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When shall triumphing love their griefg gllay.
And quell the greedy ghouls that rouad them

throng?

How long, Lord, shall selfishness and pride
Hover like mists o'er this terrestrial ball?

Scatter them with thy glorious breath aside,
And let thy splendor on our spirits fall.Oh I Sun dmne ! in glory glorified
Dissolve these chains that now our souls enthraU
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