Shepherd’s Sign
The light-life eyes of those who’ve died

Yet live again a sacrifice

Lifted up, they’ll see the sign

They’ll see the night-thief as he flies

Summer’s here, the fig tree’s bloomed

We trim our lamps to see the bridegroom

And in the air a trumpet call

Echoes the heart cry in my soul

The sun is black, the sky is red

The stars are fallen, the moon is dead

Creation heaves its childbirth cry

The shepherd’s sign is in the sky

The sun is black, the sky is red

The stars are fallen, the moon is dead

Creation heaves its childbirth cry

The shepherd’s sign is in the sky

Rejected love, they realize

“Who are you?” he asks, with a tear in his eye

“Lord, Lord” Lord, they say

But they lived their life their own way

The sun is black, the sky is red

The stars are fallen, the moon is dead

Creation heaves its childbirth cry

The shepherd’s sign is in the sky

The sun is black, the sky is red

The stars are fallen, the moon is dead

Creation heaves its childbirth cry

The shepherd’s sign is in the sky

Lo, what a glorious sight appears

To our believing eyes

The earth and sea are passed away

And the old rolling skies

From the third heaven where God resides

That holy, happy place

The new Jerusalem comes down

Adorned with shining grace

His own soft hand shall wipe the tear

From every weeping eye

And pains and groans and griefs and fears

And death itself shall die

And death itself shall die

Death itself shall die

The sun is black, the sky is red

The stars are fallen, the moon is dead

Creation heaves its childbirth cry

The shepherd’s sign is in the sky

The sun is black, the sky is red

The stars are fallen, the moon is dead

Creation heaves its childbirth cry

The shepherd’s sign is in the sky

