Infant of days, yet Lord of Life, Sweet Prince of Peace,All
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The din with wh!ch earth’s ﬁe]ds are rife, And wc would lift the
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¢ Peace I leave with you.” was again
Thy dying Gift to earth;
"Sweet echo of the lingering ffrain,
Of Chriftmas morn, the glad refrain
Of Anthems at Thy Biith ;
When Angel choirs hymned forth to us
 In terrda Pax bominibus.”
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O olive Branch! O Dove of Peace!

Brooding o’er ftormy waters !
When fhall the flood of woe decreafe ?
When fhall the dreary confli&t ceafe,

And earth’s fad fons and daughters
With glad. hearts hail Thy word to us,

. In terrd Pax bominibus?™

* S. Luke ii., 14.






