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:Empty your re arts of hatred, 
Of envy of pride and sin; 
Of mal ice, bitter anu. crue1---
0h !1et the dear Lord in ! 

Pa ti. en tly , tenderly vmi ting , 
Yearning your l ove to vin, 
Heed him who softly \'Jhispers, 

0ore heart ! Oh , let me in ! 

I am thy Father and Mother , 
Nearer than nearest of kin; 

I r::ill never forsake thee - - -
Open ! nnd let me in ! 

Swee t as the dawn of the morning , 
Triu.~ph of Love over Sin ! 
Radiant , rapturous feeling , 
Lo ! the Christ is rli thin ! 


