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Words by
Dr. LEANDER M. ZIMMERMAN

THE LOSS

To dim life’s high ideals
Is your own loss
To mar good will and peace
Is your own loss
Walk where the Saviour trod
‘Who loved both man and God,
But follow Him afar —

The loss is yours.
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Each wast - ed chance for good Is your own loss.
To pray and not be-lieve Is your own loss.
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The song you fail to sing Is your own  loss.
To read God’s Word and doubt Is your own loss
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Each off¥ing you withhold
Is your own loss
Each pledge you fail to keep
Is your own loss
By gen’rous deeds man lives,
None loses what he gives,
Keep gold and lose the soul-

The loss is yours.
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For gifts God gave to use You oft may make ex-cuse,
With cour - age, faith and hope, You can with prob - lems cope,
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But when  the task is done The loss is
But when  you doubt and fear The loss is
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Each blessing you forget To weaken faith in God

Is your own loss Is your own loss
Time spent in sore complaint To chide Him for your ills
Is your own loss Is your own loss
Glad hearts like jewels shine, God leads you through the vale,
The “Nine” lost something fine His love can never fail
Like them, forgetting Christ— To doubt His tender care—

The loss is yours. The loss is yours.







