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For it saves its song tili the end of life,
And then ini the soft, stili even,

'Midi the golden ligit*of tie setting sun
It sings, as it soars into hieaven

And the blessed notes fali back fromi the skies,
'Tis it 01113' son g, for in i iinging it dies.

1Have you heard these tales ? Shall 1 tell you oie
A gyreater and betLer than ail ?

H-ave you hieard of H-lu iviion the heavens adore,
Before wvhorn the hosts ofr thcem fail '?

Howv 1le. left the choirs and anthierns above
For earth ini its wailings and woes,.

To siffer the shanie andi pain of the c ross,
And die for die life of 1-is foes ?

0 Prince of die noble ! 0, Sufferer divine
What sorroiv ant sacrifice equal ra thine ?

Have you heard this tale. Uhe best of theni ail,
Thie tale of the Holy and True ?

H-e lied, buit His life nowv in untold semis
Lives on ini the world aniew*.

Ilis seed prevails, and is filling the eaî-tl
As flhc stars fil the skies aý,ove.

Hip taughit uis to yield up the love of life
For thec sakeé of the life of love.

His death is our life. I-is loss is aur gain,
The joy for die tear, the pe:tce for the pain.

Now hear tiiese tales, ye waary and 'vorn,
WTVha for othiers dlo giv'e up yaur ail

Ouir Sav'iour hath told u'an thc seed that would groiv
Into earth's dark boisonu niust Eall

NI\ust pass froin thue view~ and die mway,
And then w~ill the fruit appear:

The grain that secrns lost in Uic ezirth below%
\Vihl rclurni niv-foldi in tie ear

J33 death cornes life, by loss cornesgan
The jay l"or thue tear die peace for the pain.

--Jniy liaugh, inV~t 'kSn


