My, 504«, My Son P Wil Divges o

My Som, sy Som -

Look a1 bt Hey bawe done o Vou-
Hey Lart Lung Vo om & Tre 1o die
iy Som, sy Som,
oo of riconciliction 1
4 dim-s0ilud world.

OMS%,MSM—{WWVW
who bang i otler pesce

There Lo 4 stream Yat (lows
o waler He eanth
Wit gladmers and foy.
(2 flows down [pom your Pierced and Wosnded Heart,;
O my Son, it was You whe offpred 1o go [or

1o Teack Wem,

1o Love Wem,

1o save Yhom

aons and davgfterns of | AM.




My Son, my Som -
4 Fatben's Leant ia brofoes -
[ (£t Your pain,
[ (bt Vour desine—1a see it Yrougf. -
Arough 1o Ye nd]

[ 4 20 proud of You,
my Son, my only-legotien, my Joy]
As | Look down on You now,
on Your banging, and draining -
Which L A naining away e sims of e mary -
good jobl welll done, Som, good job well done!

Rest mow youn body for st Ay,
ard U rectine sy Gt 1o Dramafform Youn bumanily
o ouwr Divinity—our Exalted Divinity -
reael mow, wit well, for Your work s ended,
and gt A in only begun anew -

Uin s e cincle o Lefe—mo Uhe
spirdl of lift—ever Leadiong them upuand snd omward 1o Us,
Thashes fo1 going! Som, Whanks for going 1o them. Amor.




