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(Dawn ]Qrayer)




ST- BENEDICT
HAD TOO MANY
RULES FOR THE

CLERGY-




AWAKENING
AT THIS UNGODLY
HOUR WAS PROBABLY
THE MOST
DEMONIC.

THE SHEETS HAD BEEN SUN-DRIED THE DAY BEFORE AND STILL
SMELLED OF EARLY SPRING AND YOUTH AND POSSIBILITIES.-
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HE SUDDENLY AROSE AND THREW OPEN THE BLINDS TO
LET THE INSISTENT EAYS OF DAWN WASH OVER HIM-




PLEASE, IT
\ 1S COLD -
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HE JUST LAUGHED AND PULLED HER oUT OF BED AND UP TO THE WINDOW
SILL TO SEE THE LIGHT PEEK OVER THE LUSH ROLLING HILLS AND
CRYSTALLINE LAKE. SHE COVERED HERSELF AS MUCH AS POSSIBLE-




ITIS TIME
FOR LAUDS-
WHAT THE
PRIESTS CALL
THE DAWN
PRAYER-

THIS WAS
MY LEAST
FAVORITE TIME OF
PRAYER AT THE
SEMINARY .-

|HE BURIED HIS FACE IN HER HAIR.-
SHE SMELLED OF ROSE WATER-




I AM. BUT
NSTEAD OF ST-
BENEDICT, T WILL
PRAY THE WORDS
OF JOHN
DONNE.-

ARE
YOU GOING
TO PRAY WITH
ME?




BUSY OLD FOOL,
UNRULY SUN / WHY
DOST THOU THUS /
THROUGH WINDOWS AND
THROUGH CURTAINS
CALL ON US7?

|HE STARTLED THE FEW CHICKENS UNDEENEATH THE
| WINDOW WHO PROTESTED THE COMMOTION FROM ABOVE.

WHAT DID
JOHN DONNE
MEAN BY ALL

THAT?




WHAT
ANY POET'S
AUBADE MEANS.
LOVERS ARE
HEARTSICK WHEN
DEPARTING AT
DAWN.-

ARE You
LEAVING?







Prime
(€arly Moming Prayer)




ARrE You
STILL
ASLEEP?




(Mid-Moming Prayer)




I BROUGHT
us SoMe
BREAKFAST-

SLEEPING LATE WAS ALWAYS SUCH A LUXURY,
ESPECIALLY IN THESE TRYING TIMES.-




THERE ARE
CROISSANTS AND
JAM AND...

DO I HAVE TO
LEAVE THIS
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YOU STAY IN
BED AS LONG AS
YOU WISH-
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HE TOOK A CROISSANT, SLATHERED IT DECADENTLY WITH JAM, AND CAREFULLY FED
IT TO HER LIKE A CHILD- SHE ATE IT GLEEFULLY AND GIGGLED WITH DELIGHT .
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TELL ME
WHAT A TERRIBLE
LITTLE CREATURE

YOU WERE AS A
CHILD.




HE DID- HE TOLD HER STORY AFTER STORY.-




712:00 NOON

Sext

(Mid-Day Prayer)
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I STOLE US
SOME WINE




CANNOT BE
~ | WORSE THAN
.-~ \STEALING THE
_PRIEST.
T




YOU DO NOT -
YOU DO NOT
SUPPOSE THIS 1S







qui humanae substantiae
dignitatem mirabiliter condidisti, et
mirabilius reformasti: da nobis per hujus
aquae et vini mysterium, ejus divinitatis esse
consortes, qui humanitatis nostrae fieri dignatus

est particeps, Jesus Christus Filius tuus

Dominus noster: Qui tecum vivit et regnat
in unitate Spiritus Sancti Deus. Per
omnia saecula saeculorum.




LAUGHING, SHE EREFILLED BOTH GLASSES AGAIN AND AGAIN
UNTIL THE BOTTLE ROLLED EMPTY ACROSS THE FLOOR-







(Mid-Aftemoon Prayer)




WE SHOULD
GET UP.




BUT I HAVE
NOT YET
BATHED.-




SHOETLY HE RETUENED WITH A BASIN OF HOT WATER AND A FEW WHITE
CLOTHS, FRESHLY REMOVED FROM THE RECTORY'S LINEN CABINET.




( Cvening Drayer)




STAY AS LONG
AS I CAN-




WHICH POET
wouLb You

SN




THE ONE
YOU LIKE SO




BUT WE BY A LOVE SO
MUCH REFINED, / THAT OUR
SELVES KNOW NOT WHAT IT IS, /
INTER-ASSURED OF THE MIND, /

CARE LESS, EYES, LIPS, AND
HANDS TO MISS.




PLEASE
TELL ME WHAT
THAT MEANS.-

SHE BROLLED OVER TO HIM, EYES BESEECHING HIS FACE,
HIS FACE ALREADY LOOKING oUuT THE WINDOW- RESTLESS.

IT MEANS WE HAVE
A LOVE WHICH TIME
AND DISTANCE
CANNOT DIMINISH.-

HE LOOKED AT HER SO FORTHRIGH
THAT SHE ALMOST BELIEVED HIM-




~:00 pm
Compline

(Night Drayer)




LARDER WAS
OVERLY GENEROUS.-

THE TEAY WAS LADEN WITH COOKED MEATS AND CHEESES AND
OLIVES. SHE WATCHED WITH GREAT SATISFACTION AS HE TUCKED IN,
MURMURING HIS APPROVAL FOR HER EFFORTS.- SHE LOVED HIM-




2:00 am
Matins

(Vigil Prayer)




SHE ROLLED OVER TO FIND THE OTHER
SIDE OF THE Bl& WIDE BED WAS COOL -

THE TEAYS AND WINE BOTTLES AND GLASSES AND BASIN AND
DAMP LINEN HAD ALL BEEN STACKED WITH CARE BY THE DOOR-




SHE SAW THE SLIVER OF A CRESCENT MOON — ANOTHER SOLITARY TEAVELLER
— REFLECTING OFF THE LAKE- WITH GREAT REVERENCE, SHE HUMBLY BOWED
HER HEAD AND PEAYED TO ST. CHRISTOPHER FOR ALL THREE OF THEM-




What happens when a medieval servant girl

falls for a runaway priest?

Watch him teach her to worshipin a whole
new way—during the canonical hours of the

day and night.

Between the sacred and the profane lies the
nexus of love and lust.

Blue Marble

81962 " 187039 " publishing

7

9




