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Sing we then with joyous heart,

Move with steps unwearied on,

Bravely do and bear our part

Patient till the night is gone
;

Then we rise to God above,

Evermore to sing His love.

VI.

{Forye died, andyour life is hid with Christ in God''

WE died with Christ our surety,

With Him we left the dead.

And in the heavens are seated

With our exalted Head.

The grave, and death and judgment

Behind forever lie,

Before us peace and glory

In life which cannot die.

With Christ our life is hidden

Secure in God above.

Within the calm untrodden,

Walled in by endless love
;

Beyond the scathe of sorrow.

Beyond the curse of sin.

Secure from outward trouble,

And safe from blight within.


