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(Psalm 73)  88.88 (L.M.) No copyright. Transcribed from the Columbian Harmonist, 1807.
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Now let them boast how tall they rise,

I'll never envy them again;

There they may stand with haughty eyes,

Till they plunge deep in endless pain.

Their fancied joys, how fast they flee!

Just like a dream when man awakes;

Their songs of softest harmony

Are but a preface to their plagues.
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