~FETERNAL PRAISES ~

B

May the chilly stable

Al my praise enable;

May Thy rude manger bed
Be with devotion spread

May Herod’s overtures
Unto the death of, Yours
Whth worship be subsumed
As risen from the tomb,

May all the biting thorns
That once Your head adorned
AL be replaced with ays
And ﬂdﬁ[a/zci; g my praise

Instead g( cruel nails
Devotion be my grail;
T bound Barabbas now!
And eer free art Thou

Did Vile men omcefm’( Thee?
Oh, now let them hail Thee,
And let Thy purple robe

Be praise from round the glote

AL that once beset Thee
May & now abet Thee,



As once Thou wast raiséd
Now’ etern @ | praiséd




