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Lord, thon hbst bere thy ninety ana nine; But nous of the ro.omed ever knew

Ar teyno eouthfor thee?" llOW deep were the waters crossed

Art they heher oeoneer .This of Mine Nor how dark wue the nigibt thet the Lov. Po"',

Bthoe wonerd made from me; Ere ho found hie sheep which was lost; [thxo,'

And although the roe.d ho rougit and etcep, Outw bnte deser hean d ie " creayt

I go to the deseet to find my sheep." 'wahils n ik droy1 i

And &Il titrougit the Mountainsl, thunder-ri ven,

And op f rom the rocky etoePue
Thers rode a cry to the gate o!hevn

Reoc oefound My .heep 1"

Ana the angela echoed "redtet~e
"Rejoice, for the Lord bringa bock lit OWn.-


