Thy Saintsare crowned with glory great Soutil
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Thy saintsare crowned with glory great;
They see God faceto face;

They triumph still, they still rejoice
Most happy istheir case.

Wethat are herein banishment
Continually do mourn:

We sigh and sob, we weep and wail,
Perpetually we groan.

Our sweet is mixed with bitter gall,
Our pleasureisbut pain:
Our joysscarce last the looking on,
Our sorrows still remain.

But therethey livein such delight,
Such pleasure and such play,
Asthat to them athousand years
Doth seem asyesterday.
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Thy vineyards and thy orchardsare
M ost beautiful and fair,

Full furnished with trees and fruits,
M ost wonderful and rare.

Thy gardens and thy gallant walks
Continually are green:

There grow such sweet and pleasant flowers
Asnowhere else are seen.

Thereisnectar and ambrosia made,
Thereismusk and civet sweet;
There many a fair and dainty drug
Istrodden under feet.

There cinnamon, there sugar grows,
Herenard and balm abound.

What tongue can tell or heart conceive
Thejoysthat therearefound?
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