
' Too soon, 0 Lord J when Thou alone canst know 
T o  the full measure all earth's weight of woe, 
When murder walks unscathed okr land and 
Oh ! can it be too soon to beg of Thee 

To give us Peace Z 

Too soon, when homeless, hungrg. children plead, 
When pain-wota mothers weep the sons that bleed, 
When manhood crushes manhood ruthlessly, 
, Oh I can it be too soon to beg of Thee 

To give us Peace I 

Too soon, and not the ioveliness of Spring, 
' With all its perfumed promises can bring 

Back to our lives the calm that used to be ; 
Oh! can it be too soon to beg of Thee 

To give us Peace 3 
4 

Must we then wait until there axe no more 
slay on land or strew on alien shore ? 
ugh war-clouds darken, must we patiently 
ait the end ? 0 Lord, we beg of Thee 

To give us Peace. 
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