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EASTER LILIES
Smile praises, O sky!
Soft breathe them.
O air!
Below and on bigh,

peept
And early palm.

Arcuse thc. o
apring!

Ye flowers, come
forth

With thovaand hues
tinting

The soft green
earth:

Ye violets tender.

Ard  sweet  roses
bright,

Gay Lent-lilies
blended

With pure lilies
white.

Sweep, tides of rich
music,

The full veins
along,

And pour in  fuil
measures,

Sweet lyres, your
song.

Sing, sing, for He
liveth—

He lives, 2s b e

sai-l: S

The Lord hath arisen ¥J

Uznbarmed from
the dead.

Ciap, <clap your
bands, moun-
tains!

Ye valleys, resound! EASTER LILIES

Leap, leap for jov fountains Jack Wardell had all «f a boy

Ye hills, catch the sound fun. Of owurs | ent o church
All triumph! He liveth— ome oould live with
He lives, as bhe said: not go to }
The Lord hath arisen liked well to know that v em- )
Unbarmed from the dead oyodunrrux. Beuuuud;dnot_.n wberenrv\wnx

HE GIVETH
QUIETNESS,
WHO THEN
™CAN MAKE
TROUBLE?|
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