 The shattered remnants of the parting cloud
Qiuﬂﬁé sky now grey, now turnbng blue

Man may be forgiven for exclalming loud

His ghadness when the sun comes shining through.

And oft through rifted cloud
The remnants of another world be seen
We care not for the tossing shroud
Bring it no cause to say' It might have been'
and though each passing hours our fellos take
Their absence is not felt so keen as we grow old,
Our turn will come ‘ere time we make,
With them we'll watech the e&ons unfold.

For in this timeless age,we mark with time

Divided segements precisely so;

From here we journey to another clime

And Jjourneying, meet those who crossed so long ago.

They for us have always prayed before the Throne
And we with them shall join our prayers

For those we leave behind alone,

Yet not alone for we shall share their cares.

Shall share their jéys and pralse as well
In that bright world beyond the farthest star,
Which we exchange for this in which we dwell
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