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We know, Most Holy One, your Fire
refines away all dross.

But curse and SOorrovw we deserve
Christ died for on the cross!
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We pray, Almighty Comforter, ’

extinguish evil pain! ?‘Q‘\ w‘h\ e ‘('H‘\-K
Remove the constant suffering _{ e

which desecrates your Name! A L“

But if we still must drink the cup

and bear tormenting bhurt,

receive, dear Lord, our anguished lives
as offerings purely burnt.
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