
darkened, and night at mid day brooded over the 
rent, and reeling earth, and suspended on the 
Cross, the Saviour, with compassion more than 
mortal, prayed for His persecutors: “ Father for
g iv e  them for they know not what they d o;” 
and the curtain fell upon that awful scene, as the 
same voice exclaim ed: “ It is finished.”

Pity, gratitude and love for and to the Christ 
filled all hearts.

But high above all these emotions arose the 
sense of triumph in His triumph, the glow of joy 
inexpressible in His conquest—the feeling of vic
tory born of His last triumphant words: “ It is
finished.”

And these high-born and holy sentiments wel
ling up and overflowing in their hearts, were 
relieved but not fully expressed in the closing 
hymn set to the tune of “Merdin.”

“ B u rst ye E m e ra ld  g a te s  an d  b rin g  
"T o  m y ra p tu re d  vision,
“ A ll th e  E x s ta t ic  joys th a t sp r in g  
“ ’R o u n d  th e  b r ig h t E ly s ia n :
“ Lol w e lift o u r long ing  eyes,
“ B reak , ye  in te rv en in g  skies.
“ Sun  of R ig h teo u sn ess , a rise ,
"O pe th e  g a te s  of P a rad ise .
“ S w eetest sound  in S e ra p h s ’ song,
“ S w eetest sound  on M o rta l’s to n g u e ;
"S w eetes t ca ro l e v e r  sung—
" L e t i t ’s E ch o es  flow a lo n g .’’

W hen the voice of song in these exultant 
strains, were gradually led by the Precentor to the 
words of long metre doxology—

“ P ra ise  G od from  w hom  all b le s s in g s  flow,
P ra ise  H im  a ll C rea tu re s  h e re  below ;
P ra ise  H im  above, ye h eav en ly  host,
P ra ise  F a th e r , Son, an d  H o ly  G h o st”—■
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