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Our life is like the summer. Ere we knoiv
'Chat yet we live,

Our- time is past; aur souls ta God we ewe,
Ta God we -Iv'e.

But as each -%vinter promises a spring,
Eachi nighit a dav,

As trecs and floiwers next year wvill beauty bring
Forth fraîin decay,

So we, relitiquislizg this mortal strife,
Like ail tliat dlies,

Mav hiope, lby dving, ta a ighler life

Irom this ta, risc.

Butt our utew sumiler life wviIl liave tio end,
No deaith, no night;

Uis joy, its brighitncss ever wvill extend
In Gad's aow'î lighlt.

1'hen, like the secci, w~hicli, by i*s secmning deatlh,
Mafrc fruitful graws,

Let us ini resi-iiat ion yicld aur brcath,
Our evelids close,

Knouing this is the entrance ta the life ta carne,
Vie blest aibade,

Whcere we shial sec, in our eternal Homne,
'lle Face of GÎod.


