index opposite their respective contributions, and the Editor’s grateful
thanks are here tendered. Special thanks are due to Mr. W. Tozer, for his
kindness in allowing the Editor to make a selection from the copyrights of his
brother, the late Dr. A. E. Tozer; to the Very Rev. Anselm Burge, O.S.B., for
placing a collection of tunes unreservedly at the disposal of the Editor; to the
Rev. Sebastian Bowden, for the use of tunes 92 and 160, formerly the copyright
of the late Rev. C. Bowden; to the Rev. C. Raymond-Barker, S.J., for his
original tunes, his harmonies to Hymn 112, and for many valuable suggestions ;
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to Mr. W. Sewell, for his original tunes (129, 175, 187, 234), and for his
harmonies to tunes 3, 11, 30, 44, 100 (second tune), 101 (first tune), 106, 113,
115, 118, 138 (first tune), 139 (first tune), 144, 147, 149, 158, 164, 179, 198,
203, 211, 215, 225, 231, 239, 242; to Mrs. Swinnerton Hughes, for permission
to use tunes 77 and 91, the composition of her father, the late R. L. de Pearsall ;
to Dr. R. Vaughan-Williams, for permission to use his harmonies to tune 244
in so far as the different form of the melody permitted ; to Miss A. D. Scott,
for generously undertaking tunes to difficult metres for which there was great
difficulty in securing composers; to the families of the late Geo. Herbert and
F. Westlake, for their tunes Nos. 26 (second tune), 225 and 108; to the
Rt. Rev. Abbot Ford, O.S.B., Chairman of the Musical Committee; the Rev.
Sebastian Gates, O.P.; the Rev. Anthony Pollen, C.O.; Mr. Edward d'Evry
and the other members of the Musical Committee already named, for their
valuable advice and useful suggestions. But the Editor’s chiefest thanks are
due to Mr. F. A. Keene, Mus.B.,, F.R.C.O.,, L.R.A.M., for his invaluable
assistance in the laborious work of proof correcting, as well as for his sound
advice and healthy eriticism throughout.

No pains have been spared to discover the owners of copyright tunes. If
any infringement of copyright has unwittingly been committed, the Editor begs
to offer his sincere apologies, and will remedy the error in future editions. He
also wishes to thank all those who have kindly submitted tunes which he has
been unable to include.

R. R. TERRY.
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ARK'! an awful voice is sounding :
“Christ is nigh !” it seems to say ;
“Cast away the dreams of darkness,

O ye children of the day!”

Startled at the solemn warning,

Let the earth-bound soul arise ;

Christ her Sun, all sloth dispelling,

Shines upon the morning skies.

Lo ! the Lamb so long expected,

Comes with pardon down from Heaven ;

One and all to be forgiven.

Wrapping all the earth in fear,

May He then as our Defender

Let us haste, with tears of sorrow,

So when next He comes with glory,

On the clouds of Heav'n appear.

Honour, glory, virtue, merit,
To the Father and the Son,

With the co-eternal Spirit
While eternal ages run.

(1)

[TR. REV. E. CASWALL)
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Creator alme siderum.

VESPERS.
DEAR Maker of the starry skies !
Light of believers evermore !
Jesu, Redeemer of mankind !
Be near us who Thine aid implore.

When man was sunk in sin and death,
Lost in the depth of Satan’s snare,
Love brought Thee down to cure our ills,

By taking of those ills a share.

Thou for the sake of guilty men
Permitting Thy pure blood to flow,

Didst issue from Thy Virgin shrine
And to the Cross a Vietim go.

So great the glory of Thy might,

If we but chance Thy name to sound,
At once all Heaven and Hell unite

In bending low with awe profound.

Great Judge of all! in that last day,

When friends shall fail, and foes combine,

Be present then with us, we pray,
To guard us with Thy arm divine.

To God the Father with the Son,
And Holy Spirit, One and Three,
Be honour, glory, blessing, praise,
All through the long eternity.
{TR. REV. E. CASWALL)
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Our Lady’s Expectation.

IKE the dawning of the morning,
On the mountain’s golden heights,
Like the breaking of the moonbeams
On the gloom of cloudy nights,
Like a secret told by angels,
Getting known upon the earth,
Is the Mother’s Expectation
Of Messias’ speedy birth !

Thou wert happy, blessed Mother !
With the very bliss of Heaven,
Since the angel’s salutation
In thy raptured ear was given ;

(3)

Since the Ave of that midnight,
When thou wert anointed Queen,
Like a river overtlowing
Hath the grace within thee been.

Thou hast waited, child of David !
And thy waiting now is o'er !

Thou hast seen Him, blessed Mother !
And wilt see Him evermore !

Oh, His Human Face and Features !
They were passing sweet to see :

Thou beholdest them this moment !
Mother, show them now to me.

[KEV. F. W. FABER)
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Verbum supernum prodiens.
MATINS.
THOU, who Thine own Father’s breast ~ So when before the Judgment-seat
Forsaking, Word sublime ! The sinner hears his doom,

Didst come

to aid a world distress’d

In Thy appointed time :

Our hearts enlighten with Thy ray,

And kind

That, dead to earthly things, we may

le with Thy love ;

Live but to things above.

To God the Father,

And when a voice divinely sweet

Shall call the righteous home ;

Safe from the black and fiery flood

That sweeps the dread abyss,

In everlasting bliss.

with the Son,

And Spirit evermore,
Be glory while the ages run,
As in all time before.
[TR. REV. E. CASWALL])
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May we behold the face of God
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OME, all ye faithful,
Joyful and trinmphant,

O hasten, O hasten to Bethlehem ;
See in a manger

The Monarch of angels.

O come and let us worship

Christ the Lord.

God of God eternal,
Light from light proceeding,
He deigns in the Virgin’s womb to lie ;
Very God of very God,
Begotten, not created.
O come, &e,

P
g
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T »

Adeste fideles.

Sing alleluia,
All ye choirs of angels ;
Sing, all ye citizens of heaven above,
Glory to God
In the highest.
O come, &e.

Yea, Lord, we greet Thee,
Born this happy morning :
To Thee, ) Jesus, be glory given ;
True Word of the Father,
In our flesh appearing.
O come, &e.
[TR. CANON DAKFELEY])
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CHRISTMAS.

EE, amid the winter’s snow,
Born for us on earth below,
See, the tender Lamb appears,
Promised from eternal years !
Hail, thou ever-blessed morn !
Hail, Redemption’s happy dawn |
Sing through all Jerusalem,
Christ is born in Bethlehem !

Lo, within a manger lies
He who built the starry skies ;
He, who throned in heights sublime
Sits amid the Cherubim !
Hail, &e.

Say, ye holy Shepherds, say,

What your joyful news to-day ;

Wherefore have ye left your sheep

On the lonely mountain steep ?
Hail, &e.

“As we watch’'d at dead of night,

Lo, we saw a wondrous light ;

Angels singing peace on earth,

Told us of the Saviour’s birth.”
Hail, &c.

Sacred Infant all divine,

What a tender love was Thine ;

Thus to come from highest bliss,

Down to such a world as this!
Hail, &e.

Teach, O teach us, holy Child,
By Thy face so meek and mild,
Teach us to resemble Thee,

In Thy sweet humility !
}Iili], &e.

Virgin Mother, Mary blest,
By the joys that fill thy breast,
Pray for us, that we may prove
Worthy of the Saviour’s love.
Hail, &e. [REV. F. CASWALL)
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ANGELS we have heard on high,
Sweetly singing o'er our plains,
And the mountains in reply,
Echoing their joyous strains.
Gloria in excelsis Deo.

Shepherds, why this Jubilee?
Why your rapturous strain prolong ?
What may the gladsome tidings be,
Which inspire your heavenly song ?
Gloria in excelsis Deo.

Come to Bethlehem, and see
Him whose birth the angels sing :
Come, adore on bended knee,
Christ the Lord, the new-born King.
Gloria in excelsis Deo.

See Him in a manger laid
Whom the choirs of angels praise !
Mary, Joseph, lend your aid
While our hearts in love we raise.
Gloria in excelsis Deo.

[ BISHOP CHADWICK]
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HE snow lay on the ground, St. Joseph, too, was hy
The stars shone bright, To tend the Child,
When Christ our Lord was born To guard Him and protect
On Christmas night. His Mother mild.
"Twas Mary, daughter pure The angels hovered round
Of Holy Anne, And sang this song :
That brought into this world Venite adoremus
The God made man. Dominum.
She laid Him in a stall And then that manger poor
At Bethlehem, Became a throne ;
The ass and oxen shared For He whom Mary bore
The roof with them. Was God the Son.

O come, then let us join
The heavenly host,

To praise the Father, Son,
And Holy Ghost.

[OLD ENGLISH CAROL)
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LEAD me to Thy peaceful manger,
Wond'rous Babe of Bethlehem

Shepherds hail Thee, yet a stranger ;
Let me worship Thee with them.

I am vile, but Thou art holy ;
Oh, unite my heart to Thee ;

Make me contrite, keep me lowly,
Pure as Thou wouldst have me he.

Let me listen to the story,
Full of all-surpassing love,
How the Lord of grace and glory
Left for us His throne above:

Touch’d with sympathy so tender,
Man adores while seraphs gaze,

And with gladness we surrender
Soul and body to Thy praise.

Blessed Jesus, holy Saviour,
Oftspring of the royal Maid,
By Thy meek and pure hehavionr
In her folding arms display'd
by the tears of carliest anguish,
On Thine infant brow impearl’d,
By the love that conld not Tanguish
Thou hast saved a ruin'd world !
[M. BRIDGES]
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SLEEP, Holy Babe,

Upon Thy Mother’s breast !

Great Lord of earth and sea and sky,
How sweet it is to see Thee lie

In such a place of rest !
Sleep, Holy Babe !

Thine Angels watch around ;

All bending low, with folded wings,
Before th’ Incarnate King of kings,

In reverent awe profound !

Sleep, Holy Babe !
While I with Mary gaze

In joy upon that face awhile,
Upon the loving infant smile,

Which there divinely plays.

O Lady blest !

Sweet Virgin, hear

Sleep, Holy Babe !
Ah, take Thy brief repose ;

That death alone shall close.

Then must those hands,
Which now so fair 1 see :

Be pierced and rent for me !

Then must that brow
Its thorny crown receive ;

That I thereby may live.

my cry !

Forgive the wrong that I have done
To thee, in causing thy dear Son

Upon the Cross to

(12)

die !
[REV. E. CASWALL)

Too quickly will Thy slumbers break
And Thou to lengthen’d pains awake,

Those little pearly feet of Thine,
So soft, so delicately fine,

That cheek more lovely than the rose,
Be drench’d with blood, and marr’d with

[blows,
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TARS of glory, shine more brightly ; See the shepherds quickly rising,
Purer be the moonlight’s heam ; Hast'ning to the humble stall,
Glide, ye hours and moments, lightly, And the new-born INFANT prizing
Swiftly down Time’s deep’ning stream. As the mighty Lord of all.
Bring the hour that banish’'d sadness, Lowly now they bend before Him
Brought Redemption down to earth ; In His helpless infant state ;
When the shepherds heard with gladness Fivmly faithful, they adore Him,
Tidings of a Saviour’s birth. And His greatness celebrate.
Lo, a beauteous angel soaring Hark ! the swell of heavenly voices
In the bright celestial blaze ; Peals along the vaulted sky ;
On the shepherds low adoring Angels sing, while earth rejoices,
Rest his mild effulgent rays : Glory to our God on high :
“Fear not ! ” cries the heavenly stranger ; Glory in the highest Heaven,
“Him whom ancient Jews foretold, Peace to humble men on earth ;
Weeping in a lowly manger, Joy to these and bliss is given
Shepherds, haste ye to behold.” In the great Redeemer’s birth.

[CANUN HUSENBETH)
(13)
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St. Luke ii. 7-16.
LL in a stable cold and bare “Yet, not in kingly state He lies,
A lovely Infant lay : In royal robes arrayed :
The night was dark, but round that Babe  But meanly wrapped in swathing Vands,
Was bright as summer day. And in 2 manger laid.”
A lowly maiden watched beside Then carolled forth a heavenly throng
To soothe His plaintive ery, Bevond all human ken :—
While angel voices iilled the air “To God be glory in the height,
With sweetest lullaby. And peace on earth to men !’
The wond'ring shepherds heard the strain,  Then said the shepherds one and all :
As by their flocks they staid : “To Bethlehem let us go,
The light of heavn around them shone, And sec this wonder come to pass,
And they were sore afraid. Which God hath let us know.”
But—* Fear ye not,”—an angel said, And soon they found the heav’nly Babe,
“ Good news to you I bring : And bowed them down before :
This night is horn in Bethlehem Oh! children, let us join with them,
Your Saviour and your King. And our sweet Lord adore,

. [TR. REV. E. GAYNER]
(14)
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A solis ortus cardine,
Laups.

FROM where the rising sun ascends,
To where his daily pathway ends,

Through every region let us sing,

The Maiden’s offspring, Christ, our King.

The great Creator deigns assume

Our servile form from Mary’s womb,
That clothed in flesh He might reclaim
The fallen flesh Himself did frame.

By Heaven o’ershadowed, filled with grace,
A spotless maid of David’s race,
Surpassing nature’s law, contains

The fruit without the mother’s pains.

O dwelling ever pure and bright !

The fane where dwells the God ot might,
To which descends at Heaven’s behest,
The Word conceived in Mary’s breast.

The angel’s voice the deed foretells,
And Christ within her bosom dwells,
And John, unborn, exults to find

The Lord made flesh to save mankind.

In manger laid your Lord behold !
The hay His bed in winter's cold ;
3chold Him fed on infant fare,

Who feeds the feathered fowls of air.

And, hark ! the choir angelic raise
To God the joyful song of praise,
And bid the lowly shepherds know
The Shepherd-Lord of all below,

To God the Father, God the Son
Of Mary born, be homage done !
The like to God the Spirit be,

Eternal Godhead, One in Three.

(15)

[TR. REV. FR. TRAPPES]
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Salvete flores martyrum.
THE HoLY INNOCENTS.

LOWERS of martyrdom all hail !
Smitten by the tyrant foe
On life’s threshold,—as the gale
Strews the roses ere they blow.

First to bleed for Christ, sweet lambs!
What a simple death ye died !

Sporting with your wreaths and palms,
At the very altar side !

Honour, glory, virtue, merit,
Be to thee, O Virgin’s Son !
With the Father, and the Spirit,
While eternal ages run.
[TR. REV. E. CASWALL)
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Jesu, Redemptor omnium.

VESPERS.
JESU, Redeemer of the world !
Before the earliest dawn of light
From everlasting ages born,
Immense in glory as in might ;

Immortal Hope of all mankind !
In whom the Father’s face we see :
Hear Thou the prayers Thy people pour
This day throughout the world to Thee.

Remember, O Creator Lord !
That in the Virgin’s sacred womb
Thou wast conceived, and of her flesh
Didst our mortality assume.

This ever-blest recurring day
Its witness bears, that all alone,
From Thy own Father's bosom forth,
To save the world Thou camest down.

O day !

to which the seax and sky,
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And earth and Heav'n, glad welcome

O day'!

which heal’d our misery,

[sing :

And brought on earth salvation’s King !

We too, O Lord, who have been cleansed
In Thy own fount of blood divine,

Offer the tribute of sweet song,
On this dear natal day of Thine.

O Jesu! born of Virgin bright,
Immortal glory be to Thee ;

Praise to the Father infinite,
And Holy Ghost eternally.

[TR. REV. E. CASWALL)
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Lapsus est annus.

YEAR is dead, a year isx born :
Thus time flies by on silent wing :
Thou, Lord, alone canst guide our course
And safe to heaven Thy people bring.

For all past gifts we render thanks ;
For graces new we humbly pray.

Oh, grant that we and those we love
May ne‘er from Faith and duty stray.

O Lord, our daily wants supply :
Protect from sickness and disease ;

And deign to give, O God of Love,
The blessing of unbroken peace.

O, blot out all our ancient sins
And give us strength to fall no more ;
When fight is o’er and victory won,
Then crown us on the eternal shore.

For all the old year’s sins we grieve ;
Our hearts we conscerate to Thee.
Cirant us, when all our yvears are sped,
Our Heavenly Father's face to see.
[TE. MGR. CANON HALL)
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OLD YEAR AND NEW YEAR.

(First TuxE.)

EpipHANY, VESPERS.
CRUEL Herod ! why thus fear

Thy King and God, who comes helow ?

Crudelis Herodes Deum.

No earthly crown comes He to take,

Who heavenly kingdoms doth bestow.

The wiser Magi see the star,
And follow as it leads hefore :
By its pure ray they seek the Light,

And with their gifts that Light adore.
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Jehold at length the heavenly Lamb

Baptized in Jordan’s sacred flood ;

There consecrating by His touch

Water to cleanse us in His blood.

But Cana saw her glorious Lord
Begin His miracles divine ;
When water, reddening at His word,

To Thee, O Jesu, who Thyself

Hast to the Gentile world display’d,
Praise, with the Father evermore,

And with the Holy Ghost, be paid.
[TR. REV. E. CASWALL)

(

19)

Flow’d forth obedient in wine.
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Crudelis Herodes Deum.
ErirHANY, VESPERs.
CRUEL Herod ! why thus fear Behold at length the heavenly Lamb
Thy King and God, who comes below ? Baptized in Jordan’s sacred flood ;
No earthly crown comes He to take, There consecrating by His touch
Who heavenly kingdoms doth bestow. Water to cleanse us in His blood.
The wiser Magi see the star, But (ana saw her glorious Lord
And follow as it leads before : Begin His miracles divine :
By its pure ray they seek the Light, When water, reddening at His word,
And with their gifts that Light adore. Flow'd forth obedient in wine.

To Thee, O Jesu, who Thyself
Hast to the Gentile world display’'d,
Praise, with the Father evermore,
And with the Holy Ghost, be paid.
[TR, REV. E. CASWALL)

(20)



OLD YEAR

AND NEW YEAR.

O sola magnarum urbium.,

EpripHANY, LAUDS.
ETHLEHEM ! of noblest cities

None can once with thee compare ;

Thou alone the Lord fromm Heaven
Didst for us Incarnate bear.

Fairer than the sun at morning
Was the star that told His birth ;

To the lands their God announcing,
Hid beneath a form of earth.
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By its lambent beauty guided,

See, the Eastern kings appear ;

See them bend, their gifts to offer,—
Gifts of incense, gold, and myrrh.

Solemn things of mystic meaning ! —
Incense doth the God disclose

(iold a royal child proclaimeth ;
Myrrh a future tomb foreshews.

Holy Jesu ! in Thy brightness
To the (Gentile world display’d !
With the Father, and the Spirit,
Praise eterne to Thee be paid.

(21)

[TE. REV. K. CASW

ALL]
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N.B.—Tune 24 is usually sung to this hymn.
Jesu dulcis memoria.
VESPERS.
JES[' ' the very thought of Thee O hope of every contrite heart,
With sweetness fills my breast ; O joy of all the meek,
But sweeter far Thy face to see, To those who fall, how kind Thou art !
And in Thy presence rest. How good to those who seek !
Nor voice can sing, nor heart can frame, But what to those who find? ah ! this
Nor can the memory find, Nor tongue nor pen can show :
A sweeter sound than Thy blest name, The love of Jesus, what it is,
O Saviour of mankind ! None but His lovers know.

Jesu! our only joy be Thou,
As Thou our prize wilt be ;
Jesu ! be Thou our glory now
And through eternity.
[TR. REV. E. CASWALL]
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Jesu Rex admirabilis.
MATINS.
JESU ! King most wonderful ! O Jesu! Light of all below !
Thou Conqueror renown'd ! Thou Fount of life and fire !
Thou Sweetness most ineffable ! Surpassing all the joys we know,
In whom all joys are found ! And all we can desire,
When once Thou visitest the heart, May every heart confess Thy name,
Then truth begins to shine ; And ever Thee adore ;
Then earthly vanities depart ; And seeking Thee, itself inflame
Then kindles love divine, To seek Thee more and more.

Thee may our tongues for ever bless;
Thee may we love alone ;
And ever in our lives express
The image of Thine own.
[TR. KEV. E. CASWALL]
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Jesu decus angelicum.
Laubps.

O JESU ! Thou the beauty art
Of angel worlds above ;

Thy Name is music to the heart,
Enchanting it with love.

Celestial sweetness unalloy’d !
Who eat Thee hunger still ;

Who drink of Thee still feel a void,
Which nought but Thou can fill.

O my sweet Jesu ! hear the sighs
Which unto Thee I send ;

To Thee mine inmost spirit cries,
My being’s hope and end !

Stay with us, Lord, and with Thy light
[lume the soul’s abyss ;

Scatter the darkness of our night,
And fill the world with bliss.

0O Jesu ! spotless Virgin flower !
Our life and joy ! to Thee

Be praise, beatitude, and power,
Through all eternity.

(TR. REV. E. CASWALL]
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D | OW are the days of humblest prayer, ~ We, who have loved the world, must learn,
When consciences to God lie bare, Upon that world our backs to turn,
And mercy most delights to spare. And with the love of God to burn.
Oh, hearken when we cry, Oh, hearken, &ec.
_Chastise us with Thy fear ;
Yet, Father ! in the multitude Vile creatures of such little worth '—
Of Thy compassions, hear ! Than we, there can be none on earth
Now is the season, wisely long, More fallen from their Christian birth.
Of sadder thought and graver song, Ob, hearken, &e.
When ailing souls grow well and strong. C
O, hearken, &c. Full long in sin’s dark ways we went,

. Yet now our steps are heavenward bent,
The feast of penance ! Oh so bright, And grace is plentiful in Lent.

With true conversion’s heavenly light, Oh. hearken. de
Like sunrise after stormy night | ’ T
Oh, hearken, &e.

: All glory to redeeming grace
Oh, happy time of blessed tears, Sy Sease.

Disdaining not our evil case,

Qf surer hopes, of chastening fears But showing us our Saviour’s face !
Undoing all our evil years. O, hearken, &ec.
Oh, hearken, &e. [REV. F. W. FABER|
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Audi benigne Conditor.
VESPERS.

HOU loving Maker of mankind,
Before Thy throne we pray and weep ;
Ob, strengthen us with grace divine,

Duly this sacred Lent to keep.

Searcher of hearts ! Thou dost discern
Our ills, and all our weakness know :
Again to Thee with tears we turn ;

Again to us Thy mercy show.

Much have we sinn’d ; but we confess
Our guilt, and all our faults deplore
Ob, for the praise of Thy great Name,

Our fainting souls to health restore !

And so to purify the soul

Hear us, O Trinity thrice blest !
Sole Unity ! to Thee we cry :

Vouchsafe us from these fasts below
To reap immortal fruit on high.

(26)

[TR. REV. E. CASWALL)

And grant us, while by fasts we strive
This mortal body to control,
To fast from all the food of sin,
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Quicunque certum queeritis,
OLp OFFICE OF THE SACRED HEART.
Q LL ye who seck a comifort sure What meeker than the Saviour’s Heart '—
In trouble and distress, As on the Cross He lay,
Whatever sorrow vex the mind, It did His murderers forgive,
Or guilt the soul oppress : And for their pardon pray.
Jesus, who gave Himself for you O Heart ! thou joy of Saints on high!
Upon the cross to die, Thou Hope of sinners here !
Opens to you His sacred Heart,— Attracted by those loving words,
Ol, to that Heart draw nigh ! To Thee I lift my prayer.
Ye hear how kindly He invites ; Wash Thou my wounds in that dear Blood
Ye hear His words so blest ;— Which forth from Thee doth flow :
“All ye that labour, come to Me, New grace, new hope inspire ; a new
And I will give you rest.” And better heart bestow.

[TR. REV. E. CASWALL]



PASSIONTIDE.

Savo dolorum turbine.

O’ERWHELM’D in depths of woe,
Upon the Tree of scorn

Hangs the Redeemer of mankind,
With racking anguish torn.

See ! how the nails those hands
And feet so tender rend ;

See ! down His face, and neck, and breaxst,
His sacred Blood descend.

Hark ! with what awful cry
His Spirit takes its flight ;

That cry, it smote His Mother’s heart
And wrapt her soul in night.

Earth hears, and to its base
Rocks wildly to and fro ;
Tombs burst ; seas, rivers,

The veil is rent in two.

mountains
[quake ;
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The sun withdraws his light ;
The midday heavens grow pale 3
The moon, the stars, the universe,
Their Maker’s death bewail.

Shall man alone be mute ?
Come, youth! and hoary hairs !

Come, rich and poor! come, all mankind !
And bathe those feet in tears.

Come ! fall before His Cross,
Who shed for us His blood ;
Who died the victim of pure love,

To make us sons of God.

Jesu'! all praise to Thee,
Our joy and endless rest !
Be Thou our Guide while pilgrims here,
Our erown amid the blest.
[TR. REV. E. CASWALL]
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Gesu mio,

con dure funi.

Y Jesus ! say, what wretch has dared My Jesus ! who has mocked Thy thirst

Thy sacred hands to bind ?
And who has dared to buffet so
Thy face so meek and kind ?
"Tis I have thus ungrateful been,
Yet, Jesus, pity take !
Oh spare and pardon me, my Lord,
For Thy sweet merey’s sake.

My Jesus ! who with spittle vile
Profaned Thy sacred brow ?
And whose unpitying scourge has made
Thy precious blood to flow ?
Tis I have thus ungrateful been, &c.

My Jesus ! whose the hands that wove
That cruel thorny crown ?
Who made that hard and heavy cross
Which weighs Thy shoulders down !
"Tis I have thus ungrateful been, &

With vinegar and gall ;
Who held the nails that pierced Thy hands,
And made the hammer fall ?
"Tis I have thus ungrateful been, &c.

My Jesus ! say, who dared to nail
Those tender feet of Thine ;
And whose the arm that raised the lance
To pierce that Heart divine ?
"Tis I have thus ungrateful been, &e.

And, Mary ! who has murdered thus
Thy lov’d and only One?
Canst thou forgive the blood-stained hand
That robbed thee of thy Son ?
"T'is T have thus ungrateful heen
To Jesus and to thee ;
Forgive me for thy Jesus’ sake,
And pray to Him for me.
( [ST. ALPHONSUS, TR, REV. E. VAUGHAN, C.SS.K.)
24 )



PASSIONTIDE.

26 (SEconp TuNE.)

B—-r——— - I — N N —
NV o= s RS Wi S Sy Y = 9= IS S S B S St ——— -
— :?:Z:Q:S: —_d:——':g:a: %:Zzgzé: == —— _Z__g_g_ j':

| B ﬁls-,pﬁiél A = T T
__el__zlﬁ'- B R T e

— —_— —_—— _9—_— —— L — . -
= jt_,—gzzzgi ;;—Q* ’?;E:g;ﬁf—?:o_ S | S S R =

S N R A B = - I I

== e e B, S B mt

G>2= ‘gj*a'—d::g_——':?_‘*‘g“ o = Lgﬁ#gg‘ Eg:E

I/ F_Fﬁlgﬁg = e lfr—@ i = | B |- Tl

. | 1= .1 1 !

' | [ ! | . |l = S, J 1 _

: I L B el ) == -5 -=
o= PP —

1= - | ' . . -
I - :gg—q fF— = r_l_,—l ] ; —— - —— 1
=7 = o = g o= :
= Al o i W et | Ry W W —=- Y —
N N e M N M M e == - = i
= 1 | — Il | | \IJ b IIA\I
@ —== R B T A e N
1 — = — - 5 &7 N =~ ) -
O Sy e | = e — —
= R o B = e A A
|

Gesli mio, con dure funi.
Y Jesus ! say, what wretch has dared My Jesus ! who has mocked Thy thirst

Thy sacred hands to bind ?
And who has dared to buttet so
Thy face so meek and kind ?
"Tis I have thus ungrateful been,
Yet, Jesus, pity take !
Oh spare and pardon me, my Lord,
For Thy sweet mercy’s sake.

My Jesus ! who with spittle vile
Profaned Thy sacred brow ?

And whose unpitying scourge has made
Thy precious blood to flow ?

"Tis T have thus ungrateful been, &e.

My Jesus ! whose the hands that wove
That cruel thorny crown?

Who made that hard and heavy cross
Which weighs Thy shoulders down ?

"Tis I have thus ungrateful been, &e.

With vinegar and gall ;
Who held the nails that pierced Thy hands,
And made the hammer fall !
"Tis T have thus ungrateful been, &e.

My Jesus ! say, who dared to nail
Those tender feet of Thine ;
And whose the arm that raised the lance
To pierce that Heart divine ?
"Tis I have thus ungrateful been, &ec.

And, Mary ! who has murdered thus
Thy lov’d and only One?
Canst thou forgive the blood-stained hand
That robbed thee of thy Son ?
"Tis T have thus ungrateful heen
To Jesus and to thee ;
Forgive me for thy Jesus’ sake,
And pray to Him for me.
[ST. ALPHONSUS. TR. REV. E. VAUGHAN, C.SS.R.1
(30)
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Come, take thy stand beneath the Cross,
And let the Blood from out that Side

Fall gently on thee drop by drop ;
Jesus, our Love, is crucified !

H come and mourn with me awhile !
See, Mary calls us to her side ;
Oh come and let us mourn with her ;
Jesus, our Love, is crucified !

A hroken heart, a fount of tears
Ask, and they will not be denied ;

A broken heart, Love’s cradle 1s ;
Jesus, our Love, is erucified !

Have we no tears to shed for Him,
While soldiers scoff and Jews deride ?

Ah'! look how patiently He hangs ;
Jesus, our Love, is crucified !

O Love of God ! O sin of man !
In this dread act your strength is tried :
And victory remains with Love ;
For He, our Love, is crucified !
[REV. F. W. FABER]

Seven times He spoke, seven words of love,
And all three hours His silence cried
For merey on the souls of men ;
Jesus, our Love, is crucified !

(31)
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H come and mourn with me awhile ! Come, take thy stand beneath the Cross,
See, Mary calls us to her side ; And let the Blood from out that Side
Oh come and let us mourn with her ; Fall gently on thee drop by drop ;
Jesus, our Love, 1s erncified ! Jesus, our Love, is crucified !
Have we no tears to shed for Him, A broken heart, a fount of tears
While soldiers scoft and Jews deride ? Ask, and they will not be denied ;
Ah ! look how patiently He hangs ; A broken heart, Love’s cradle is ;
Jesus, our Love, is erucified ! Jesus, our Love, is crucified !

Neven times He spoke, seven words of love, O Love of God ! O sin of man !

And all three hours His silence eried In this dread act your strength is tried
For mercy on the souls of men ; And victory remains with Love ;
Jesus, our Love, is crucified ! For He, onr Love, is crucified !

[REV. F. W. FABER|

.
.



PASSIONTIDE.

— J =l

] ' J. I J !_J J. -
A — - RSRSS— S . S - —
: -a—g-dgef—g (= It R w———— | i L s L P |
[J PP T PrmeP TrPEE P PP P
j - ~-- .
o e R~
'lt’“d-ﬁ &‘-Q‘lll I S LAy
:g’gg_g — t— E:E ‘g g: 1——-= ‘i_g ga; z ggg_ -
e — - — f:'—g—_r_p:'_:l;?;r_r_.z:i_egv
LEN | l "l o l

Stabat Mater dolorosa.
SEQUENCE OF THE SEVEN DoLoURs.

T the Cross her station keeping

Stood the mournful Mother weeping,

Close to Jesus to the last :
Through her heart, His sorrow sharing,
All His bitter anguish bearing,

Now at length the sword had pass’d.

Oh, how sad and sore distress’d
Was that Mother highly blest
Of the sole-begotten One !
Christ above in torment hangs ;
She heneath heholds the pangs
Of her dying glorious Son.

Ix there one who would not weep,
Whelm'd in miseries so deep
Christ’s dear Mother to hehold !
(an the human heart refrain
From partaking in her pain,
In that Mother’s pain untold !

Bruised, derided, cursed, detiled,
She beheld her tender Child
All with bloody scourges rent ;
For the sins of His own nation,
Saw Him hang in desolation,
Till His Spirit forth He sent.

O thou Mother ! fount of love!
Touch my spirit from above,

Make my heart with thine accord :
Make me feel as thou hast felt ;
Make my soul to glow and melt

‘With the love of Christ my Lord.

Holy Mother ! pierce me through ;
In my heart each wound renew
Of my Saviour crucified :
Let me share with thee His pain,
Who for all my sins was slain,
Who for me in torments died.

Let me mingle tears with thee,

Mourning Him who mourn'd for me,
All the days that T may live :

By the Cross with thee to stay :

There with thee to weep and pray ;
Is all T ask of thee to give,

Virgin of all virgins hest !
Listen to my fond request :

Let me share thy grief divine :
Let me, to my latest breath,
In my body bear the death

Of that dying Son of thine.

Wounded with His every wound,
Steep my soul till it hath swoon'd
In His very blood away ;
Be to me, O Virgin, nigh,
Lest in flames I burn and dic,
In His awful Judgment day.

Christ, when Thou shalt call me henee,
Be Thy Mother my defence,
Be Thy Cross my victory ;
While my body here decays,
May my soul Thy goodness praise,
Safe in Paradise with Thee.
[TR. REV. E. CASWALL]
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PASSIONTIDE.

SAY, oh ! say, My people,
Why thus ungrateful prove %
Why repay with coldness
The ardour of My love?
If T am He who died to save,
Who life-redeeming ransom gave,
Must I complain,
That all this love was vain ?

When for child did father bear,
What I for you have borne ;
When did child to father give,
Like you, such cause to mourn’
And yet this heart, though outraged so,
Can nought but fond forgiveness show :
Then come,—return,
Nor all its mercy spurn.

Think not that My heart demands
A sacrifice too great ;
It asks of guilty man but love,
And man returns but hate,—
Heedful of every passion’s word,
But deaf to Me, his God and Lord,
The more I press,
He heeds My voice the less.

Yes, we come, sweet Jesus,
We hearken to Thy call,
And yield Thee willing tribute
Of love,—life,—freedom,—all ;
No more the world’s deceitful charms
Shall wrest Thy children from Thy armz |
Nor Satan win
Our hearts from Thee to sin. Amen.

(35)
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Vexilla Regis prodeunt.
VESPERS OF PAssioN SUNDAY.
ORTH comes the Standardof the King: ~ Most royally empurpled o'er,
All hail, thou Mystery adored ! How heauteously thy stem doth shine !

Hail, Cross ! on which the Life Himself How glorious was its lot to touch

Died, and by death our life restored. Those limbs so holy and divine !
On which the Saviour’s holy side, Thrice blest, upon whose arms outstretch’d

Rent open with a cruel spear, The Saviour of the world reclined ;
Itx stream of blood and water pour'd, Balance sublime ! upon whose beam

To wash us from defilement clear. Was weigh'd the ransom of mankind.
O sacred Wood ! fulfill'd in thee Hail, Cross ! thou only hope of man,

Was holy David’s truthful lay ; Hail on this holy Passion day !
Which told the world, that from a Tree To saints increase the grace they have ;

The Lord should all the nations sway. From sinners purge their guilt away.

Salvation’s Fount, blest Trinity,

Be praise to Thee through earth and skies :
Thou through the Cross the victory

Dost give ; Oh give us too the prize !

(TR. REV. E. CASWALL)
(36)
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O SOUL of Jesus, sick to death !
Thy Blood and prayer together plead;
My sins have bowed Thee to the ground,
As the storm bows the feeble reed.

Deep waters have come in, O Lord !
All darkly on Thy Human Soul ;

And clouds of supernatural gloom
Around Thee are allowed to roll.

My God ! My God ! and can it be
That I should sin so lightly now,
And think no more of evil thoughts
Than of the wind that waves the bough?
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Shall it be always thus, O Lord !
Wilt Thou not work this hour in me
The grace Thy Passion merited,
Hatred of self and love of Thee !

Oh, by the pains of Thy pure love
Grant me the gift of holy fear ;
And give me of Thy Bloody Sweat
To wash my guilty conscience clear !

Ever, when tempted, make me see,
Beneath the olive’s moon-pierced shade,
My God, alone, outstretched, and bruised,
And bleeding, on the earth He made
(REV. F. W. FABER]
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Jesu, nostros ob reatus.
ESUS ! all hail, who for my sin Jesus ! Who at this very hour
Didst die, and by that death didst win At God’s Right Hand in pomp and power
Eternal life for me ; Our nature still doth wear,
Send me Thy grace, good Lord ! that 1 Oh let Thy Wounds still intercede,
Unto the world and flesh may die, And by their simple silence plead
And hide my life with Thee. Thy countless merits there.
Jesus ! from out Thine open Side Jesus ! Who shalt in glory come
Thou hast the thirsty world supplied With angels to the final doom,
With endless streams of love : Men's works and wills to weigh,
Come ye who would your sickness quell, Since from that pomp I cannot tlee,
Draw freely from that sacred well, Be pitiful, great Lord ! to me
Its heavenly virtues prove. In that tremendous day.

[TR. REV. F. W. FABER]
(3
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O Deus, ego amo Te.

Y God, I love Thee, not because
I hope for Heav’n thereby :
Nor because they, who love Thee not,
Must burn eternally,

Thou, O my Jesus, Thou didst me
Upon the Cross embrace ;

For me didst bear the nails and spear,
And manifold disgrace ;

And griefs and torments numberless,
And sweat of Agony ;

E’en death itself—and all for one
Who was Thine enemy.

(39)

Then why, O blesséd Jesu Christ !
Should I not love Thee well ;

Not for the sake of winning Heaven,
Or of escaping Hell :

Not with the hope of gaining ought ;
Not seeking a reward ;

But, as Thyself hast loved me,
O ever-loving Lord !

E’en so I love Thee, and will love,
And in Thy praise will sing ;
Solely because Thou art my God,
And my eternal King.
[ST. FRANCIS XAVIER. TR. REV. E. CASWALL]
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PASSIONTIDE.

Jesu dulcis amor meus.

Tne HoLy WINDING SHEET.

ESU ! ax though Thyself wert here,

e

I draw in trembling sorrow near ;

And, hanging o’er Thy Form Divine,
Kueel down to kiss these wounds of Thine.

Hail, awful brow ! hail, thorny wreath !
Hail, countenance now pale in death !
Whose glance but late <o brightly blazed,
That Angels trembled as they gazed.

And hail to thee, my Saviour's side ;
Aud hail to thee, thou wound so wide
Thou wonnd more ruddy than the rose,
True antidote of all owr woes !

Oh, by those sacred hands and feet
For me so mangled ! I entreat,

My Jesu,
But let n

turn me not away,
1e here tor ever stay.

[TR. FEV. E. CASWALL]

(40)
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Ira justa Conditoris.
Feast oF THE PrEcCIous BLoob.

E Who once, in righteous vengeance,
Whelm’d the world benedth the
Once again in mercy cleansed it Eﬁood,
Wlth the stream of His own Blooc
Coming from His throne on high
On the painful Cross to die.

Blest with this all-saving shower,
Earth her beauty stldluht le\umed
In the place of thorns and briers,
Myrtles sprang, and roses bloom'd :
Bitter wormwood of the waste
Into honey changed its taste.
Scorpions ceased ; the slimy serpent
Laid his deadly poison by :
Savage beasts of cruel instinet
Lost their wild ferocity :
Welcoming the gentle reign
Of the Lamb for sinners slain.

(4)

Oh, the wisdom of th’ Eternal !
()h its depth, and height divine !
O, the sw eetness of that mercy
Which in Jesus Christ doth shine
Slaves we were condemned to die !
Our King pays the penalty !
When before the Judge we tremble,
Conscious of His broken laws,
May this Blood, in that dread hour,
Cry aloud, and plead our cause :
Bid our guilty terrors cease,
Be our pardon and our peace.
Prince and Author of Salvation !
Lord of majesty supreme !
Jesu! praise to Thee be given
By the world Thou didst redeem ;
Who with the Father and the Spirit,
Reignest in eternal merit.
|TR. REV. E. CASWALL])
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I SEE my Jesus crucified,

His wounded hands and feet and side,
His sacred flesh all rent and torn,
His bloody crown of sharpest thorn.

Those cruel nails I drove them in,

Each time T pierced Him with my sin ;
That crown of thorns ‘twas I who wove,
When I despised His gracious love.

Then to those feet T'll venture near,
And wash them with a contrite tear,
And every bleeding wound T sce,
I'll think He bore them all for me.

Deep graven on my sinful heart,
Oh, never may that form depart,
That with me always may abide
The thought of Jesus crucified.

(42)
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h/ AN of Sorrows, wrapt in grief,
Bow Thine ear to our relief :

Thou for us the path hast trod

Of the dreadful wrath of God ;

Thou the cup of fire hast drained

Till its light alone remained.

Lamb of Love ! we look to Thee :

Hear our mournful litany.

By the garden, fraught with woe,
Wluther Thou full oft wouldst go ;
By Thine agony of prayer

In the desolation there ;

By the dire and deep distress

Of that mystery fathomless— .
Lord, our tears in mercy see :
Hearken to our litany.

(43)

=

By the chalice brimming o’er

With disgrace and torment sore ;
By those lips which fain would pray
That it might but pass away ;

By the heart which drank it dry,
Lest a rebel race should die—

Be Thy pity, Lord, our plea :

Hear our solemn litany.

Man of Sorrows ! let Thy grief
Purchase for us our rvelief :
Lord of mercy ! bow Thine car,
Slow to anger, swift to hear :
Jy the Cross’s royal road

Lead us to the throne of God,
There for aye to sing to Thee
Heaven’s triumphant litany.

[M. BRIDGES]
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Victima Paschali laudes.

CHR[S’ " the Lord is risen to-day :
Christians, haste your vows to pay ;

Offer ye your praises meet

At the Paschal Vietim's feet :

For the sheep the Lamb hath bled,

Sinless in the sinner's stead.

Christ the Lord is rism on high ;

Now He lives, no more to die.

Say, O wond'ring Mary, say,

What thou sawest on thy way.

*I beheld, where Christ had lain, °
Empty tomb and angels twain ;

I beheld the glory bright

Of the rising Lord of light :

Christ my hope is ris’n again ;
Now He lives, and lives to reign.”

Christ, the Vietim undefil'd,
Man to God hath reconcild ;
When in strange and awful strife
Met together death and life ;
Christians, on this happy day
Haste with joy your vows to pay.
Christ the Lord is ris'n on high :
Now He lives, no more to die.

Christ, Who once for sinners bled,

Now the first-born from the dead,

Thron’d in endless might and power,

Lives and reigns for evermore.

Hail, eternal hope on high !

Hail, Thou King of victory !

Hail, Thou Prince of life ador’d !

Help and save us, gracious Lord.
[TR. MISS LEESON]

(44)
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Victima Paschali laudes.
HRIST the Lord is risen to-day : Say, O wond’ring Mary, say,
Christians, haste your vows to pay ; What thou sawest on thy way.
Offer ye your praises meet “T beheld, where Christ had lain,
At the Paschal Victim’s feet : Empty tomb and angels twain ;
For the sheep the Lamb hath bled, I beheld the glory bright
Sinless in the sinner’s stead. Of the rising Lord of light :
Christ the Lord is rism on high'; Christ my hope is ris’n again :
Now He lives, no more to die. Now He lives, and lives to reign.”
Christ, the Vietim undefil'd, Christ, Who once for sinners bled,
Man to God hath reconcil’d ; Now the first-horn from the dead,
When in strange and awful strife Thron'd in endless might and power,
Met together death and life ; Lives and reigns for evermore.
Christians, on this happy day Hail, eternal hope on high!
Haste with joy your vows to pay. Hail, Thou King of victory!
Christ the Lord is ris'n on high : Hail, Thou Prince of life ador'd !

Now He lives, no more to die.

(45)

Help and save us, gracious Lord.

[TR. MISS LEESON]
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EASTERTIDE.

O filii et fili.

ALLELUIA ! ALLELUIA ! ALLELUIA !

YE sons and daughters of the Lord !

The King of glory, King adored,

This day Himself from death restored.
Alleluia, !

All in the early morning grey

Went holy women on their way,

To see the tomb where Jesus lay.
Alleluia !

Of spices pure a precious store
In their pure hands those women bore,
To anoint the sacred Body o’er.

Alleluia !

Then straightway one in white they see,
Who saith, “ Ye seek the Lord ; but He
Is risen, and gone to Galilee.”

Alleluia !

This told they Peter, told they John ;
Who forthwith to the tomb are gone,
But Peter is by John outrun.

Alleluia !

That self-same night, while out of fear
The doors were shut, their Lord most dear
To His Apostles did appear.

Alleluia !

But Thomas, when of this he heard,

Was doubtful of his brethren’s word :

Wherefore again there comes the Lord.
Alleluia !

“Thomas, behold My side,” saith He ;

“My hands, My feet, My body see,

And doubt not, but believe in Me.”
Alleluia, !

When Thomag saw that wounded side,

The truth no longer he denied ;

“Thou art my Lord and God !” he cried.
Alleluia !

Oh, blest are they who have not seen
Their Lord, and yet believe in Him !
Eternal life awaiteth them.

Allelnia !

Now let us praise the Lord most high,

And strive His name to magnify

On this great day, through earth and sky :
Alleluia !

Whose mercy ever runneth o'er ;
Whom men and Angel Hosts adore ;
To Him be glory evermore.
Alleluia !

[TR. REV. E. CASWALL]

(47)
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Q LL hail ! dear Conqueror ! all hail !
Oh what a victory is Thine !

How beautiful Thy strength appears,
Thy erimson wounds, how bright they shine !

Thou camest at the dawn of day ;
Armies of souls around Thee were,
Blest spirits thronging to adore
Thy flesh, so marvellous, so fair.

Ye Heavens, how sang they in your courts,
How sang the angelic choirs that day,
When from His tomb the imprisoned God,
Like the strong sunrise, broke away ?

Down, down, all lofty things on earth,
And worship Him with joyous dread !

O Sin! thou art outdone by Love !
O Death ! thou art discomfited !

(REV. F. W. FABER)

(48)
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Ad regias Agni dapes.

OW at the Lamb’s high royal feast, Hail, purest Victim Heav'n could find

In robes of saintly white, we sing, The powers of Hell to overthrow !
Through the Red Sea in safety brought Who didst the bonds of Death unbind ;
By Jesus our immortal King. Who dost the prize of Life bestow.

O depth of love ! for us He drains Hail, victor Christ ! hail, risen King!
The chalice of His agony ; To Thee alone belongs the crown :
For us a Victim on the Cross Who hast the heavenly gates unbarr'd,

He meekly lays Him down to die. And cast the Prince of darkness down.
And as the avenging Angel pass’d O Jesu ! from the death of sin

Of old the blood-besprinkled door ; Keep us, we pray ; so shalt Thou be
As the cleft sea a passage gave, The everlasting Paschal joy

Then closed to whelm th’ Egyptians o’er; Of all the souls new-born in Thee.
So Christ, our Paschal Sacrifice, To God the Father, with the Son

Has brought us safe all perils through ; Who from the grave immortal rose,
While for unleaven’d bread He asks And Thee, O Paraclete, be praise,

But heart sincere and purpose true. While age on endless ages flows.

[TR. REV. E. CASWALL)
(49)
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Zterne Rex altissime.

THOU eternal King most high !
Who didst the world redeem :
And conquering Death and Hell, receive
A dignity supreme.

Thou, through the starry orbs, this day,
Didst to Thy throne ascend :

Thenceforth to reign in sovereign power,
And glory without end.

There, seated in Thy majesty,
To Thee submissive how

The Heavn of Heavns, the earth beneath,
The realms of Hell below.

With trembling there the angels see
The (h(m(-e(l estate of men :

The flesh w hl(‘]l sinn’d by Flesh redeem’d ;
Man in the Godhead reign.

There, waiting for Thy faithful souls,
Be Thou to us, O Lord !

Our joy of jovs while here we stay,
In Heav'n our great reward.

Renew our strength : our sins forgive ;
Our miseries efface ;

And lift our souls aloft to Thee,
By Thy celestial grace.

o, when Thou shinest on the clouds,
With Thy angelic train,

May we be saved from deadly doom
And our lost ¢rowns regain.

To Christ returning gloriously
With victory to Heaven,

Praise with the Father evermore
And Holy Ghost be given.

[TR. REV. E. CASWALL)

(50)
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Briskly. 43
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Euter, Incarnate God :
No feet but Thine have trod
The serpent down :
The full-voiced trumpets blow,
Wider the portals throw
Saviour, triumphant go
And take Thy crown.

ISE. glorious Victor, rise
Into Thy native skies,—
Assume Thy right ;
And where in many a fold
The clouds are hackward roll'd,
Pass through those gates of gold,
And reign in light.

O Lord, ascend Thy throne ;
For Thou shalt rule alone,
Beside Thy Sire
And blessed Paraclete,
The Three in One complete,
Jefore whose awful feet
All foes expire.
(M. BRIDGES]
Co1)
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Salutis humanz Sator.
Lavbs,

O THOTU pure light of souls that love,
True joy of every human breast,
Sower of life's immortal seed.
Our Maker, and Redeemer blest ¢

What wondrous pity Thee o'ercame
To make our guilty load Thine own,

And sinless suftfer death and shame,
For our transgressions to atone !

Thou, bursting Hades open wide,
Didst all the captive souls unchain :

And thence to Thy dread Father’s side
With glorious pomp ascend again.

O still may pity Thee compel
To heal the wounds of which we die ;
And take us in Thy Light to dwell,
Who for Thy blissful Presence sigh.

e Thou our guide, be Thou our goal :
3¢ Thou our pathway to the skies ;
Our joy when sorrow fills the soul ;
In death our everlasting prize.

(52)

|TR. REV. E. CASWALL)
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Jesu dulcis memoria.

ParT oF HyMN To THE HoLy NaME.

THOU, in whom my love doth find
Its rest and perfect end ;
O Jesu, Saviour of mankind !
And their eternal friend !

Return, return, pure Light of Light,
To Thy dread throne again ;

Go forth victorious from the fight,
And in Thy glory reign.

Lead where Thou wilt, I follow Thee,
And will not stay behind ;

For Thou hast torn my heart from me,
O Glory of our kind !

Ye Heav'ns, your gates eternal raise,
Come forth to meet your King :

Come forth with joy, and sing His praise,
His praise eternal sing !

O King of glory! King of might !
From whom all graces come ;
O beauty, honour, infinite,
Of our celestial home !

O Fount of merey ! Light of Heaven !
Our darkness cast away :

And grant us all, through Thee forgiven,
To see the perfect day.

Hark ! how the Heav'ns with ‘praise o'er-
O ypriceless gift of blood ! [low ;
Jesus makes glad the world below,
And gains us peace with God.

In peace He reigns—that peace divine,
For mortal sense too high ;-

That peace for which my soul doth pine,
To which it longs to fly.

Christ to His Father is retwrn'd,
And sits upon His throne ;

For Him my panting heart hath yearn'd,
And after Him is gone.

To Him praise, glory, without end,
And adoration be
0 Jesu, grant us to ascend,
And reign in Heav'n with Thee !
[TR. KEV. E. CASWALL]
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ASCENSION.

Psalin xxiil.

LIFT up, yve princes of the sky—

Lift up your portals, lift them high ;

And you, ve everlasting gates,
Back on your golden hinges fly :
For lo, the King of glory waits
To enter in victoriously.
Who is this King of glory?
O ye who sing His praise <o well.

The Lord of strength and matchless might,

Tell,

The Lord all-conquering in the fight ;
Lift, lift your portals, lift them high,
Ye princes of the conquered sky ;

And you, ve everlasting gates,

Back on your golden hinges fly :

For lo, the King of glory waits,

The Lord of hosts, the Lord most high.

Who is this King of glory?
O ve who sing His praise so well.

The Lord of hosts, the Lord most high,
Almighty King o’ the conquered sky.
[TK. REV. J. D. AYLWARD, 0.P.]
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Veni Creator Spiritus.
VESPERS.
GO)IE, Holy Ghost, Creator, come O, guide our minds with Thy bless'd light
From Thy bright heav'nly throne, With love our hearts inflame ;
Come, take possession of our souls, And with Thy strength, which ne'er decays,
And make them all Thy own. Confirm our mortal frame.
Thou who art called the Paraclete, Far from us drive our deadly foe ;
Best gift of God above, True peace unto us bring ;
The living spring, the living fire, And through all perils lead us safe
Sweet unction and true love. Beneath Thy sacred wing.
Thou who art sev’nfold in Thy grace, Through Thee may we the Father know,
Finger of God’s right hand ; Through Thee th’ eternal Son,
His promise teaching little ones And Thee, the Spirit of them both,
To speak and understand ; Thrice-blessed Three in One.

All glory to the Father be,
With His co-equal Son ;
The same to Thee, great Paraclete,
While endless ages run.
(TR. J. DRYDEN)
(56)
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Veni Sancte Spiritus.

SEQUENCE.

C OME, Holy Ghost, send down those beams
Which sweetly flow in silent streams
From Thy bright throne above ;

O come, Thou Father of the poor ;

O come, Thou source of all our store ;
Come, fill our hearts with love.

O Thou, of comforters the best :

O Thou, the soul’s delightful guest,
The pilgrim’s sweet relief ;

Thou art true rest in toil and sweat,

Refreshment in th’ excess of heat,
And solace in our grief,

Thrice-blesseéd light, shoot home Thy darts,
And pierce the (cntles of those hearts
Whose faith aspires to Thee ;
(57)

Without Thy Godhead nothing can
Have any price or worth in man,
Nothing can harmless be.

Lord, wash our sinful stains away,

tefresh from heaven our barren clay,
Our wounds and bruises heal ;

To Thy sweet yoke our stiff necks bow,

Warm with Thy fire our hearts of snow,
Our wand’ring feet repeal.

irant to Thy faithful, dearest Lord,
Whose only hope is Thy sure word,
The seven gifts of Thy Spirit :
Grant us in life Thy helping grace,
Grant us in death to see Thy face,
And endless joy inherit.

(TK. J. AUSTIN)
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PENTECOST.

Veni Sancte Spiritus.

OLY Spirit, Lord of light,
From the clear celestial height,
Thy pure beaming radiance give.

Come, Thou Father of the poor,

Come with treasures which endure ;
Come, Thou Light of all that live!

Thou, of all consolers best,

Thou, the soul’s delightsome guest,
Dost refreshing peace bestow :

Thou in toil art comfort sweet ;

Pleasant coolness in the heat ;
Solace in the midst of woe.

Light immortal, Light divine,

Visit Thou these hearts of Thine,
And our inmost being fill :

If Thou take Thy grace away,

Nothing pure in man will stay ;
All his good is turned to ill.

Heal our wounds, our strength renew ;
On our dryness pour Thy dew ;

Wash the stains of guilt away :
Bend the stubborn heart and will ;
Melt the frozen, warm the chill ;

Guide the steps that go astray.

Thou, on those who evermore
Thee confess and Thee adore,

In Thy sevenfold gifts descend :
Give them comfort when they die ;
Give them life with Thee on high ;

Give them joys that never end.

[TR. REV. E. CASWALL)
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PENTECOST.

Qui procedis ab utroque.

PIRIT of grace and union !
Who from the Father and the Son
Dost equally proceed,
Inflame our hearts with holy fire,
Our lips with eloquence inspire,
And strengthen us in need.

The Father and the Son through Thee
Are linked in perfect unity,
And everlasting love ;
Ineffably Thou dost pervade
All nature ; and Thyself unsway’d
The whole creation move.

O inexhaustive Fount of light !
How doth Thy radiance put to flight
The darkness of the mind !
The pure are only pure through Thee ;
Thou only dost the guilty free,
And cheer with light the blind.

Thou to the lowly dost display
The beautiful and perfect way
Of justice and of peace :
Shunning the proud and stubborn heart,
Thou to the simple dost impart
True wisdom’s rich increase.

Thou teaching, nought remains obscure ;
Thou present, every thought impure
Is banish’d from the breast ;
And full of cheerfulness serene,
The conscience sanctified and clean
Enjoys a perfect rest. ‘

Each elemental change is Thine :

The Sacraments their force divine
From Thee alone obtain ;

Thou only dost temptation quell,

And breaking every snare of Hell,
The rage of Satan chain.

Dear Soother of the troubled heart !
At Thy approach all cares depart,
And melancholy grief ;

(61)

More balmy than the summer breeze,
Thy presence lulls all agonies,
And lends a sweet relief.

The grace eternal truth instils :
The ignorant with knowledge fills ;
Awakens those who sleep ;
Inspires the tongue : informs the eye :
Expands the heart with charity ;
And comforts all who weep.

O Thou the weary pilgrim’s rest !
Solace of all that are oppress'd !
Befriender of the poor !
O Thou 1t whom the wretched find
A sweet Consoler ever kind,
A refuge ever sure!

Teach us to aim at Heav'n’s high prize,
And for its glory to despise

The world and all below ;
(Cleanse us from sin ; direct us right ;
INluminate us with Thy light ;

Thy peace on us bestow :

And as Thou didst in days of old
On the tirst Shepherds of the Fold
In tongues of flame descend,
Now also on its Pastors shine,
And fill with fire of grace divine
The world from end to end !

So unto Thee, who with the Son
And Father art for ever One,
In nature as in name !
Of Both alike the Spirit blest !
Different in Person, but confess’d
In Deity the same !

Lord of all sanctity and might !
Immense, immortal, infinite !
The life of earth and Heaven !
Be, through eternal length of days,
All honour, glory, blessing, praise,
And adoration given !
[ADAM OF ST. VICTOR. TR. REV, E. CASWALL]
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HE Eternal Father’s Intellect, Man is to God’s own image made,
The Godhead’s Source, His Word Like God by nature and by grace ;
conceives, Thou, Spirit of God’s Love, didst breathe

Their Love hreathes forth the Holy Ghost, The breath of life into his face.
Who Deity from them receives.

And in his heart Thou dost diffuse
The fire of holy charity ;

The love and grace of God, whereby
God’s son and heir he is made to be.

O Holy Ghost, Thou dost proceed
From God the Father and the Son ;
A Person equal and Divine,
Dwelling in them, in Godhead one.

Eternal Spirit of God’s Love Thou art the Guide of God’s own Church,
Sweet Impulse of His tenderness And to the Church all truth doth teach,
To Father and to Son alike ? Her members Thou dost sanctify,

Their mutual love Thou dost express. Thou dwellest in the soul of each.

O Fire of All-Holy Love ! O then, sweet Holy Paraclete, r
O mmost Bond of Love Divine ! Guide Thou our mindsin Thine own way ;
Loved by the Father and the Son, Fill with the love of God our souls,
Infinite blessedness is Thine. And teach us how we ought to pray.

[ARCHBISHOP BAGSHAWE])
(62)
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IGNED with the Crossthat Jesus bore,

We kneel, and tremblingly adore
Our King upon His throne.
The lights upon the altar shine
Around His Majesty divine,
Our God and Mary’s Son.

Now, in that Presence dread and swect,
His own dear Spirit we entreat,

Who sevenfold gifts hath shed
On us, who fall before Him now,
Bearing the Cross upon our brow

On which our Master bled.

Spirit of Wisdom ! turn our eyes
From earth and earthly vanities
To heavenly truth and love.
Spirit of understanding true !
Our souls with heavenly light endue
To seek the things above,

Spirit of Counsel ! be our guide,
Teach us, by earthly struggles tried,
Our heavenly crown to win.

Spirit of Fortitude ! Thy power
Be with us in temptation’s hour,
To keep us pure from sin.

Spirit of Knowledge ! lead our feet
In Thine own paths so safe and sweet,
By angel footsteps trod ;
Where Thou our Guardian true shalt be,
Spirit of gentle piety,
To keep us close to God.

But most of all, be ever near,

Spirit of God’s most holy fear !
Within our inmost shrine :

Our souls with awful reverence fill,

To worship His most holy Will,
All-righteous and divine.

So, dearest Lord, through peace or strife,
Lead us to everlasting life,
Where only rest may he,
And grant, where'er our lot is cast,
We may in peace be brought at last
To Mary and to Thee !

[REV. H. A, RAWES]
(63)



CONFIRMATION.

God, accept my heart this day,

XY
M And make it always Thine—

That I from Thee no more may stray,

No more from Thee decline.

Before the Cross of Him who died,
Behold I prostrate fall :

Let every sin be crucitied—
Let Christ be all in all.

Anoint me with Thy heavenly grace,
Adopt me for Thine own—

That I may see Thy glorious face
And worship at Thy throne.

May the dear blood, once shed for me,

My blest atonement prove—
That I from first to last may be
The purchase of Thy love !

Let every thought, and work, and word
To Thee be ever given—

Then life shall be Thy service, Lord,
And death the gate of heaven !

( 64

(M. BRIDGES]
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HOLY TRINITY.

AVE mercy on us, God Most High !
Who lift our hearts to Thee ;
Have mercy on us worms of earth,
Most holy Trinity !

Most ancient of all mysteries !
Before Thy throne we lie :

Have mercy now, most merciful,
Most holy Trinity !
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When heaven and earth were yet unmade,
When time was yet unknown,

Thou in Thy bliss and majesty
Didst live and love alone !

Thou wert not born : there was no fount
From which Thy Being flowed :

There 1s no end which Thou canst reach :
But Thou art simply God.

How wonderful creation is,
The work that Thou didst bless :
And, oh ! what then must Thou be like,
Eternal Loveliness ?
[REV. F. W. FABER]
(63)



THE HOLY TRINITY.
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THE HOLY TRINITY.

Zterna lux, Divinitas.

THOU immortal Light divine !
Dread Trinity in Unity !
Almighty One ! Almighty Trine !
Give ear to Thy creation’s cry.

Father ! in Majesty enthron’d !

Thee we confess with Thy dear Son ;
Thee, Holy Ghost ! eternal Bond

Of love, uniting Both in One.

As from the Father increate,
His Son and Word eternal came ;
So, too, from Each the Paraclete
Proceeds, in Deity the same ;

Three Persons !—among whom is none
Greater in majesty or less ;

In substance, essence, nature, One ;
Equal in might and holiness.

Three Persons '—One Immensity
Encircling utmost space and time !
One Greatness, Glory, Sanctity,
One everlasting Truth sublime !

O Lord, most holy, wise, and just!
Author of nature ! God of grace !
Grant that as now in Thee we trust,
So we may see Thee face to face.

Thou art the Fount of all that is ;
Thou art our origin and end ;

On Thee alone our future bliss
And perpetuity depend.

Thou solely didst the worlds create,
Subsisting still by Thy decree ;

Thou art the light, the glory great,
And prize of all who hope in Thee !

To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,
Triunal Lord of earth and Heaven !
From earth and from the heavenly host
Be sempiternal glory given !
[TR. REV. E. CASWALL]
(67)



THE HOLY TRINITY.
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ULL of glory, full of wonders,

Majesty Divine !

"Mid Thine everlasting thunders
How Thy lightnings shine !
Shoreless Ocean ! who shall sound Thee ?
Thine own eternity is round Thee,

Majesty Divine !

Timeless, spaceless, single,
Yet sublimely Three,

lonely,

Thou art grandly, always, only

God in Unity !

Lone in grandeur, lone in glory,
Who shall tell Thy wondrous story,

Awful Trinity ?

(65)

Speechlessly, without beginning,
Sun that never rose !
YVast, adorable, and winning,
Day that hath no close !
Bliss from Thine own glory tasting,
Everliving, everlasting,
Life that never grows!

Splendours upon splendours beaming
Change and intertwine ;

Glories over glories streaming
All translucent shine !

Blessings, praises, adorations

Greet Thee from the trembling nations !
Majesty Divine !

[REV. F. W. FABER]



THE HOLY TRINITY.
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PRAISE to the Holiest in the height,
And in the depth be praise :

In all His words most wonderful ;
Most sure in all His ways.

O loving wisdom of our God !
When all was sin and shame,

A second Adam to the fight
And to the rescue came.

O wisest love ! that flesh and blood
Which did in Adam fail,

Should strive afresh against the foe,
Should strive and should prevail ;

And that a higher gift than grace
Should flesh and blood refine,
God’s Presence and His very Self,

And Essence all-divine.

O generous love ! That He who smote
In man for man the foe,

The double agony in man
For man showld undergo ;

And in the garden secretly,
And on the cross on high,
Should teach His brethren and inspire
To suffer and to die.
[CARDINAL NEWMAN'S ““THE DREAM OF GERONTIUS”]
(69)



P s Y
p—g
Co

g

— = M
o

re

—o

o .
— 5L

O

~—4

~~—1
~ J

—=

i > B <2
.
E— I
(@]
l

I

do

— s
1.

-

_9_

|

—

-

- I
A @n l_*

1
p—

__6~ L

THE HOLY TRINITY.

|

i
_____

B = S Sy

87




THE HOLY TRINITY.

O bello Dio, Signor del Paradiso.

GOD of loveliness,
O Lord of Heaven above,

How worthy to possess

My heart’s devoted love !
So sweet Thy countenance,

So gracious to behold,
That one, one only glance

To me were bliss untold.

Thou art blest Three in One,
Yet undivided still ;
Thou art that One alone
Whose love my heart can fill.
The heavens, the earth below,
Were fashioned by Thy Word ;
How amiable art Thou,
My ever-dearest Lord !

To think Thou art my God,—
O thought for ever blest !
My heart has overflowed
With joy within my breast.
My soul so full of bliss
Is plunged as in a sea,
Deep in the sweet abyss
Of holy charity.

No object here below
Awakens my desire ;
No suffering nor woe
Can grief or pain inspire,
The world I could despise,
Though it were all of gold ;
Thee only do I prize,
O mine of wealth untold.

Were hearts as countless mine
As sands upon the shore,
All should in choir combine
“To love Thee evermore.
And every heart should yearn
With tenderest desire,
And in my bosom burn
With flames of holiest fire.

O Loveliness supreme,
And Beanty infinite ;
O ever-flowing Stream,
And Ocean of Delight ;
O Life by which I live,
My truest life above,
To Thee alone I give
My undivided love,
(ST. ALPHONSUS,

TR. RRV. E. VAUGHAN C.Ss.R.)
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OUR BLESSED LORD.
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OUR BLESSED LORD.

ESUS is God! The solid earth,
The ocean broad and bright,

The countless stars, like golden dust,
That strew the skies at night,

The wheeling storm, the dreadful fire,
The pleasant, wholesome air,

The summer’s sun, the winter’s frost,
His own creations were.

Jesus 1s God !  The glorious bands
Of golden angels sing

Songs of adoring praise to Him,
Their Maker and their King.

He was true God in Bethlehem’s crib,
On Calvary’s cross true God,

He who in Heaven eternal reigned
In time on earth abode.

Jesus is God!  Let sorrow come,
And pain, and every ill ;

All are worth while, for all are means
His glory to fulfil ;

Worth while a thousand years of life
To speak one little word,

If by our Credo we might own
The Godhead of our Lord !

Jesus is God! Oh could T now
But compass land and sea,
To teach and tell this single truth,
How happy should I be!
Oh had I but an angel’s voice
I would proclaim so loud,—
Jesus, the good, the beautiful,
Is everlasting God !

Jesus is God! If on the earth
This blessed faith decays,

More tender must our love become,
More plentiful our praise.

We are not angels, but we may
Down in earth’s corners kneel,

And multiply sweet acts of love,
And murmur what we feel.

[REV. F. W. FABER]
(73)
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OUR BLESSED LORD.

Gelobt sey Jesus Christ !

‘ N 7THEN morning gilds the skies,
My heart awaking cries :
May Jesus Christ be praised.
Alike at work and prayer,
To Jesus I repair :
May Jesus Christ be praised.

The sacred minster bell,
1t peals o'er hill and dell :
May Jesus Christ be praised.
Oh! hark to what it sings,
As joyously it rings :
May Jesus Christ be praised.

To Thee, my God above,
I cry with glowing love :
May Jesus Christ be praised.
The fairest graces spring
In hearts that ever sing :
May Jesus Christ be praised.

My tongue shall never tire
Of chanting in the choir :
May Jesus Christ be praised.
This song of sacred joy,
It never seems to cloy :
May Jesus Christ be praised.

When sleep her balm denies,
My silent spirit sighs :
May Jesus Christ be praised.
When evil thoughts molest,
With this I shield my breast :
May Jesus Christ be praised.

Does sadness fill my mind ?
A solace here I find :
May Jesus Christ be !')rai.sed.
Or fades my earthly bliss?
My comfort still is this :
May Jesus Christ be praised.

Though break my heart in twain,
Still this shall be my strain :
May Jesus Christ be praised.
When you begin the day,
Oh! never fail to say :
May Jesus Christ be praised.

And at your work rejoice,
To sing with heart and voice :
May Jesus Christ be praised.
Be this at meals your grace,
In every time and place :
May Jesus Christ be praised.

Be this, when day is past ;
Of all your thoughts the last :
May Jesus Christ be praised.
In want and bitter pain,
None ever said in vain :
May Jesus Christ be praised.

Should guilt your spirit wring,

Remember Christ your King :
May Jesus Christ be praised.

The night becomes as day,

When from the heart we say .
May Jesus Christ be praised.

In Heav'n’s eternal bliss,
The loveliest strain is this :

May Jesus Christ be praised.
The powers of darkness fear,
When this sweet chant they hear :

May Jesus Christ be praised.

To God the Word on high,
The host of angels cry :
May Jesus Christ be praised.
Let mortals, too, upraise,
Their voice in hymns of praise :
May Jesus Christ be praised.

Let earth’s wide circle round
In joyful notes resound :
May Jesus Christ be praised.
Let air, and sea, and sky,
From depth to height reply :
May Jesus Christ be praised.

Be this, while life is mine,
My canticle divine :
May Jesus Christ be praised.
Be this th’ eternal song,
Through all the ages on :
May Jesus Christ be praised.
(TR. REV, E. CASWALL]



OUR BLESSED LORD.
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Lux alma, Jesu, mentium.
TRANSFIGURATION.

IGHT of the anxious heart,
Jesus, Thou dost appear,
To bid the gloom of guilt depart,
And shed Thy sweetness here.

Joyous ix he, with whom,
God’s Word, Thou dost abide ;
Sweet Light of our eternal home,
To fleshly sense denied.

Brightness of God above!
Unfathomable grace !

Thy Presence be a fount of love
Within Thy chosen place.

To Thee, whom children see,
The Father ever blest,
The Holy Spirit, One and Three,
Be endless praise addrest. Amen.
[TR. CARDINAL NEWMAN]
(76)



OUR BLESSED LORD.

JESUS, Jesus! dearest Lord!
Forgive me if T say
For very love Thy Sacred Name
A thousand times a day.

I love Thee so, T know not how
My transports to control :

Thy love is like a burning fire
Within my very soul.

O wonderful ! that Thou shouldst let
So vile a heart as mine

Love Thee with such a love as this,
And make so free with Thine.

For Thou to me art all in all,
My honour and my wealth,

My heart’s desire, my body’s strength,
My soul's eternal health.

What limit is there to thee, love !
Thy flight where wilt thou stay !

On! on! our Lord is sweeter far
To-day than yesterday.

Oh love of Jesus! Blessed love!
No will it ever be ;

Time cannot hold thy wondrous growth,
No, nor eternity !

(REV. F. W. FABER)
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OUR BLESSED LORD.
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“ A Light that shineth in a dark place until the day dawns, and the day-star arise in your
hearts.”—2 Peter i. 19.

HEN evening’s last faint beams are gone
And cheerless night comes stealing on,
The gentle moon grows kindly bright,
And brightest shines in deepest night.

And thus when worldly hope departs,
When sadness shades our lonely hearts,
Thy love, dear Lord, begins to shine,
And cheers those hearts with joy divine!

O Lord, my God, my Light, my Life,
My Peace in toil, my Strength in strife,
Clontinue Thou my Joy to be

Till dawns a bright eternity !

(7s)

[CANON SCANNELL]



OUR BLESSED LORD.
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MET the good Shepherd,
But now on the plain,

As homeward He carried

His lost one again.
I marvell’d how gently

His burden He bore ;
And, as He pass’d by me,

I knelt to adore.

“ () Shepherd, good Shepherd,
Thy wounds they are deep ;
The wolves have sore hurt Thee,

In saving Thy sheep ;
Thy raiment all over
With crimson is dyed ;
And what 1s this rent
They have made in Thy side !

("WY)

Ah, me! how the thorns
Have entangled Thy hair,
And cruelly riven
That forehead so fair !
How feebly Thou drawest
Thy faltering breath !
And lo on Thy face
Is the shadow of death!

O Shepherd, good Shepherd !
And 1s 1t for me '
This grievous affliction
Has fallen on Thee !
Ah, then let me strive,
For the love Thou hast borne,
To give Thee no longer
Occasion to mourn!”
{REV. E. CANWALL)
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OUR BLESSED LORD.

GROWN Him with many erowns,
The Lamb upon His throne :

Hark, how the heavenly anthem drowns
All music but its own :

Awake, my soul, and sing
Of Him who died for thee ;

And hail Him as thy matchless King
Through all eternity.

Crown Him the Virgin’s Son,
The God Incarnate born ;

Whose arm those crimson trophies won
Which now His Brow adorn !

Fruit of the Mystic Rose,
As of that Rose the Stem ;

The Root, whence Mercy ever flows,
The Babe of Bethlehem.

Crown Him the Lord of love :
Behold His Hands and Side,

Rich wounds, yet visible above
In beauty glorified :

No angel in the sky
Can fully bear that sight,

But downward bends his burning eye
At mysteries so bright.

(31)
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Crown Him the Lord of peace :
Whose power a sceptre sways
From pole to pole, that wars may cease
Absorbed in prayer and praise :
His reign shall know no end,
And round His piercéd feet
Fair flowers of Paradise extend
Their fragrance ever sweet.

Crown Him the Lord of years,
The Potentate of time,

C'reator of the rolling spheres,
Ineffably sublime :

Glazed in a sea of light,
Whose cverlasting waves

Reflect His form, the Infinite,
Who lives, and loves, and saves.

Crown Him the Lord of heaven,
One with the Father known,
And the blest Spirit through Him given
From yonder triune throne :
All hail, Redeemer, hail,
For Thou hast died for me ;
Thy praise shall never, never fail
Throughout cternity.
(M. BRIDGES)



OUR BLESSED LORD.
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Mondo pill per me non sei.
JESUS, Lord, be Thou my own ;

Thee I long for, Thee alone ;

All myself I give to Thee ;

Do whate’er Thou wilt with me.

Life without Thy love would

Death, O Sovereign Good, to me ;

be

Bound and held by Thy dear chains
Captive now my heart remains.

Thou, O God, my heart inflame,
Give that love which Thou dost claim ;

Payment I will ask for none ;

Love demands but love alone.

God of heautv, Lord of light,
Thy good will is my (lehcrht

Now henceforth Thy will dlvme

Ever shall in all be mine.

[ST. ALPHONSUS.

(82)

TR. REV. E. VAUGHAN, C.SS.R.]



OUR BLESSED LORD.

BRIGHTNESS of eternal light,
I worship at Thy feet ;
Though all unworthy in Thy sight,
Thy mercies I repeat.
To save our souls from sin and strife
Is still Thy work divine ;
The gates of everlasting life,
O gracious Lord, are Thine.

I love to praise Thee when the sun
Pours forth his early light,

And when the bright stars one by one
Come twinkling out at night.

If T am free from care and loss,
I love to praise Thy name,

If T am call’d to bear Thy cross,
I bless Thee all the same.

(83

If roses on my path T meet,
I feel the gift is Thine ;
If thorns spring up to pierce my feet,

I still will not repine.
The blessings sent to win my love,

O Lord, I freely take ;

The trials sent my faith to prove,

I bear for Thy dear sake.

Then let me on my journey go,
And fear not for the end ;

It matters not who is my foe,
If Jesus be my friend.

In Thee, sweet Lord, I put my trust ;
Oh, guard me while I live ;

And when this dust returns to dust,
My soul in Heaven receive.

[ANON,

‘““ HYMNS FOR THE YFAR,”

1867)
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OUR BLESSED LORD.

Jesu dulcis memoria.

JESU, the only thought of Thee
With sweetness fills my breast ;

But sweeter still it is to see
And on Thy beauty feast.

No theme so soft, nor sound so gay
Can art of music frame ;

No words, nor even thought, can say
Thy most mellifluous name.

Sole hope, when we our sins repent,
So bounteous of Thy grace ;

If thus Thou’rt good while we lament,
Oh, what when face to face ?

Jesus, that name inspires my mind
With springs of life and light ;

More than I ask in Thee I find,
And lavish in delight.

No eloquence nor art can reach
The joys of those above ;

The blest can only know, not reach,
What they in Jesus prove.

Thee, then, I'll seek, retired apart,
From world and business free ;

When noise invades I'll shut my heart,
And keep it all for Thee.

An early pilgrim thus T'll come,
With Magdalen, to find

In sighs and tears my Saviour’s tomb,
And there refresh my mind.

My tears upon His grave shall How,
My sighs the garden fill ;

Then at His feet myself I'll throw,
And there I'll seek His will.

Jesus, in Thy blest steps T'll tread,
And haunt Thee through Thy ways ;

T’ll mourn, and never cease to plead
Till I'm restored to grace.

Great Conqueror of death, Thy fire
Does such sweet flames excite,

That first it raises the desire,
Then fills it with delight.

Thy quickening presence shines so clear
Through every sense and way,

That souls, who once have seen Thee near,
See all things else deeay.

Come, then, dear Lord, possess my heart,
And chase the shades of night ;

Come, pierce it with Thy flaming dart,
And ever-shining light.

Then, T'll for ever Jesus sing,
And with the blest rejoice ;
Then all the vaulted towers shall ring,
And echoing hearts and voices sing,
And still repeat, “ Rejoice.”

[TR. J. DRYDEN]
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N.B.—If the last verse of this hymn is sung, the above must be interpolated between the asterisks.
The last bar on line 1 of the music will in that case be omitted, and the verse will end

with line 2 of the music.



OUR BLESSED LORD.

NEED Thee, precious Jesus,
I need a friend like Thee ;
A friend to soothe and sympathise,
A friend to care for me.

I need Thy Heart, sweet Jesus,
To feel each anxious care ;

I long to tell my every want,
And all my sorrows share.

I need Thy Blood, sweet Jesus,
To wash each sinful stain :

To cleanse this sinful soul of mine,
And make it pure again.

[ANON.

(86)

I need Thee, sweetest Jesus,
In Thy
To nourish this poor soul of mine,
With the treasures of Thy love.

Sacrament of Love :

T'll need Thee, sweetest Jesus,
When death’s dread hour draws nigh,
To hide me in Thy Sacred Heart,
Till wafted safe on high.
‘“HYMNS FoR THE YEAR,” 1867)

I need Thy Wounds, sweet Jesus,
To fly from perils near,
To shelter in these hallowed clefts,
From every doubt and fear.
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OUR BLESSED LORD.
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Cceeli Deus sanctissime.

VEsPERs OF WEDNESDAY.

ORD of eternal purity !
Who dost the world with light adorn,
And paint the fields of azure sky-
With lovely hues of eve and morn :

Who didst command the sun to light
His fiery wheel’s effulgent blaze ;
Didst set the moon her circuit bright ;

The stars their ever-winding maze :

That, each within its order’d sphere,
They might divide the night from day ;
And of the seasons, through the year,

The well-remember’d signs display :

Scatter our night, cternal God,

And kindle Thy pure beam within ;

Free us from guilt’s oppressive load,

And break the deadly bonds of sin.

Father of mercies ! hear our cry ;
Hear us, O sole-begotten Son'!

Who, with the Holy (thost most high,

Reignest while endless ages run.

[TR. REV. E. CASWALL)
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Ave, verum corpus natum.
T T AIL to Thee ! true Body, sprung Thou, whose side was pierced, and How’d

From the Virgin Mary’s womb !
The same that on the C'ross was hung,
And bore for

Both with water and with blood ;
Suffer us to taste of Thee,
man the bitter doom ! In our life’s last agony.

Son of Mary, Jesu blest !

Sweetest, gentlest, holiest !

(TR. REV. E. CASWALL)
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Pange lingua gloriosi.

Corrus CHRISTI VESPERS.

SING, my tongue, the Saviour’

s glory,

Of His Flesh the mystery sing ;

Of the Blood, all price exceeding,

Shed by our immortal King,

Destined, for the world’s redemption,

From a noble womb to spring.

Of a pure and spotless Virgin
Born for us on earth helow,

He, as Man with man conversing,
Stay’d, the seeds of truth to sow ;

Then He closed in solemn order
Wondrously His life of woe.

Word made Flesh, the bread of nature
By His word to Flesh He turns ;

b

Wine into His Blood He changes :—
What though sense no change discerns ?

Only be the heart in earnest,

Faith her lesson quickly learns.

Tantum ergo sacramentum.

Down in adoration falling,
Lo! the sacred Host we hail ;

Lo! oer ancient forms departing,

Newer rites of grace prevail ;
TFaith, for all defects supplying,
Where the feeble senses fail.

On the night of that Last Supper,
Seated with His chosen band,
He the Paschal victim eating,
First fulfils the Law’s command ;
Then, as Food to Hix Apostles
Gives Himself with His own hand.

~

s

To the Everlasting Father,
And the Son who reigns on high,
With the Holy Ghost proceeding
Forth from Each eternally,
Be salvation, honour, blessing,
Might, and endless majesty.
[TR. REV. E. CASWALL]
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Part II.

Unison.
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Harmony.
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Sweet Sa - cra - ment ! '

ESUS! my Lord, my God, my all!
How can I love Thee as I ought?
And how revere this wondrous gift,
So far surpassing hope or thought ?
Sweet Sacrament ! we Thee adore!
Oh, make us love Thee more and more !

Had I but Mary’s sinless heart
To love Thee with, my dearest King,
Oh, with what bursts of fervent praise
Thy goodness, Jesus, would I sing!
Sweet Sacrament ! we Thee adore !
Oh, make us love Thee more and more !

Ah, see! within a creature’s hand
The vast Creator deigns to be,
Reposing, infant-like, as though
On Joseph’s arm, or Mary’s knee.
Sweet Sacrament ! we Thee adore !
Oh, make us love Thee more and more !

Thy Body, Soul, and Godhead, (l“ !
O mystery of love divine !
I cannot compass all T have,
For all Thou hast and art are mine !
Sweet Sacrament ! we Thee adore !
‘Oh, make us love Thee more and more !

Our hearts leap up :

Sound, sound His praises higher still,
And come, ye angels, to our aid,
"Tis God ! ’tis God ! the very God,
Whose power both man and angels made!
Sweet Sacrament ! we Thee adore !
Oh, make us love Thee more and more!

ParT II.—FoRrR PRrOCESSIONS.

Ring joyously, ye solemn bells !
And wave, oh wave, ye censers bright !
'Tis Jesus cometh, Mary’s Son,
And God of God, and Light of Light !
Sweet Sacrament ! we Thee adore !
Oh, make us love Thee more and more!

O carth! grow flowers beneath His feet,
And Thou, O sun, shine bright this day !
He comes! He comes! O Heaven on earth!
Our Jesus comes upon His way !
Sweet Sacrament ! we Thee adore !
Oh, make us love Thee more and more !

He comes! He comes! the Lord of Hosts,
Borne on His Throne triumphantly !
We see Thee, and we know Thee, Lord ;
And yearn to shed our blood for Thee.
Sweet Sacrament ! we Thee adore!
Oh, make us love Thee more and more

our trembling song

Grows fainter still ; we can no more ;
Silence ! and let us weep-—and die
Of very love, while we adore.
Great Sacrament of love divine!
All, all we have or are be Thine !
[REV. F. W. FABER)
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Ere He left the eart
Shed, to pay our ransom,
Blood of priceless worth,
These His lambs so cherish
Purchas’d for His own,
He would not abandon
In the world alone.

Ere He makes us partners
Of His realm on high,
Happy and immortal
With Him in the sky,—
Love immense, stupendous,
Makes Him here below
Partner of our exile
In this world of woe,

Partendo dal mondo.
HEN the loving Shepherd,

h,

’(l,

[ST. ALPHONSUS,

€92)

Jesus, food of angels,
Monarch of the heart ;

O, that I could never
From Thy face depart!

Yes, Thou ever dwellest
Here for love of me,

Hidden Thou remainest,
God of Majesty.

Soon T hope to see Thee,
And enjoy Thy love,
Face to face, sweet Jesus,

In Thy Heaven above.
But on earth an exile,

My delight shall be
Ever to be near Thee,

Veiled for love of me.

TR, REV. E. VAUGHAN, C.S8.R.]
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‘ N THEN the loving Shepherd,
Ere He left the earth,

Shed, to pay our ransom,
Blood of priceless worth,

These His lambs so cherish’d,

Purchas’d for His own,
He would not abandon
In the world alone.

Ere He makes us partners
Of His realm on high,
Happy and immortal
With Him in the sky,—
Love immense, stupendous,
Makes Him here below
Partner of our exile
In this world of woe.
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Partendo dal mondo.
Jesus, food of angels,

Monarch of the heart ;

Oh, that I could never

From Thy face depart !

Yes, Thou ever dwellest

Here for love of me,

Hidden Thou remainest,

God of Majesty.

Soon I hope to see Thee,

And enjoy Thy love,

Face to face, sweet Jesus,
In Thy Heaven above.

But on earth an exile,
My delight shall be
Ever to be near Thee,

. ALPHONSCS.

Veiled for love of me.

TR. REV. E. VAUGHAN, C(.55.K.)
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Anima Christi.

SOUL of my Saviour, sanctify my breast !
Body of Christ, be Thou my saving guest !

Blood of my Saviour, bathe me in Thy tide !

Wash me, ye waters, gushing from His side!

Strength and protection may His passion be ;

O blessed Jesus, hear and answer me !

Deep in Thy wounds, Lord, hide and shelter me ;
So shall I never, never part from Thee.

Guard and defend me from the foe malign ;

In death’s drear moments make me only Thine ;
Call me, and bid me come to Thee on high,
When I may praise Thee with Thy saints for aye.

(94)
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Verbum supernum prodiens.

Corrus CHRIsTI, LAUDs.

HE Word, descending from above,
Though with the Father still on high,
Went forth upon His work of love,
And soon to life’s last eve drew mgh

He shortly to a death accursed
By a disciple shall be given ;
But, to His twelve disciples, first
Hegives Himself, the Bread from Heaven.

Himself in either kind He gave ;
He gave His Flesh, He gave His Blood ;
Of flesh and blood all men are made ;
And He of man would be the Food.

At birth our brother He became ;

At meat Himself as food He gives ;
To ransom us He died 1n shame ;

As our reward, in bliss He lives.

O salutaris Hostia.
O saving Victim ! open wide
The gate of Heav'n to man below !
Sore press our foes from every side
Thine aid supply, Thy strength bestow.

To Thy great Name be endless praise,
Immortal Godhead, One in Three !
Oh, grant us endless length of days,
In our true native land, with Thee !
[TR. RKV. E. CASWALL]
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THE BLESSED SACRAMENT.

Adoro Te devote, latens Deitas.

GODHEAD hid, devoutly I adore Thee,
Who truly art within the forms before me ;
To Thee my heart T bow with bended knee,
As failing quite in contemplating Thee.

Sight, touch, and taste in Thec are each deceived ;
The ear alone most safely is believed :

I believe all the Son of God has spoken,

Than Truth’s own word there is no truer token.

rod only on the Cross lay hid frcm view ;
But here lies hid at once the Manhood too :
And I, in both professing my belief,
Make the same prayer as the repentant thief.

Thy wounds, as Thomas saw, I do not see ;
Yet Thee confess my Lord and God to be :
Make me believe Thee ever more and more ;
In Thee my hope, in Thee my love to store.

O thou Memorial of our Lord’s own dying !
O Bread that Living art and vivifying !
Make ever Thou my soul on thee to live ;
Ever a taste of Heavenly sweetness give.

O loving Pelican ! O Jesu, Lord !

Unclean T am, but cleanse me in Thy blood ;
Of which a single drop, for sinners spilt,

Is ransom for a world’s entire guilt.

Jesu! whom for the present veil'd T see,
What I so thirst for, oh, vouchsafe to me:
That T may see Thy countenance nnfolding,
And may be blest Thy glory in beholding.

O Shepherd of the Faithful, O Jesu, gracious he ;
Increase the faith of all who put their faith in Thee.

[ST. THOMAS AQUINAS. TR. REV. E. CASWALL]
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O JESUS Christ, remember, Remember then, O Saviour,
When Thou shalt come again, I supplicate of Thee,
Upon the clouds of Heaven, That here 1 bow’d before Thee
With all Thy shining train ;— Upon my bended knee ;
When every eye shall sec Thee That here I own’d thy Presence,
In Deity reveal'd, And did not Thee deny ;
Who now upon this altar And glorified Thy greatness
In silence art conceal’d ;— Though hid from human eye,

Accept, Divine Redeemer,
The homage of my praise ;
Be Thou the light and honour
And glory of my days.
Be Thou my consolation
When death is drawing nigh -
Be Thou my only treasure
Through all eternity.

[KEV. E. CASWALL)
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SWEET Sacrament divine ! Sweet Sacrament of Rest !
Hid in Thine earthly home, Ark from the ocean’s roar,
Lo! round Thy lowly shrine, Within Thy shelter blest
With suppliant hearts we come. Soon may we reach the shore.
Jesus, to Thee our voice we raise, Save us, for still the tempest raves ;
In songs of love and heartfelt praise, Save, lest we sink beneath the waves ;
Sweet Sacrament divine ! Sweet Sacrament of Rest!
Sweet Sacrament of Peace ! Sweet Sacrament divine !
Dear home for every heart, Earth’s Light and Jubilee,
Where restless yearnings cease, In Thy far depths doth shine
And sorrows all depart. Thy Godhead’s Majesty.
There in Thine ear, all trustfully Sweet Light, so shine on us, we pray,
We tell our tale of misery, That earthly joys may fade away,
Sweet Sacrament of Peace! Sweet Sacrament divine !

_ (REV. F. STANFIELD]
Repeat last line of each verse.
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I COME to Thee once more, my God !
No longer will I roam

For T have sought the wide world through,
And never found a home.

Though bright and many are the spots
Where I have built a nest,

Yet in the brightest still I pined
For more abiding rest.

tiches could bring me joy and power,
And they were fair to see :
Yet gold was but a sorry god
To serve instead of Thee.

Then honour and the world’s good word
Appeared a nobler faith ;

Yet could T rest on bliss that hung
And trembled on a breath?

(100)

The pleasure of the passing hour

My spirit next could wile ;

But soon, full soon, my heart fell sick

Of pleasure’s weary smile.

More selfish grown, I worshipped health,

The flusbh of manhood’s power ;

But then it came and went so quick,
It was but for an hour.

And thus a not unkindly world

Hath done its best for me ;

Yet I have found, O God! no rest,

No harbour short of Thee.

All for Thyself alone ;

For Thou hast made this wondrous soul

Ah ! send Thy sweet transforming grace

To make it more Thine own.

|[REV. F. W. FABER])
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Lauda Sion Salvatorem.

CorruUs CHRISTI SEQUENCE.

SION, lift thy voice, and sing :
Praise thy Saviour and thy King;
Praise with hymns thy Shepherd true :
Dare thy most to praise Him well ;
For He doth all praise excel ;
None can ever reach His due.

Special theme of praise is thine,
That true living Bread divine,

That life-giving Flesh adored,
Which the brethren twelve received,
As most faithfully believed,

At the Supper of the Lord.

(101)

Let the chant be loud and high ;
Sweet and tranquil be the joy
Felt to-day in every breast ;
On this Festival divine
Which recounts the origin
Of the glorious Eucharist.

At this Table of the King,
Our new Paschal offering
Brings to end the olden rite ;
Here, for empty shadows fled,
Is Reality instead ;
Here, instead of darkness, Light.
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His own act, at supper seated,
Christ ordain’d to be repeated,

In His Memory Divine ;

Wherefore now, with adoration,
We the Host of our salvation
Consecrate from bread and wine.

Hear what holy Church maintaineth,
That the bread its substance changeth
Into Flesh, the wine to Blood.
Doth it pass thy comprehending ?
Faith, the law of sight transcending,
Leaps to things not understood.

Here, in outward signs are hidden
Priceless things, to sense forbidden ;
Signs, not things, are all we see ;—
Flesh from bread, and Blood from wine
Yet is Christ, in either sign,
All entire, confess'd to be.

(102)
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They, too, who of Him partake,
Sever not, nor rend. nor hreak,
But entire, their Lord receive.
Whether one or thousands eat,
All receive the self-same meat,
Nor the less for others leave.

Poth the wicked and the good
Eat of this celestial Food :

But with ends how opposite !
Here 'tis life ; and there ’tis death
The same, yet issuing to cach

In a difference infinite.

(103)



THE BLESSED SACRAMENT.

80 @iurIv)

Q_d'_a_ _

—

=l

|
cJ_d

>

~ )

)

®-—b—;
\./: B

(104)



THE BLESSED SACRAMENT.

n*‘. L oo
D — - = )
B - — -1~ —
Q - Ag_ _9_ ~ > (2 > 5Y = .
- J fa—g | & I g g L g -7
A e T F
T [ [ | -/\| B
| | s =P
—=2 = o = e w Q—Q‘fg 2o,
L [7 L r) L :
blﬁ C [ [

/@

Nor a single doubt retain,
When they break the Host in twain,
But that in each part remains

What was in the whole before ;
Since the simple sign alone
Suffers change in state or form,
The Signified remaining One

And the Same for evermore.

Ecce panis angelorum.

Lo! upon the Altar lies,
Hidden deep from human eyes,
Angels’ Bread from Paradise,
Made the food of mortal man:
Children’s meat to dogs denied ;
In old types foresignified ;
In the manna from the skies,
In Isaac, and the Paschal Lamb.,

Jesu, Shepherd of the sheep!
Thy true flock in safety keep.
Living Bread! Thy life supply ;
Strengthen us or else we die ;

Fill us with celestial grace ;
Thou, who feedest us below !
Source of all we have or know !
Grant that with Thy Saints above,

*Sitting at the feast of love,

We may scee Thee face to face.

(TR. REV. E. CASWALL!

* For lust two lines of this verse, repeat music from #*.

(105)




THE BLESSED SACRAMENT.

TR vl
0 9N
TR ol
Tl - -%:r
TN qﬁsr
T N
| il
T -a“ o
i
| %;ffcgv
[

=
__n--o_a- Bl
T o
| La
i
-_ﬂ_ 0_ -a_ | 0_
i M
Ml
! y
.&P_ S
N S (

M &lle “aﬁ-r
- VAL
TN 70| AL
.-ﬁ.@al--e,ﬁ
TRyl
Qi
]
e \ c,n
| .%w._n e
@@fpafﬁ
T i
--é_ g
o
TR 0oL
TraL | U
Hﬁga_ l_ il
l_e c__l IAL_IF
_ | ]
il
Heh @

4‘13_' ,a_mT TRl o[l
DT T a S
ol Wl vl i ]
R TR L
ol TR Wl
T wmmw- gL
T WY o0 1| oL
T vl e el
-.»g_ o Wil el Tl
e
)_ (1 TN ol
d o Sl
L
(1] 1] =
T Tl . 70
| f iy
L (Y YD
o
Tl ool AL D
BH o et é.m
TR0 L FE
et i
Ry
£ @w i ey
B RO

[
~-

(168)



THE BLESSED SACRAMENT.

Adoro Te devote, latens Deitas.

THEE prostrate I adore, the Deity that lies
Beneath these humble veils concealed from human eyes :
My heart doth wholly yield, subjected to Thy sway,
For contemplating Thee it wholly faints away.
Hail, Jesus, hail ; do Thou, good Shepherd of the sheep,
Increase in all true hearts the faith they fondly keep.

The sight, the touch, the taste, in Thee are here deceived ;
But by the ear alone this truth is safe believed ;
I hold whate’er the Son of God hath said to me;
Than this blest word of truth no word can truer be.
Hail, Jesus, hail, &ec.

Upon the cross Thy Godhead only was concealed ;

But here Thy manhood too doth lie as deeply veiled ;

And yet, in both these truths confessing my belief,

I pray as prayed to Thee the poor repentant thief.
Hail, Jesus, hail, &e.

I see not with mine eyes Thy wounds, as Thomas saw ;

Yet own Thee for my God with equal love and awe ;

Oh grant me, that my faith may ever firmer be,

That all my hope and love may still repose in Thee.
Hail, Jesus, hail, &e.

Memorial sweet, that shows the death of my dear Lord ;
Thou living bread, that life dost unto man afford ;
O grant, that this my soul may ever live on Thee,
That Thou mayst evermore its only sweetness be.
Hail, Jesus, hail, &ec.

O mystic pelican, Jesu, my loving Lord,

Cleanse me of my defilements in Thy blood adored,

Whereof one only drop, in Thy sweet mercy spilt,

Would have the power to cleanse the world of all its guilt.
Hail, Jesus, hail, &ec.

O Jesu, lying here concealed before mine eye,
I pray Thou grant me that for which T ceaseless sigh,
To see the vision clear of Thine unveiléd face,
Blest with the glories bright that fill Thy dwelling-place.
Hail, Jesus, hail ; do Thou, good Shepherd of the sheep,
Increase in all true hearts the faith they fondly keep.
[ST. THOMAS AQUINAS, TR, KEV. J. D. AYLWARD, O.P.]
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ESTUS, gentlest Saviour !
God of might and power!
Thou Thyself art dwelling
In us at this hour.

Nature cannot hold Thee,
Heaven is all too strait

For Thine endless glory
And Thy royal state.

Out beyond the shining
Of the furthest star,

Thou art ever stretching
Infinitely far.

Yet the hearts of children
Hold what worlds cannot,

And the God of wonders
Loves the lowly spot.

As men to their gardens
Go to seek sweet flowers,
In our hearts dear Jesus
Secks them at all hours.
Jesus, gentlest Saviour!
Thou art in us now ;
Fill us full of goodness
Till our hearts o’erflow.

(108)
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Pray the prayer within us
That to heaven shall rise ;

Sing the song that angels
Sing above the skies.

Multiply our graces,
Chiefly love and fear,

Ah, dear Lord! the chiefest—
Grace to persevere.

Oh, how can we thank Thee
For a gift like this—

Gift that truly maketh
Heaven’s eternal bliss!

Ah! when wilt Thou always
Make our hearts Thy home !

We must wait for Heaven—
Thea the day will come.

Now at least we'll keep Thee
All the time we may—

But Thy grace and blessing
We will keep alway.

When our hearts Thou leavest,
Worthless though they be,

Give them to Thy Mother
To be kept for Thee.

[REV. F. W. FABER]



THE SACRED HEART.

O Christ, the Prince of Peace,

And Son of God most high,

The Father of the world to come,
Sing we with holy joy.

Deep in His Heart for us
The wound of love He bore ;

That love wherewith He still inflames
The hearts that Him adore.

O Jesu! Victim blest!

What else but love divine,
Could Thee constrain to open thus
That sacred Heart of Thine?

Summi Parentis filio.

OLp OFFICE OF THE SACRED HEART.

Praise to the Father be,
And sole-begotten Son ;

Praise, Holy Paraclete, to Thee,
While endless ages run.

( 10)

O Fount of endless life !
O Spring of water clear !

O Flame celestial, cleansing all
Who unto Thee draw near !

Hide me in Thy dear Heart,
For thither do I fly :

There seek Thy grace through life, in death
Thine immortality.
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THE SACRED HEART.

Dem Herzen Jesu singe.

TO Jesus’ Heart, all burning
With fervent love for men,
My heart with fondest yearning
Shall raise its joyful strain.
While ages course along,
Blest be with loudest song
The Sacred Heart of Jesus
By every heart and tongue!

O Heart, for me on fire
With love no man can speak,
My yet untold desire
God gives me for Thy sake.
While ages course along, &c.

Too true I have forsaken
Thy love by wilful sin ;
Yet now let me be taken
Back by Thy grace again.
While ages course along, &c.

As Thou art meek and lowly,
And ever pure of heart,
So may my heart be wholly
Of Thine the counterpart.
While ages course along, &c.

O that to me were given
The pinions of a dove,
I’d speed aloft to Heaven,
My Jesus’ love to prove.
While ages course along, &c.

When life away is flying,
And earth’s false glare is done
Still, Sacred Heart, in dying
T'll say I'm all Thine own.
While ages course along, &e.
[ALOYS SCHLOR. TR. REV. A. J. CHRISTIF, §.J.)
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THE SACRED HEART.

Dem Herzen Jesu singe.

O Jesus’ Heart, all burning
With fervent love for men,
My heart with fondest yearning
Shall raise its joyful strain.
While ages course along,
Blest be with loudest song
The Sacred Heart of Jesus
By every heart and tongue!

O Heart, for me on fire
With love no man can speak,
My yet untold desire
God gives me for Thy sake.
While ages course along, &c.

Too true I have forsaken
Thy love by wilful sin ;
Yet now let me be taken
Back by Thy grace again.
While ages course along, &c.

As Thou art meek and lowly,
And ever pure of heart,
So may my heart be wholly
Of Thine the counterpart.
While ages course along, &c.

O that to me were given
The pinions of a dove,
I'd speed aloft to Heaven,
My Jesus’ love to prove.
While ages course along, &c.

When life away is flying,
And earth’s false glare is done ;
Still, Sacred Heart, in dying
I’ll say I’m all Thine own.
While ages course along, &c.
[ALOYS SCHLUR. TR. REV. A. J. CHRISTIE, 8.J.]
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Auctor beate saculi.

THE SACRED HEART, VESPERs.

ESU, Creator of the world!

Of all mankind R

edeemer blest !

True God of God! in whom we see
The Father’s Image clear express'd !

Thee, Saviour, love alone constrain'd
To make our mortal flesh Thine own ;

And as a second Adam

come,

For the first Adam to atone.

That selfsame love, which made the sky,
Which made the sea, and stars, and earth,

Took pity on our miser

A

And broke the bondage of our birth.

O Jesu! in Thy Heart divine

May that same love for ever glow ;
For ever mercy to mankind

Trom that exhaustless fountain flow.

For this, Thy Sacred Heart was pierced,
And both with blood and water ran ;

To cleanse us from the stains of guilt,
And be the hope and strength of man.

To God the Father, and the Son,
All praise, and power, and glory be ;
With Thee, O Spirit Paraclete,
All through the long eternity.
[TR. REV. E. CASWALL]
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THE SACRED HEART.

O SACRED Heart!
Our home lies deep in Thee.
On earth Thou art an exile’s rest,
In heaven the glory of the blest,
O Sacred Heart !

O Sacred Heart !

Thou fount of contrite tears,
Where’er those living waters How,
New life to sinners they bestow,

O Sacred Heart !

-0 Sacred Heart !
Bless our dear native land.
May England’s sons to truth e’er stand,
With faith’s bright banner still in hand,
O Sacred Heart !

O Sacred Heart !
Our trust 1s all in Thee :
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For though earth’s night be dark and drear,

Thou breathest rest where Thou art near,

O Sacred Heart !

O Sacred Heart!
When shades of death shall fall,
Receive us 'neath Thy gentle care,

And =ave us from the tempter's snare :

O Sacred Heart !

O Sacred Heart!

Lead exiled children home,
Where we may ever rest near Thee,
In peace and joy eternally,

O Sacred Heart !
[REV. F. STANFIELD]
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THE SACRED HEART.

O SACRED Heart! all blissful light of Heaven,
Rapture of Angels, beaming ever bright,—

Ravishing joys, in rich and radiant splendour,
Flow from Thy glory in torrents of delight.

O Sacred Heart ! O hope of sinner’s sorrow,
Rest of the weary, careworn, and depressed ;
Sweetly lead home earth’s lone estranged exiles,
Where 'neath Thy love we may lie down and rest.

O Sacred Heart! Thy light is softly rising
O’er the dark night of England’s cheerless gloom ;
Bright dawns the day of Faith’s undying glory,
Sweetly Thou seekest a Joved but long-lost home.

O Sacred Heart! as strain of softest rapture,
Sweet falls the music of that voice so blest :
“(Come unto Me, all ye who mourn and labour,

Come heavy laden, and I will give you rest.”

O Sacred Heart! when shades of death are falling,
Gather Thy children 'neath the wings of love ;
Hush us to rest in Thine own gentle mercy,
Bear troubled spirits to brighter realms above.

O Sacred Heart! what bliss, what thrilling rapture
E’er to rest near Thee on Thine own bright shore ;
Ever to gaze upon Thy beaming splendour,
Never to part—to weep, to mourn no more.
[REV. F. STANFIELD)
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Cor Jesu, Cor purissimum.
HEART of Jesus, purest Heart, That therefore Thou may’st worthily
Altar of holiness Thou art, Be loved, O loving Lord, by me,
Cleanse Thou my heart, so sordid, cold, That love which in Thy Heart doth burn
And stained by sins so manifold. Give me to love Thee in return.
Take from me, Lord, this tepid will, May this Thy love’s most fiery dart
Which doth Thy Heart with loathing fill ;  Strike deep and set on fire my heart,
And then infuse a spirit new— And in that burning may it he
A fervert spirit, deep and true. Dissolved and all-consumed in Thee.
Most humble Heart of all that beat, Death to be sought with yearnings high,
Heart full of goodness, meek and sweet, Thus from love’s violence to die ;
Give me a heart more like to Thine, Ah, may my heart love’s vietim prove
And light the flame of love in mine. For the Redeemer’s Heart of love.
But, ah, were ¢’en my heart on fire So let me die for love of Thee,
With all the seraphim’s desire, O Heart, all full of love for me,
Till love a conflagration proved, That with a new heart’s virgin-hoard
Not. yet would’st Thou enough be loved. [ may begin to love Thee, Lord.

[TR. REV. M. RUSSELL, &..71.]
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SACRED HEART.

HEART of Jesus, Heart of God,
O source of houndless love,
By angels praised, by saints adored,
From their bright thrones above.

The poorest, saddest heart on earth,
May claim Thee for its own ;

O burning, throbbing Heart of Christ,
Too late, too little known.

The very sound of those sweet words,
“The Sacred Heart,” can give,

To the most lone and burthened soul,
Strength to endure and live.

A mother may forget her child,
A father prove untrue ;

A brother or a sister turn
Unkind and thankless too.

The purest, deepest,

And full of selfish care ;

A refuge from despair.

But in the Sacred Heart we find

To Thee, my Jesus, then T come,

A poor and helpless child ;

My only hope T build.

Upon Thy sacred breast.

And who can love like Thee,

Broke on the cross for me?

earthly love,

What is it, Lord, to Thine?
A single drop from a great fount,
Eternal and divine.
[LADY G. FULLERTON]
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The hearts of men are often hard

And on Thine own words, “ Come to Me,”

The world is cold, and life is sad,
I crave the blessed rest
Of those who lay their weary heads

For love is stronger far than death,
)

My Saviour, whose appealing Heart
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Sto prigione entro quel Core.

I DWELL a captive in this Heart,
Inflamed with love divine ;

"Tis here I live alone in peace,
And constant joy is mine.

What though I suffer, still in love
I ever true will be ;

My love of God shall deeper grow
When crosses fall on me.

From every bond of earth, O Lord.
Thy grace hath set me free :

My soul, deliver’d from the snare,
Enjoys true liberty.

It is the Heart of God’s own Son
In His humanity,

Who, all enamour’d of my soul,
Here burns with love of me.

Nought more can T desire than this,
To see Thy face in Heaven ;

And this I hope since He on earth
His Heart in pledge hath given.

[ST. ALPHONSUS.

Here like the dove within the ark
Securely 1 repose ;

Since now the Lord is my defence,
I fear no earthly foes.

TR. REV. E. VAUGHAN, C.SS,R.)
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MESSAGE from the Sacred Heart :
What may its message be !
“My child, My child, give Me thy heart—
My Heart has bled for thee.”
This is the message Jesus sends
To my poor heart to-day,
And eager from His throne He bends
To hear what I shall say.

A message to the Sacred Heart :
Oh, bear it back with speed :
“('ome, Jesus, reign within my heart—
Thy Heart is all T need.”
Thus, Lord, T'll pray until T share
Tlmt home whose joy Thou art :
No message, dearest Jesus, there—
For heart will speak to heart.
[EEV. M. RUSSELL, 8.J.)
(121)
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ART of Jesus! golden chalice
Brimming with the ruddy Wine,

Trodden in the press of fury,
Purest juice of truest vine,

From the Vineyards of Engeddyi,
Quench this thirsty heart of mine !

Heart of Jesus! Comb of honey
From the cleft of Calvary’s rock,

Sweetness coming from the Strong One,

Dripping from the greenwood stock ;
Famishing of death is on us :
Feed, oh, feed Thy hungry flock !

Heart of Jesus!

Rose of Sharon

Glistening with the dew of tears,
All among the thorny prickles

Lo!

Thy blood-stained Head appears !

Spread Thy fragrance all around us,

Sweetly lulling all our fears !

Heart of Jesus ! broken Vial
Full of precious spikenard !
Alabaster vase of ointment !

See, our souls are sore and hard :
Let Thy healing virtue touch them,
And from sin’s corruption guard !

(BISHOP CASARTELLI]
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WEET Heart of Jesus, fount of love and mercy,
To-day we come Thy blessing to implore ;
Oh, touch our hearts, so cold and so ungrateful,
And make them, Lord, Thine own for evermore.
Sweet Heart of Jesus ! we implore,
Oh, make us love Thee more and more.

Sweet Heart of Jesus ! make us know and love Thee,
Unfold to us the treasures of Thy grace,
That so our hearts, from things «f earth uplifted,
May long alone to gaze upon Thy Face.
Sweet Heart of Jesus, &e.

Sweet Heart of Jesus ! make us pure and gentle,
And teach us how to do Thy blessed will ;
To follow close the print of Thy dear footsteps,
And when we fall—Sweet Heart, oh, love ux still.
Sweet Heart of Jesus, &e.

Sweet Heart of Jesus ! bless all hearts that love Thee,
And may Thine own Heart ever blessed be,
Bless us, dear Lord, and bless the friends we cherish,
And keep us true to Mary and to Thee.
Sweet Heart of Jesus, &ec.
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Viva! Viva! Gesi.
AIL, Jesus, hail ! who for my sake While Abel’s blood for vengeance pleads,
Sweet blood from Mary’s veins didst ~ What Jesus shed still intercedes
And shed it all for me ; [take For those who wrong Him most.

Oh, blessed be my Saviowr’s Blood,
My light, my life, my only good,
To all eternity.

Oh, to be sprinkled from the wells

N _’ . N

Of Christ’s own sacred Blood, excels
Earth’s best and highest bliss ;

To endless ages let nus praise The ministers of wrath divine
The Precious Blood, whose price could raise Hurt not the happy hearts that shine
The world from wrath and sin ; With those red drops of His !

Whose streams our inward thirst appease
And heal the sinner’s worst disease,
It he but bathe therem.

Ah ! there is joy amid the saintx,
And hell’s despairing courage faints
When this sweet song we raise :

Oh, sweetest Blood, that can implore Oh, louder then, and louder still,
Pardon of God, and Heaven restore, Earth with one mighty chorus fill,
The Heaven which sin had lost ; The Precions Blood to praise !

[TR. REV. F. W. FABER|
N.B.— Repeat third and last lines of each verse.
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Viva! Viva! Gesu.

LORY be to Jesus,
Who in bitter pains
Pour’d for me the life-blood
From His sacred veins !

Grace and life eternal
In that Blood I find :
Blest be His compassion,

Infinitely kind !

Blest through endless ages
Be the precious stream,
Which from endless torment
Doth the world redeem !

There the fainting spirit
Drinks of life her fill ;

There as in a fountain
Leaves herself at will.

Oh, the Blood of Christ!
It soothes the Father’s ire ;
Opes the gate of Heaven ;
Quells eternal fire.

Abel’s blood for vengeance
Pleaded to the skies ;

But the Blood of Jesus
For our pardon cries.

Oft as it 1s sprinkled
On our guilty hearts,

Satan in confusion
Terror-struck departs.

Oft as earth exulting
Wafts its praise on high,

Hell with horror trembles ;
Heav'n 1s fill'd with joy.

Lift ye, then, your voices ;
Swell the mighty flood ;
Louder still and louder,
Praise the Precious Blood.
[TR. REV. F. CASWALL|
(123)
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LOOD is the price of Heaven ;
All sin that price exceeds :
Oh come to be forgiven,—
He bleeds,
My Saviour bleeds !

Under the olive houghs,
Falling like ruby beads,
The Blood drops from His brows,
He bleeds,
My Saviour bleeds !

While the fierce scourges fall,
The Precious Blood still pleads :
In front of Pilate’s hall
He bleeds,
My Saviour bleeds !

Beneath the thorny crown
The crimson fountain speeds ;
See how it trickles down,—
He bleeds,
My Saviour bleeds !

Bearing the fatal wood
His band of saints He leads,
Marking the way with Blood ;
He bleeds,
My Saviour bleeds!

On Calvary His shame
With Blood still intercedes ;
His open Wounds proclaim—
He bleeds,
My Saviour bleeds !

He hangs upon the tree,
Hangs there for my misdeeds,
He sheds His Blood for me :
He bleeds,
My Saviour bleeds !

His Blood is flowing still ;
My thirsty soul it feeds ;
He lets me drink my fill ;
He bleeds,
My Saviour bleeds !

[REV. F. W. FABER]
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Salvete Christi vulnera.
TraE Precious Broop, Livbs.
I' I AIL, wounds ! which through eternal How doth th’ ensanguined thorny crown

The love of Jesus show ; [years  That beauteous brow transpierce !
Hail, wounds! from w henceunfalllnfrstleams How do the nails those hands and feet
Of grace and glory flow. Contract with tortures tierce !
More precious than the gems of Ind, He bows His head, and forth at last
Than all the stars more fair ; His loving spirit soars ;
Nor honeycomb, nor fragrant rose, Yet even after death His heart
(an once with you compare. For us its tribute pours.
Through you is open'd to our souls Beneath the winepress of God’s wrath
A refuge safe and calm, His Blood tor us He drains :
Whither no raging enemy Till for Himself, oh, wondrous love !
(an reach to work us harm. No single drop remains.
What countless stripes did Christ receive Oh, come, all ye on whom abide
Naked in Pilate’s hall ! The deadly stains of sin !
From His torn flesh how red a shower (‘ome ! wash in this encrimson'd tide,
Did all around Him fall ! And ye shall be made clean.

Praise Him, who with the Father sits
"Enthroned upon the skies :
Whose Blood redeems our souls from guilt,
Whose Spirit sanctifies.
[TR. REV. FE. CASWALL)
(127)
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HERE is an everlasting home There issued forth a double flood,
Where contrite souls may hide, The sin-atoning tide,
Where death and danger dare not come—  In streams of water and of blood
The Saviour’s side. From that dear side.
It was a cleft of matchless love There is the only fount of bliss,
Opened when He had died ; In joy and sorrow tried ;
When mercy hailed in worlds above, No refuge for the heart like this—
That wounded side. A Saviour's side.
Hail, Rock of Ages, pierced for me, Thither the Church, through all her days
The grave of all my pride ; Points as a faithful guide ;
Hope, peace and heaven are all in Thee, And celebrates with ceaseless praise
Thy sheltering side. That spear-pierced side.

There is the golden gate of heaven,
An entrance for the Bride,
Where the sweet crown of life is given
Through Jesus’ side.
[M. BRIDGES)]
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Cor arca legem continens.
SACRED HEART, Laubs.
RK of the Covenant ! not that Beneath this emblem of pure love,
Whence bondage came of old ; "Twas Love Himself that died,
But that of pure forgiving grace And offer'd up Himself for us,
And mercies manifold. A Vietim crucified.
Thou Veil of awful mystery ! Oh, who of His redeem’d will Him
Thou Sanctuary sublime ! Their mutual love refuse !
Thou sacred Temple, holier far Who would not rather in that Heart
Than that of olden time ! Their home eternal choose !

Blest Heart of Christ ! in Thy dear wound To God the Father, with the Son,

The hidden depth we see, And, Holy Ghost, to Thee,
Of what were else ungues<'d by us,— Be honour, glory, virtue, power,
His boundless charity. Through all eternity.

[TR. REV. E. CASWALL]
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THE BLESSED VIRGIN.

Omni die dic Mariz.

DAILY, daily, sing to Mary,
Sing, my soul, her praises due ;
All her feasts, her actions worship,
With the heart’s devotion true.
Lost in wond’ring contemplation
Be her majesty confest :
(‘all her mother, call her Virgin,
Happy Mother, Virgin blest.

She is mighty to deliver ;
Call her, trust her lovingly :
When the tempest rages round thee,
She will calm the troubled sea.
Gifts of Heaven she has given,
Noble Lady! to our race :
She, the Queen, who decks her subjects
With the light of God’s own grace.

Sing, my tongue, the Virgin's trophies,
Who for us her Maker bore ;
For the curse of old inflicted,
Peace and blessing to restore.
Sing in songs of praise unending,
Sing the world’s majestic Queen.
Weary not nor faint in telling
All the gifts she gives to men,

All my senses, heart, affections,
Strive to sound her glory forth :
Spread abroad the sweet memorials
Of the Virgin’s priceless worth.
Where the voice of music thrilling,
Where the tongue of eloquence,
That can utter hymns beseeming
All her matchless excellence !

All our joys do ow from Mary,
All then join her praise to sing :
Trembling sing the Virgin Mother,
Mother of our Lord and King.
While we sing her awful glory,
Far above our faney's reach,
Let our hearts be quick to offer
Love the heart alone can teach.

\ST. CASIMIR. TR. REV.
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THE BLESSED VIRGIN.

Omni die dic Mariz.
DAILY, daily, sing to Mary,

Sing, my soul, her praises due ;
All her feasts, her actions worship,
~ With the heart’s devotion true.
Lost in wond'ring contemplation
Be her majesty confest :
Call her mother, call her Virgin,
Happy Mother, Virgin blest.

She is mighty to deliver :
Call her, truxt her lovingly :
When the tempest rages round thee,
She will calm the troubled sea.
Gifts of Heaven she has given,
Noble Lady ! to our race :
She, the Queen, who decks her subjects
With the light of God's own grace.

Sing, my tongue, the Virgin's tropnies,
Who for us her Maker bore ;
For the curse of old inflicted,
Peace and blessing to restore.
Sing in songs of praise unending,
Sing the world’s majestic Queen.
Weary not nor faint in telling
All the gifts she gives to men.

All my senses, heart, affections,
Strive to sound her glory forth :
Spread abroad the sweet memorials
Of the Virgin’s priceless worth.
Where the voice of music thrilling,
Where the tongue of eloquence,
That can utter hymns beseeming
All her matchless excellence !

All our joys do flow from Mary,
All then join her praise to sing ;
Trembling sing the Virgin Mother,
Mother of our Lord and King.
While we sing her awful glory,
Far above our fancy's reach,
Let our hearts be quick to offer
Love the heart alone can teach.
(“T. CASIMIR. TR. REV, F. W. FAREE)
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Salve Regina.

Axtrpaon, B.V.M.

H

Save us from peril and from woe.
Mother of Christ, Star of the sea,
Pray for the wanderer, pray for me.

O gentle, chaste, and spotless Maid,

We sinners make our prayersthrough thee ;

Remind thy Son that He has paid
The price of our iniquity.
Virgin most pure, Star of the sea,
Pray for the sinner, pray for me.

AIL, Queen of Heav'n, the ocean Star! Sojourners in this vale of tears,
Guide of the wand'rer here below !
Thrown on life’s surge, we claim thy care—

To thee, blest advocate, we cry :
Pity our sorrows, calm our fears,

And soothe with hope our misery.

Refuge in grief, Star of the sea,

Pray for the mourner, pray for me.

And while to Him who reigns above,

In Godhead One, in Persons Three,
The Source of life, of grace, of love,
Homage we pay on bended knee ;

Do thou, bright Queen, Star of the sea,
Pray for thy children, pray for me.
[DR. LINGARD]
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Salve Regina.
ANnTtipHoN, B.V.)ML
T AIL, (,%ueen of Heav'n, the ocean Star! Sojourners in this vale of tears,
Guide of the wand’rer here helow ! To thee, blest advocate, we cry ;
Thrown on life’s surge, we claim thy care—  Pity our sorrows, calm onr fears,
Save us from peril and from woe. And soothe with hope our misery.
Mother of Christ, Star of the sca, Refuge in grief, Star of the sea,
Pray for the wanderer, pray for me. Pray for the mourner, pray for me.
) gentle, chaste, and spotless Maid And while to Him who reigns above,
bl D
. : . ,
We sinners make our prayers throughthee;  In Godhead One, in Persons Three,
temind thy Son that He has paid The Source of life, of grace, of love,
The price of our iniquity. Homage we pay on bended knee :
Virgin most pure, Star of the sea, Do thou, bright Queen, Star of the sea,
Pray for the sinner, pray for me. Pray for thy children, pray for me.

[DK. LINGAKD]
(135)



THE BLESSED VIRGIN.
102 (FirsT TU\'E)

, . . N
| ——= = ] 1 -
-P ] 4 (4 f ) -
GIES sz fe—2ic——=1s—2+ =2t
l [ I | | |
\
| s | = | l -
-sl- -9‘49-91- el o 2 T s T s e e e =
> e o—e o —6)o—ci-o—fc]=—-—
[2) H — — — [ — L
|| 7 { { C ( L L _
Lo
=D - . | — _} |
- —— ] i-T — sl o—s-
Gois | = ™ e =
A\S VA ) 2 P = 1T o = 1= sl o ol 7o o
J | ! | l | | :
! l | ' | | |
2 2 e e e = 2 2 o o .o o
: P 2 = — =) =>—
e == - fs—t
=< F ' ~ = I
=N | . ‘, -
—_ —— 1 — — —_ : ¢ —+ H—
e e = i e = = 9:_.‘.2__. S g
SV S = 1) S S U = S = 2 U = R = 2 W =7 S Sl
| | | I i |
\ | ' : |
- 4 e - - D e
L] fe>) — — -
5 = =7 1= P ) E 1= o]
] T _C2 — y [ = — [ t
= l I~ ™ = =
OTHER of Mercy ! day by day They know hut little of thy worth
My love of thee grows more and Who speak these heartless words to me ;
Thy gifts are strewn upon my way, [more;  For what did Jesus love on earth
Like sands upon the great sea-shore. One half so tenderly as thee !
Though poverty and work and woe Get me the grace to love thee more ;
The masters of my life may be, Jesus w 11] give if thou wilt plead ;
When times are worst, who does not know  And, Mother! when life’s cares are o'er,
Darkness 1 light with love of thee’? Ob, I shall love thee then indced !
But scornful men have coldly said Jesus; when His three hours were run,
Thy love was leading me from Cod ; Bequeath'd thee from the cross to me,
And yet in this T did but tread And oh ! how can I love thy Son,
The very path my Saviour trod. Sweet Mother! if T love not thee ?

[REV. F. W, FABER]
N.B.—Last line of words repeated,
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OTHER of Mercy ! day by dayv
My love of thee grows more and
Thy gifts are strewn upon my way, [more :
Like sands upon the great sea-shore,

Though poverty and work and woe
The masters of my life may be,

When times are worst, who does not know
Darkness 1s light with love of thee?

But scornful men have coldly said
Thy love was leading me from God ;
And yet in this T did but tread
The very path my Saviowr trod.
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They know but little of thy worth

Who speak these heartless words to me:
For what did Jesus love on earth

One half so tenderly as thee?

Giet me the grace to love thee more :
Jesus will give if thou wilt plead :
And, Mother ! when life's cares are o'er,
Oh, I shall love thee then indeed !

Jesux, when His three hours were ran,
Jequeath’d thee from the cross to me,
And oh! how can T love thy Son,
sweet Mother ! if T love not thee?
|REV. F. W. FABER]
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Dal tuo celeste.
OOK down, O Mother Mary, O Mary, dearest Mother,
From thy bright throne above : It thou wouldst have us live,
Cast down upon thy children Say that we are thy children,
One only glance of love ; And Jesus will forgive.
And if a heart so tender Our sins make us unworthy
With pity flows not o'er, That title still to bear,
Then turn away, O Mother, But thou art still onr Mother :
And look on us no more. Then show a Mother's carve.
See how, ungrateful sinners, Unfold to us thy mantle,
We stand before thy Son ; There stay we without fear ;
His loving heart upbraids us What evil can befall us
The evil we have done. If, Mother, thou art ncar’
But if thou wilt appease Him, O kindest, dearest Mother,
Speak for us but one word ; Thy sinful children save ;
For thus thou canst obtain us Look down on us with pity,
The pardon of our Lord. Who thy protection crave.
[ST. ALPHONSUS,  TR. REV. E. VAUGHAN, C.S8.R.]

N.B.—Liepeat first four lines of Hymw after each verse,
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Pulchra tota sine nota.

Queen of purity divine !
Make us love thee, we implore thee,
Make us truly to be thine.

Thou by faith the gates unfolding
Of the kingdom in the skies,

Hast to us, by faith beholding,
Shown the land of Paradise.

Thou, when deepest night infernal
Had for ages shrouded man,

Clavest us that light eternal,
Promised since the world hegan,

God in thee hath shower'd plenty
On the hungry and the weak ;

Sending back the mighty empty,
Setting up on high the meek.

Thine the province to deliver
Souls that deep in bondage lie ;
Thine to crush, and crush for ever,

Life-destroying heresy.

OLY Queen! we hend before thee,

(139)

Thine to show that earthly pleasures,

All the world’s enchanting bloom,
Are outrivall’d by the treasures
Of the glorious world to come.

Teach, O teach ux, Holy Mother!
How to conquer every sin ;

How to love and help each other :
How the prize of life to win.

Thou, to whom a Child was given
Cireater than the sons of men,

Coming down from highest Heaven
To create the world again.

Oh, by that Almighty Maker,
Whom thyself a Virgin bore !

Oh, by thy supreme Creator,
Link'd with thee for evermore !

3y the hope thy name inspires :

By our doom reversed through thee!

Help us, Queen of Angel-choirs!
To a blest eternity !

[ST. CASIMIR. TR, REV. E.

VAUGHAYN, C.S%.R.)
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ING, sing, ve Angel Bands,
All beautiful and bright :
For higher still and higher.
Through fields of starry light,
Mary, your Queen, ascends,
Like the sweet moon at night.

Oh, happy angels ! look,
How beautiful she ix!

See ! Jesus bears her up,
Her hand is locked in Hix ;

Oh, who can tell the height
Of that fair Mother’s blixs !

And shall T lose thee then,
Lose my sweet right to thee!

Ah ! no—the angels’ Queen
Man’s Mother still will be,

And thou, upon thy throne,
Wilt keep thy love for me.

(149)

On—through the countless stars
‘Proceeds the bright array :
And Love Divine comes forth
To light her on her way,
Through the <hort gloom of night
Into celestial day.

Hark ! hark ! through highest Heaven
What sounds of mystic mirth!
Mary by God proclaimed
Queen of IImmaculate Birth,
And diademed with stars,
The lowliest of the earth!

See ! see ! the Eternal Hands
Put on her radiant- crown,
And the sweet Majesty
Of Mercy sitteth down,
For ever and for ever,
On her predestined throne.
(REV. F. W. FARER)
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ING, sing, ye Angel Bands,
, All beautiful and bright ;
For higher still and higher,
Through fields of starry light,
Mary, your Queen, ascends,
Like the sweet moon at night.

On—through the countless stars
Proceeds the bright array :
And Love Divine comes forth
To light her on her way,
Through the short gloom of night
Into celestial day.

Ol, happy angelx! look,
How beautiful she is!

Hark ! hark ! through highest Heaven
What sounds of mystic mirth!

Nee !Jesus bears her up,
Her hand is locked in His ;
Oh, who can tell the height
Of that fair Mother’s bliss !

And shall T lose thee then,
Lose my sweet right to thee ?

Ah ! no—the angels’ Queen
Man’s Mother still will be,

And thou, upon thy throne,
Wilt keep thy love for me.

Mary by God proclaimed
Queen of Immaculate Birth,
And diademed with stars,
The lowliest of the earth!

See ! see ! the Eternal Hands

Put on her radiant crown,
And the sweet Majesty

Of Mercy sitteth down,
For ever and for ever,

On her predestined throne.

[REV. F. W. F
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N.B.—This is the original tune, of which a corrupt version is popularly sung to
“ Daily, daily, sing to Mary.”

O PUREST of creatures ! sweet Mother! sweet Maid !

The one spotless womb wherein Jesus was laid !
Dark night hath come down on us, Mother ! and we
Look out for thy shining, sweet Star of the Sea !

Deep night hath come down on this rough-spoken world,
And the banners of darkness are boldly unfurled :

And the tempest-tost Church—all her eyes are on thee,
They look to thy shining, sweet Star of the Sea !

He gazed on thy soul ; it was spotless and fair ;
For the empire of sin—it had never been there ;
Nonc had e’er owned thee, dear Mother, but He,
And He blessed thy clear shining, sweet Star of the Sea!

Earth gave Him one lodging : ‘twas deep in thy breast,
And God found a home where the sinner finds rest ;
His home and Hix hiding-place, both were in thee :
He was won by thy shining, sweet Star of the Sea!

tal)

Oh, blissful and calm was the wonderful rest
That thou gavest thy God in thy virginal breast ;
IFor the heaven He left He found heaven in thee,
And He shone in thy shining, sweet Star of the Sea!
[KEV. F. W. FABER]
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PUREST of creatures! sweet Mother ! sweet Maid!

The one spotless womb wherein Jesus was laid !
Dark night hath come down on us, Mother ! and we
Look out for thy shining, sweet Star of the Sea !

Deep night hath come down on this rough-spoken world,
And the banners of darkness are boldly unfurled :

And the tempest-tost Church—all her eyes are on thee,
They look to thy shining, sweet Star of the Sea !

He gazed on thy sonl ; it was spotless and fair :
For the empire of sin-—it had never been there ;

None had e’er owned thee, dear Mother, hut He,
And He blessed thy clear shining, sweet Star of the Sea !

Earth gave Him one lodging ; ‘twas deep in thy breast,
And God found a home where the sinner finds rest ;
His home and His hiding-place, both were in thee :

He was won by thy shining, sweet Star of the Sea !

Oh, blissful and calm was the wonderful rest
That thou gavest thy God in thy virginal breast :
For the heaven He left He found heaven in thee,
And He shone in thy shining, sweet Star of the Sea !

N.B.--Repeat last line of each verse.

( 145 )

[REV. F. W. FABER]
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ATL Mary, Pearl of Grace,
Pure flower of Adam’s race,
And vessel rare of God’s election ;
Unstained as virgin snow,
Serene as sunset glow—
We sinners crave thy sure protection.

Thou Queen of high estate,
Conceived immaculate

To form Incarnate Love’s pure dwelling ;
The Spirit found His rest
Within thy sinless breast,

And thence flow joys heyond all telling.

A fairer, purer Eve,
Didst thou her fall retrieve,
For man’s debt giving God in payment :
Thy spotless feet are pressed
Upon the serpent’s crest—
God’s stars thy crown, His sun thy raiment.

Through His dear blood who died,
By sinners crucified,
Art thou preserved, and we forgiven,
Help us to conquer sin,
That we may enter in,
Through thee, the golden gate, to Heaven.
|POM BEDE CAMM, 0.5.B.]
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Unstained as virgin snow,
Serene as sunset glow—
We sinners crave thy sure protection.

Thou Queen of high estate,

Conceived immaculate

ATL Mary, Pearl of Grace,
Pure flower of Adam’s race,
And vessel rare of God’s election ;

To form Incarnate Love’s pure dwelling ;
The Spirit found His rest
Within thy sinless breast,

And hence flow joys beyond all telling.

A fairer, purer Eve,
Didst thou her fall retrieve,

For man’s debt giving God in payment :
Thy spotless feet are pressed

Upon the serpent’s crest—

God’s stars thy crown, His sun thy raiment.

Through His dear blood who died,

By sinners crucified,

Art thou preserved, and we forgiven,

Help us to conquer sin,
That we may enter in,

Through thee, the golden gate, to Heaven.
[POM BEDE CAMM, O.S.B.|
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MOTHER blest, whom God bestows

On sinners and on just,

What joy, what hope thou givest those

Who in thy mercy trust !

Thou art clement, thou art chaste,

Mary, thou art fair ;

Of all mothers sweetest, best ;

None with thee compare.

O heavenly Mother, Mistress sweet!
It never yet was told
That suppliant sinner left thy feet
Unpitied, unconsoled.
Thou art clement, &c.

O Mother pitiful and mild,
Cease not to pray for me ;
IFor I do love thee as a child,

And sigh for love of thee.
Thou art clement, &e.

Most powerful Mother, all men know
Thy Son denies thee nought ;
Thou askest, wishest it, and, lo!
His power thy will has wrought.
Thou art clement, &e.

O Mother blest, for me obtain,
Ungrateful though I be,
To love that God who first could deign
To show such love to me.
Thou art clement, &ec.

[ST. ALPHONSUS,

(149)
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Ave maris stella.

VEespeErs, B.V.M.
HAIL, thou resplendent star,
Which shinest o’er the main;
Blest Mother of our God,
And ever Virgin Queen.

Hail, happy gate of bliss,
Greeted by Gabriel’s tongue ;
Negotiate our peace,
And cancel Eva’s wrong.

Loosen the sinner’s bands,
All evils drive away ;
Bring light unto the blind,
And for all graces pray.

Exert the mother’s care, ~
And thus thy children own :

To Him convey our prayer,
Who chose to be thy Son.

O pure, O spotless Maid,
Whose meekness all surpass’d,
Ounr lusts and passions quell,
And make us mild and chaste.

Preserve us pure and chaste,
Through life our safety be,

Till Jesu’s sight be given,
And endless bliss with thee.

Praise to the Father he,
With Christ His only Son,
And to the Holy Ghost,
Thrice blessed Three in One.
[ANON: IN ‘* A SELECTION OF CATHOLIC HYMNS,” GLASGOW, 1867]
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THE BLESSED VIRGIN.

VEsPERs, B.V.)M.

Portal of the sky !
Ever Virgin Mother

Of the Lord most High !

Oh ! by Gabriel’s Ave,
v B [
Utter'd long ago,
Eva’s name reversing,
Stablish peace helow.

Break the captive’s fetters ;
Light on blindness pour ;

All our ills expelling,
Every bliss implore.

AIL. thou Star of ocean!

Ave maris stella.

Show thyself a Mother ;
Oftter Him our sighs,

Who for us Incarnate
Did not thee despise.

Virgin of all Virgins!
To thy shelter take us :
Gentlest of the gentle !
Chaste and gentle make
Still as on we journey,
Help our weak endeavon

Till with thee and Jesus

We rejoice for ever.

Through the highest Heaven,

us.

w;

To the Almighty Three,
Father, Son, and Spirit,
One same glory he.
[TR.
(151)
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Ave maris stella,

of ocean !
sky !

Of the Lord most High!

Oh! by Gabriel's Av

Utter'd long ago,

€,

va’s name 1‘evel'-\,'illg,

Stablish peace bele

W,

Break the captive’s fetters :
Light on blindness pour;

All our ills expelling,
Every bliss implore.

Show thyself a Mother ;
Offer Him our sighs,

Who for us Incarnate
Did not thee despise.

Virgin of all Virgins!
To thy shelter take us :
Gentlest of the gentle !
Chaste and gentle make us.

Still as on we journey,

Help our weak endeavour ;
Till with thee and Jesus

We rejoice for ever,

Through the highest Heaven,
To the Almighty Three,
Father, Son, and Spirit,

One same glory be.

[TR. REV. E. CASWALL)
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T.aups, B.V. M.
O GLORIOUS Maid,enthroned on high,  The CGireat King’s Gate art thon, and bright
Above the lights that deck the sky!  Abode of everlasting Light :

O gloriosa virginum.

(O Maid, at whose maternal breast Ye ransomed nations, hail to Heaven
Thy infant Maker fed, caressed. Our Life-Spring throigh a Virgin given.
Thy Blesséd Seed restores us all To CGiod the Father, Giod the Son,

We lost by Eve’s unhappy fall, Of Mary born, be homage done ;

And bids the gates of Heaven again The like to God the Spirit be ;

Receive the weeping souls of men. Eternal Godhead, One in Three.

['TR. REV. FRANCIS TRAPPES)
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THE BLESSED VIRGIN.

I’LL sing a hymn to Mary,
The Mother of my God,
The Virgin of all virgins,
Of David’s royal blood.
O teach me, holy Mary,
A loving song to frame,
When wicked men blaspheme thee,
To love and bless thy name.

O Lily of the Valley,
O Mystic Rose, what tree,’
Or flower, ¢’en the fairest,
Is half so fair as thee?
O let me, though so lowly,
Recite my Mother’s fame ;
When wicked men blaspheme thee,
T'll love and bless thy name.

O noble Tower of David,
Of gold and ivory,

The Ark of God’s own promise,
The gate of Heav’'n to me.

To live and not to love thee
Would fill my soul with shame ;

When wicked men blaspheme thee,
I'll love and bless thy name.

When troubles dark afflict me,
In sorrow and in care,
Thy light doth ever guide me,
O beauteous Morning Star.
So I'll be ever ready,
Thy goodly help to claim,
When wicked men blaspheme thee,
To love and bless thy name,

The Saints are high in glory,
With golden crowns so bright ;
But brighter far is Mary,
Upon her throne of light.
Oh, that which God did give thee,
Let mortal ne’er disclaim ;
When wicked men blaspheme thee,
I'll love and bless thy name

But in the crown of Mary
There lies a wondrous gem,
As Queen of all the Angels,
Which Mary shares with them.
“No sin hath e’er defiled thee,”
So doth our faith proclaim :
When wicked men blaspheme thee,
I'll love and bless thy name.

And now, O Virgin Mary,

My Mother and my Queen,
I've sung thy praise—so bless me,
And keep my heart from sin.
When others jeer and mock thee,

T'll often think how I,
To shield my Mother Mary,
Would lay me down and die.

[REV. FR. WYSE]
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THE BLESSED VIRGIN.

I’LL sing a hymn to Mary,

L The Mother of my God,

The Virgin of all virgins,
Of David’s royal blood.

O teach me, holy Mary,
A loving song to frame,

When wicked men blaspheme thee,
To love and bless thy name.

O Lily of the Valley,
O Mystic Rose, what tree,
Or lower, e’en the fairest,
Is half so fair as thee !
O let me, though so lowlv.
Recite my Mother’s fame ;
When wicked men blaspheme thee,
I'll love and bless thy name.

O noble Tower ot David,
Of gold and ivory,

The Ark of God's own promise,
The gate of Heav'n to me.

To live and not to love thee
Would fill my soul with shame :
When wicked men blaspheme thee,

I'll love and bless thy name.

When troubles dark afflict e,
In sorrow and in care,
Thy light doth ever guide me,
O beauteous Morning Star,
So T'll be ever ready,
Thy goodly help to claim,
When wicked men blaspheme thee,
I'll love and bless thy name.

The Saints are high in glory,
With golden erowns so hright ;
But brighter far is Mary,:
Upon her throne of light.
Oh, that which God did give thee,
Let mortal n'er disclaim ;
When wicked men blaspheme thee,
I'll love and bless thy name.

But in the crown of Mary
There lies a wondrous gem,
As Queen of all the Angels,
Which Mary shares with them.
“No sin hath e’er defiled thee,”
So doth our faith proclaim :
When wicked men blaspheme thee,
I'Hl Tove and bless thy name.

And now, O Virgin Mary,
My Mother and my Queen,

T've sung thy praise—so bless me,
And keep my heart from sin.

When others jeer and mock thee, .
T'll often think how T,

To shield my Mother Mary,
Would lay me down and die.

[REV. FR. WYSE]
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Quem terra, pontus, sidera.
MaTins, B.V.L

HE Lord whom'earth, and air, and sea, O Mother blest! to whom was given

With one adoring voice resound ; Within thy compass to contain
Who rules them all in majesty : The Architect of earth and Heaven,
In Mary's heart a cloister found. Whose hands the universe sustain :
Lo! in a humble Virgin's womb, To thee was sent an Angel down ;
O’ershadowed by Almighty power : In thee the Spirit was enshrined :
He whom the stars, and sun, and moon, From thee came forth that Mighty One,
Each serve in their appointed hour. The long-desired of all mankind.

O Jesu! born of Virgin bright,
Immortal glory be to Thee :

Praise to the Father infinite,
And Holy Ghost eternally.

[TR. REV. F. CASWALL]
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THE BLESSED VIRGIN.

Quis te canat mortalium ?
THE ANNUNCIATION.

HAT mortal tongue can sing thy ’'Twas not thy guileless faith alone,
Dear Mother of the Lord ? [praise, That lifted thee so high ;

To Angels only it belongs "Twas not thy pure seraphic love,
Thy glory to record. Or peerless chastity :

Who born of man can penetrate But, oh ! it was thy lowliness,
Thy soul's majestic shrine ’ Well pleasing to the Lord,

Who can thy mighty gifts unfold. That made thee worthy to hecome
Or rightly them divine ’ The Mother of the Word.

Say, Virgin, what sweet force was that, Ol, Loftiest '—whose humility
Which from the Father's breast So sweet it was to see !

Drew forth His co-eternal Son, That God, forgetful of Himself,
To be thy bosom’s guest ? Abased Himself to thee!

Praise to the Father, with the Son,
And Holy Ghost, through whom
The Word eternal was conceived
Within the Virgin’s womh,
[TR. REV. F. CASWALLI
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Quo sanctus ardor te rapit.
THE VISITATION.
" HITHER thus, in holy rapture, Blessed Mothers! joyful meeting !
Royal maiden, art thou bent ! Thou in her, the hand of God,
Why so fleetly art thou speeding She in thee, with lips inspired,
Up the mountain’s rongh ascent ? Owns the Mother of her Lord.
Fill'd with the eternal Godhead ! Ax the ~un his face concealing,
Glowing with the Spirit’s ame ! In a cloud withdraws from sight,
Love it is that hears thee onward, SNo in Mary then lay hidden
And supports thy tender frame. He who is the world’s true light.
Lo ! thine aged cousxin claims thee, Honour, glory, virtue, merit,
(‘laims thy svmpathy and care ; Be to Thee, O Virgin's Son !
CGiod her shame from her hath taken : With the Father and the Spirit,
He hath heard her fervent prayer. While eternal ages run.

|TR. REV. E. CASWALL]
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Templi sacratas pande.
THE PURIFICATION.
STON ! open wide thy gatex, The hoary Simeon sees at last
Let figures disappear ; His Lord <o long desired,
A Priest and Vietim both in one, And hails; with Anna, Israel's hiope
The Truth Himself is here. With sudden rapture fired.
No more the simple flock shall bleed— But silent knelt the Mother hlest
Behold the Father's Son Of the yvet silent Word :
Himself to His own Altar comes And pondering all things in her heart,
For sinners to atone. With speechless praize adored.
Conscious of hidden Deity, Praise to the Father with the Son,
The lowly Virgin brings And Holy Spirit he :
Her new-born Babe with two young doves, Praise to the blessed Three in One,
Her tender offerings. Throneh all eternity.

(TR, REV, E. cASWALL]
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THE BLESSED VIRGIN.

O vos atherei plaudite cives.
THE ASSUMPTION.

EJOICE, O ye Spirits and Angels on high !
This day the pure Mother of love
3y death was set free ; and ascending the sky,
Was welcomed by Jesus, with triumph and joy,
To the Courts of His glory above,

O Virgin divine ! what treasures are thine!

What power and splendour untold !
With flesh thou hadst clothed the Lord of all might ;--
He clothes thee in turn with His infinite light,

And a vesture of radiant gold.

He, who on thy breast found nurture and rest,

Is now thy inetfable Food ;
And He, who from thee in the flesh lay conceal'd,
Now gives thee, beholding His glory reveal'd,

To drink from the fulness of God.

Through thy Virginal womb what graces have come!
What glories encompass thy throne !
Where next to thy Son, thou sittest a Queen,
Exalted on high, above Angels and men !
Inferior to Godhead alone !

Then hear us, we pray, on this blessed day ;
Remember we also are thine ;

And deign for thy children with Jesus to plead,

That He may forgive us, and grant us in need
His strength and protection divine.

All praise to the Father, who chose for His Son
A mother, the daughter of Eve ;
All praise to the glorious Child of her womb ;
All praise to the infinite Spirit, by whom
Her glory it was to conceive !
|TR. REV. E. CASWALL)
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THE BLESSED VIRGIN.

C REEN are the leaves, and sweet the owers,
X And rich the hues of May :
We see them in the gardens round,
And market-panniers gay :
And €’en among our streets, and lanes,
And alleys, we desery,
By fitful gleams, the fair sunshine,
The blue transparent <ky.
O Mother maid, be thou our aid,
Now in the opening year ;
Lest sights of earth to sin give hirth
And bring the tempter near.

dreen is the grass, hut wait awhile,
"Twill grow and then will wither ;
The flow'rets, brightly as they smile,
Shall perish altogether :
The merry sun, you sure would say,
It ne’er could sct in gloom ;
But earth’s hest joys have all an end,
And =in, a heavy doom.
But Mother maid, thou dost not fade ;
With stars above thy brow,
And the pale moon beneath thy feet,
YFor ever throned art thou.

‘The green, green grass, the glittering grove,
The heaven’s majestic dome,
They image forth a tenderer hower,
A more refulgent home ;
They tell us of that Paradise
Of everlasting rest,
And that high Tree, all lowers and fruit,
The sweetest, yet the best.
O Mary, pure and beautiful,
Thou art the Queen of May :
Our garlands wear about thy hair,
And they will neer decay.
[CARDINAL NEWMAN]
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Verses 5,6 and 7 end here.
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HIS is the image of the Queen
Who reigns in bliss above ;
Of her who is the hope of men,
Whom men and angels love !
Most holy Mary ! at thy feet
I bend a suppliant knee ;
In this thy own sweet month of May,
Dear Mother of my God, I pray,
Do thou remember me !

The homage offered at the feet
Of Mary’s image here
To Mary’s self at once ascends
Above the starry sphere.
Most holy Mary! at thy feet
I bend a suppliant knee ;
In all my joy, in all my pain,
O Virgin born without a stain,
Do thou remember me !

How fair soever be the form
Which here your eyes behold,
Its beauty is by Mary’s sclf
Excell'd a thousandfold.
Most holy Mary ! at thy feet
I bend a suppliant knee ;
In my temptations cach and all.
From Eve derived in Adam’s fall
Do thou remember me !

Sweet are the flowrets we have cull’d,
This image to adorn ;
But sweeter far is Mary’s self,
That rose without a thorn !
Most holy Mary ! at thy fect
I bend a suppliant knee :
When on the bed of death I lie,
By Him who did for sinners die,
Do thou remember me.

O Lady, by the stars that make
A glory round thy head ;

And by thy pure uplifted hands,
That for thy children plead ;

O Lady, by that face divine
Which angels joy to see ;

And by the deadly serpent’s might,
Subdued and crush’d by thee ;

And by thy robe of mystic hue,
More azure than the skies :

And by those lips sutfused with grace ;
And by those pitying eyes ;

And by those freshly-gather'd Howers
Here offered at thy feet ;
And by thy prayers that evermore
Ascend as incense sweet ;—
When at the Judgment-seat T stand,
And my dread Saviour sce :
When waves of night around me roll
And Hell is raging for my soul ;
Oh, then, remember me !
[REV. E. CASWALL)
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THE BLESSED VIRGIN.

Lasciate O Vergine.

]’ OY of my heart ! oh let me pay
e

To thee thine own sweet month of

Mary ! one gift T beg of thee,

My soul from sin and sorrow free.
Direct my wandering feet aright,
And be thyself mine own true light.
Be love of thee the purging fire,

To cleanse for God my heart’s desire.

[May.

Mother ! be love of thee a ray

From Heaven, to show the heavenward way.
Mary, make haste thy child to win

From sin, and from the love of sin.
Mother of God! let my poor love

A mother’s prayers and pity move.

O Mary, when I come to die.

Be thou, thy spouse, and Jesus nigh.

When mute before the Judge I stand,
My holy shield be Mary’s hand.

O Mary ! let no child of thine

In hell's eternal exile pine.

If time for penance still be mine,
Mother, the precious gift is thine.
Thou, Mary, art my -hope and life,
The starlight of this earthly strife.

Oh, for my own and others’ sin

Do thou, who canst, free pardon win.

To sinners all, to me the chief,

Send, Mother, send thy kind relief.

To thee our love and troth are given :
Pray for us, pray, bright Gate of Heaven.
Sweet Day-Star! let thy beauty be

A light to draw my soul to thee.

We love thee, light of sinners’ eyes !

Ol, let thy prayer for sinners rise.

Look at us, Mother Mary ! see

How piteously we look to thee.

I am thy slave, nor would I be

For worlds from this sweet hondage free.
O Jesus, Joseph, Mary, deign

My soul in heaveuly ways to train.

Sweet stewardess of God, thy prayers
We beg, who are God’s ransomed heirs.
O Virgin-born ! O Flesh Divine!
Cleanse us, and make us wholly Thine.
Mary, dear Mistress of my heart,

What thou wouldst have me do, impart.
Thou, who wert pure as driven snow,
Make me as thou wert here below.

O Queen of Heaven! obtain for me
Thy glory there one day to see.

Oh, then and there, on that bright day,
To me thy womb’s chaste Fruit display.
Mother of God! to me no less
Vouchsafe a mother’s sweet caress.

Be love of thee, my whele life long,

A seal upon my wayward tongue,

Write on my heart’s most secret core
The five dear Wounds that Jesus bore.
Oh give me tears to shed with thee
Beneath the cross on Calvary.
One more request, and I have done ;—
With love of thee and thy dear Son,
More let me burn, and more cach day,
Till love of self 1s burned away.

{REV. A. MUZZARELLI]
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H, vision bright!
The land of light
Beams goldenly beyond the sky !
Mid heavenly tfives,
‘Bove angel-choirs,
Mary, our Mother, reigns on high.

Oh, vision bright!
The Father’s might

All round His daughter’s throne doth i -

Where, in the balm
Of endless calm,
Mary, our Mother, reigns on high.

Oh, vision bright !
The eternal light
Of the dear Son may we descry ;
Where, brighter far
Than moon or star,
Mary, our Mother, reigns on high.

Ol, vision bright !
Angels’ delight !
The Mother sits with Jesus nigh :
Her form He bears,
Her look He wears ;
Mary, our Mother, reigns on high.

Oh, vision bright !
Life’s darkest night
Is fair as dawn when thou art nigh ;
Where, 'mid the throng
Of psalm and song,
Mary, our Mother, reigns on high.

Oh, vision bright!
Oh, land of light !
Thou art our home beyond the <ky :
'Tis grand to see
How gloriously
Mary, our Mother, reigns on high.

|REV. F. W. FARFK]
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THE BLESSED VIRGIN.

H ! balmy and bright as moonlit night,
Is the love of our Blessed Mother ;
It lies like a beam
Over life’s cold stream,
And life knows not such another,
Oh, life knows not such another !

The month of May with a grace a day
Shines bright with our Blessed Mother ;
The angels on high
In the glorious sky,
Oh, they know not such another,
Nay, they know not such another !

The angels’ Queen, the beautiful Queen,
Is the sinmer’s patient Mother ;
With pardon and peace
And the soul's release,
Where shall we tind such another !
Where shall we tind such another?

O Mary’s Heart, the Immaculate Heart
The Heart of the Saviowr’s Mother !
All Heaven shows bright
In its clear, sweet light,
(iod hath not made such another,
God hath not made such another !

)

Jut Mary’s love, her plentiful love,
Lives not in an earthly mother!
"Twill show us at last,
When the strife is past,
Our merciful God as our Brother,
Our mereiful God as our Brother !
[REV. F. W. FABER]
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THE BLESSED VIRGIN.

FLOWER of Grace! divinest Flower !
God’s light thy life, God’s love thy dower !
That all alone with virgin ray
Dost make in Heaven eternal May ;
Sweet falls the peerless dignity
Of God’s eternal choice on thee !
Mother dearest ! Mother fairest !
Maiden purest ! Maiden rarest !
Help of earth and joy of Heaven!
Love and praise to thee bhe given,
Blissful Mother ! Blissful Maiden !

(hoice Flower! that bloomest on the hreast
Of Jesus, which 1s now thy rest,
As thine was once the chosen bed
Of His dear Heart and sacred Head :
O Mary ! sweet 1t 1s to see
Thy Son's ereation graced by thee !
Mother dearest ! Mother fairest! &e.

O queenly Flower ! enthroned above,

The trophy of Almighty love !

Ah me! how He hath hung thee round

With all love-tokens that abound,

With God's own light, beyond the reach

Of angel song or mortal speech !
Mother dearest ! Mother fairest ! (e,

O Flower of God ! divinest Flower !

Elected from His inmost bower !

Where angels come not, there art thou ;

A crown of glory on thy hrow!

While far below, all bright and hrave,

Their gleamy palms the ransomed wave.
Mother dearest ! Mother fairest ! &e.

Yet thou didst bloom on earth at first,

In meekness proved, in sorrow nursed :

And Heaven must own its debt to earth,

Sweet flower ! for thy surpassing worth ;

And angels, for their Queen’s dear sake,

Our road to thee more smooth shall make.
Mother dearest ! Mother fairest ! &e.

O Mary ! when we think of thee,
Our hearts grow light as light can be ;
For thou hast felt as we have felt,
And thon hast knelt as we have knelt :
And so it ix,---that ntterly,
Mother of God ' we trust in thee!

Mother dearest ! Mother fairest | &e.

[REV. F. W, FABER)
(173)



THE BLESSED VIRGIN.

ARY ! dearest Mother !
L From thy heavenly height
Look on us, thy children,
Lost in earth’s dark night.

Mary ! purest creature !
Keep us all from sin :

Help us, erring mortals,
Peace in Heaven to win.

Mary ! Queen and Mother !
Get us still more grace,

With still greater fervour
Now to run our race.

Daughter of the Father !
Lady kind and sweet !

Lead us to our Father,
Leave us at His Feet.,

(174 )

Mother of our Saviour,
Joy of God above !
Jesus bade thee keep us
In His fear and love.

Mary ! Spouse and servant
Of the Holy Ghost!

Keep for Him His creatures
Who would else be lost.

Holy Queen of angels !
Bid thine angels come
To escort us safely
To our heavenly home.

Bid the saints in Heaven
Pray for us their prayers :
They are thine, dear Mother !
That thou may’st he theirs.
|REV. F. W. FABER]
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OTHER Mary ! at thine altar
We thy little daughters kneel ;

With a faith that cannot falter,

To thy goodness we appeal.
We are seeking for a mother

O’er the earth so waste and wide,
And from off His cross our Brother

Points to Mary by His side.

We have seen thy picture often
With thy little Babe in arms,
And it ever seemed to soften
All our sorrows with its charms ;
So we want thee for our Mother,
In thy gentle arms to rest,
And to share with Him our Brother
That sweet pillow on thy breast.

We have none but thee to love us
With a Mother’s fondling care ;

And our Father, God above us, .
Bids us fly for refuge there.

All the world is dark before us,
We must out into its strife ;

If thy fondness watch not o'er us,
Oh how sad will be our life !

So we take thee for our Mother,
And we claim our right to be,
By the gift of our dear Brother,
Babes and daughters unto thee ;
And the orphan’s consecration
Thou wilt surely not despise,
From thy bright and lofty station
Close to Jesus in the skies.

Mother Mary ! to thy keeping
Soul and body we contide,
Toiling, resting, waking, sleeping,
To be ever at thy side ;
Cares that vex us, joys that please us,
Life and death we trust to thee ;
Thou must make them all for Jesus,
And for all eternity !
[REV. F. W. FABEL|
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THE BLESSED VIRGIN.

A

E Maria! O Maiden, O Mother,
Fondly thy children are calling on thee,

Thine are the graces unclaimed by another,
Sinless and beautiful Star of the Sea!
Mater Amabilis, ora pro nobis !

Pray for thy children who call upon thee ;

Ave Sanctissimma ! Ave purissima !

Sinless and beautiful, Star of the Sea.

Ave Maria ! the night shades are falling,

Softly our voices arise unto thee,

Earth's lonely exiles for succour are calling,
Sinless and beautiful, Star of the Sea !
Mater Amabilis, ora pro nobis ! &e.

Ave Maria ! thy children are knecling,
Words of endearment are murmured to thee ;
Softly thy spirit upon us is stealing,
Sinless and beautiful, Star of the Sea.
Mater Amabilis; ora pro nobis ! &e.

Ave Maria ! thou portal of Heaven,
Harbour of refuge, to thee do we flee
Lost in the darkness, by stormy winds driven,
Shine on our pathway, fair Star of the Sca !
Mater Amabilis, ora pro nobis! &e.

(177)
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VE Maria! O Maiden, O Mother,
Fondly thy children are calling on thee,
Thine are the graces unclaimed by another,
Sinless and beautiful Star of the Sea !
Mater Amabilis, ora pro nobis *
Pray for thy children who call upon thee :
Ave Nanctissima ! \ve purissima !
Sinless and beautiful, Star of the Sea.
Ave Maria! the night <hades are falling,
Softly our voices arise unto thee,
‘Farth's lonely exiles for succour are calling,
Sinless and beautiful, Star of the Sea !
Mater Amabilis, ora pro nobis ! &e.
Ave Maria ! thy children are kneeling,
Words of endearment are murmured to thee :
Softly thy spirit upon us is stealing,
Sinless and heautiful, Star of the Sca.
Mater Amabilis, ora pro nobis! &e.

Ave Maria ! thou portal of Heaven,
Harbour of refuge, to thee do we tlee :
Lost in the darkness, by stormy winds driven,
Shine on our pathway, fair Star of the Nea !
Mater Amabilis, ora pro nobis !
ISISTER M. |
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MOTHER ! will it always be,
That every passing vear
Shall make thee seem more beautiful,
Shall make thee grow more dear !

And art thou really infinite,
That thou shouldst thus unfold
Fresh glories every feast that comes,
New grandewrs yet untold !

We knew thee to be free from stain
As is the sun’s white beam ;

We knew God's Mother must he great
Above what we could dream.

Yet now it scems we knew thee not ;
Each feast-day we begin

To know thee in a truer way,
And truer love to win.

(1sv)
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O Mother! thou art like the life
The blessed lead above,

Unchangeable, vet growing still
In glory and in love.

Thou art, and yet art not, the same ;
Old things pass not away :

Yet thou to-morrow wilt be more
Than the Mary of to-day.

How close to God. how full of God,
Dear Mother, must thou be!

For still the more we know of God,
The more we think of thee.

This is thy gift—oh give it us '—
To make God better known :
Ah Mother ! make Him in our hearts
More grand and more alone.
[REV. F. W. PABEL]
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