GLADWIN HEIGHTS UNITED CHURCH
March 7th , 2021
Minister: Rev. Tim Bowman
Music Director: Rita Green
Pianist: Jacob Greenan
*******

Readings for March 7TH 2021

1 Corinthians 1:18-25
John 2:13-22

ZOOM INFO FOR REGULAR
GATHERINGS:
These times and login credentials will
remain the same until further notice,
regardless of whether you receive an
invitation.
Sunday mornings at 10:00 am.
Direct Link:
Hymns and Music for March 7TH 2021
https://us02web.zoom.us/j/5783186702?pwd=VUIza285T0c5T0dkK243
QUNXaS9jdz09

By phone: call 1 778 907 2071. After connecting, when asked
enter the Meeting ID: 578 318 6702, and then when asked, enter
the password: 839660.
Virtual Coffee Time: Thursday at 2 pm or Bible Study
Wednesday between 3:30 and 4:30 pm.

https://us02web.zoom.us/j/5410632113?pwd=eDhHL3ZU
MkszcFArQzIyZ2lXbEExdz09
Meeting ID 541 063 2113, Password: 123.

By phone: call 1 778 907 2071. After connecting, when asked
enter the Meeting ID: 541 063 2113, and then when asked, enter
the password: 123

VU 121"Tree of Life and Awesome Mystery"
MV 27 - “Creator God You Gave Us Life”
VU 229 - “God of the Sparrow” (vs. 2 & 6)
“May the Anger of Christ be Mine”
MV 161 - "I Have Called You by Your Name," (V 1)
VU 960 - “The Lords Prayer ( Spoken)”
VU 538 - "For the Gift of Creation"
VU 307 - “Touch the Earth Lightly”
VU 318 - "Christ Be With Me"
CONTACTING REV. TIM AND JEANETTE:

Please note the office is closed until further orders from Dr
Bonnie Henry are issued. Rev. Tim and Jeanette will be
working from home. Tim's office hours are Tuesday through
Friday, 9 to 5. He can be reached on his cell phone at 1-778791-3545, or email him at bowmantimothyr@gmail.com.
Jeanette is also working from home as much as possible and
can be reached at 1-604-799-5375. This is a Chilliwack # or
mission.uc@shaw.ca

Announcements:

Mar
Yamaguchi Mar 10
Barb & George Everton Mar 30

It is time for Gladwin Heights Annual General Meeting.
Please join us in our first AGM by Zoom! This meeting will
be:

SUNDAY MARCH 7TH @ 12pm VIA ZOOM
The link is the same one we use for coffee time and is as
follows:
Press Control and click on the link:

Romeo (Retired Old Men Eating Out)

https://us02web.zoom.us/j/5410632113?pwd=eDhHL3ZU
MkszcFArQzIyZ2lXbEExdz09

All men from all Congregations are invited to this Zoom
meeting every other Friday at 8:00 am. The next meeting is
on Friday, March 19th , 2021 Why not join and have some
great breakfast company?

Meeting ID: 541 063 2113 Password: 123

By phone: call 1 778 907 2071. After connecting, when asked
enter the Meeting ID: 849 713 94 320, and then when asked,
enter the password: 33737

•
•

•

THE MONTH OF MARCH
“March” is named for the Roman god of war, Mars. This was
the time of year to resume military campaigns that had been
interrupted by winter. Read more about how the months got
their names.
In the early Roman calendar, March (or Martius) was
the first month of the calendar year. As March brought the
first day of spring with the vernal equinox, it was the start of
new beginnings.
March became the third month when January and February,
which were added to the end of the Roman calendar around
700 BCE, instead became the first and second months around
450 BCE.
I Martius am! Once first, and now third!
To lead the Year was my appointed place;
A mortal dispossessed me by a word,
And set there Janus with the double face.
–Henry Wadsworth Longfellow, American poet (1807–82)
MARCH CALENDAR
•

•

March 8 is International Women’s Day, which is a
day that not only celebrates the achievements of
women and the progress made toward women’s
rights, but also brings attention to ongoing struggles
for equality around the world.
March 14 is the start of Daylight Saving Time,
which begins at 2:00 A.M. that day. If your area

•

•
•
•

•

observes it, don’t forget to “spring forward” and set
the clocks one hour ahead, or you may find yourself an
hour late to everything!
March 15 is the Ides of March! Legend surrounds
this ill-fated day. Beware the Ides of March!
March 15 is also Clean Monday. Also called Pure
Monday, this day marks the beginning of Great Lent
for followers of the Eastern Orthodox Christian
Church. This day is similar to Ash Wednesday of the
Western Church.
March 17 is St. Patrick’s Day. According to folklore,
folks wear a shamrock on St. Patrick’s Day because the
saint used its three leaves to explain the Trinity.
March 20 brings about the March equinox—also
called the vernal or spring equinox in the
Northern Hemisphere—marking the beginning of
spring. In the Southern Hemisphere, this date marks
the autumnal equinox and the beginning of fall. On
this day, the Sun stands directly over Earth’s equator.
March 27 is the start of Passover, which begins at
sundown on this day.
March 18 is Palm Sunday, the Sunday before Easter
and the last Sunday of Lent.
March 29-31 are known as the Borrowing
Days. According to lore, the last three days of March
have a reputation for being stormy.
Looking ahead: This year, Easter Sunday will
occur on April 4, culminating the Holy Week for
Christian churches and commemorating the
resurrection of Jesus Christ. Read more about Easter
Sunday and find out why the date changes
every year.

The brown buds thicken on the trees,
Unbound, the free streams sing,
As March leads forth across the leas
The wild and windy spring.
–Elizabeth Akers Allen (1832–1911)

Funny Quotes:

Vaccines
Phase 2 of BC's vaccine rollout plan includes seniors 80+. If you
would like assistance from congregation members in accessing the
health system for this purpose by phone or computer, please
contact one of our Cluster church offices. Alternatively, if you are
comfortable with technology and would like to offer your time to
assist others, please also contact a church office. Thank you!

Take the stairs, park a few blocks away or otherwise become
inefficient and take extra steps to get where you need to go.
4. Have a vegetable at breakfast.
Most people save their veggies for dinner, but it's healthful to think
outside the cereal bowl and veg out at breakfast. For example, add
a sliced tomato to your cheese sandwich or some mushrooms to
your eggs.

5. Find fiber.

UNLIKE "NATIONAL Pancake Month" or "National
Whipped Cream Month," National Nutrition Month is a
yearly occasion that you can and should celebrate for 30
days straight. In fact, why stop at the end of March? I hope
that, once you try the following tips, you'll want to continue
practicing them all year through.
Here's how it works: Try one tip each day, starting today.
(You can change the order, but be sure you try each one.)
Then, repeat.

Whether it's a bran cereal, nuts, oatmeal or an array of other fiberfilled foods, added fiber can make you feel fuller longer and
provide a, well, moving experience.

6. Flip the package over.
Read nutrition labels to see what's really in your food. Don't be
fooled by a flashy front-of-package claim.

7. Don't fear fat – but don't go overboard.
Fat has more calories than other nutrients, but it has multiple
benefits. If you watch your portions, you can enjoy its decadence.

1. Cut portions.

8. Don't have guilt as a side dish.

If you think leaving just a little something on your plate won't
matter, think again. It will. Small amounts of uneaten food add up
to calories that stay on the plate – not on you.

If you overindulge at a meal, move on.

2. Sip while you sit.

Unless you're driving, close your eyes when you eat. Notice the
food's texture, temperature and flavor.

Bring a cup or bottle of water with you whenever you sit (at your
desk, in the car or in front of the TV, for example).
Although moving is better than sitting, at least you'll be performing
a healthy habit when at rest.

3. Make a move.

9. Be mindful.

10. Pick plants.
Protein derived from plant sources such as seeds, nuts, tofu and
tempeh, as well as from grains, can help lower
cholesterol, improve your heart health and add a satiating blend of
flavors to extend Meatless Monday to the rest of the week.

A Craft idea:

Supplies you will need

1.
8-10 smooth rocks – a variety of oval shapes and sizes and
mostly flat.
2.
Decoart Americana acrylic craft paints
3.
Terra cotta pot or other medium sized container
4.
Craft paper to fill the inside of the pot
Craft tools

5.
6.
7.

Hot glue gun with clear craft glue
– paint brushes
White paint pen

Instructions
Why we love this project
I find rock painting soothing and relaxing. Put on your favorite
tunes, line your work surface, and get ready to paint.

Prepare the Materials

8.

Make sure all rocks are clean and dry.

9.
Fill the bottom of your container of choice with brown
kraft paper (to look like sand). Regular paper should also work as
you won’t really see it once the project is done.
10. Practice arranging the rocks in the container to figure out
how many rocks you will need. Painting the Rocks
11. Paint several of each rock in different shades of green. Let
dry.
12. Turn over and paint the other sides. Let dry.
13. Paint a second coat if needed for better coverage.

The Happy Prince by Oscar Wilde
The Happy Prince is a Classic Story. Let us enjoy reading this one.
High above the city, on a tall column, stood the statue of the Happy
Prince. He was gilded all over with thin leaves of fine gold, for eyes he
had two bright sapphires, and a large red ruby glowed on his sword-hilt.
He was very much admired indeed. "He is as beautiful as a weathercock,"
remarked one of the Town Councillors who wished to gain a reputation
for having artistic tastes; "only not quite so useful," he added, fearing lest
people should think him unpractical, which he really was not.

Adding the Details

14. Note: Complete one side at a time and let dry completely
before repeating on the other side.
15. Start with a dark green rock and add lighter green vertical
stripes.
16. Use a white paint pen to add vertical lines of dots.
17. On a second rock, add vertical stripes of different shades
of green paint. Add stripes of white paint and small stars.
18. Add dark dots to a lighter green rock. Let dry and then add
small white spots.
19. Add dark green stripes to a light green rock. Let dry. Add
darker green spots along the stripes. Let dry. Add small stars to
several pins with white paint pen.
20. To another rock, add darker green stripes to a light green
rock. Let dry and add spots in the same green color as the stripes.
21. On a second dark green rock, add rows of white dots.
22. Add larger spots on one page green rock and small stars on
another pale green rock. Finally add white spots and stars to the
small red and pink rocks.
Assembling the Cactus Garden

23. Starting with the largest rock in the center, add shorter
rocks on either side.
24. Continue until the pot is filled.

"Why can't you be like the Happy Prince?" asked a sensible mother of her
little boy who was crying for the moon. "The Happy Prince never dreams
of crying for anything."
"I am glad there is some one in the world who is quite happy," muttered a
disappointed man as he gazed at the wonderful statue.
"He looks just like an angel," said the Charity Children as they came out
of the cathedral in their bright scarlet cloaks and their clean white
pinafores.
"How do you know?" said the Mathematical Master, "you have never
seen one."
"Ah! but we have, in our dreams," answered the children; and the
Mathematical Master frowned and looked very severe, for he did not
approve of children dreaming.
One night there flew over the city a little Swallow. His friends had gone
away to Egypt six weeks before, but he had stayed behind, for he was in
love with the most beautiful Reed. He had met her early in the spring as
he was flying down the river after a big yellow moth, and had been so
attracted by her slender waist that he had stopped to talk to her.
"Shall I love you?" said the Swallow, who liked to come to the point at
once, and the Reed made him a low bow. So he flew round and round her,
touching the water with his wings, and making silver ripples. This was his
courtship, and it lasted all through the summer.

"It is a ridiculous attachment," twittered the other Swallows; "she has no
money, and far too many relations"; and indeed the river was quite full of
Reeds. Then, when the autumn came they all flew away.

"Who are you?" he said.
"I am the Happy Prince."

After they had gone he felt lonely, and began to tire of his lady-love. "She
has no conversation," he said, "and I am afraid that she is a coquette, for
she is always flirting with the wind." And certainly, whenever the wind
blew, the Reed made the most graceful curtseys. "I admit that she is
domestic," he continued, "but I love travelling, and my wife,
consequently, should love travelling also."
"Will you come away with me?" he said finally to her; but the Reed
shook her head, she was so attached to her home.
"You have been trifling with me," he cried. "I am off to the Pyramids.
Good-bye!" and he flew away.
All day long he flew, and at night-time he arrived at the city. "Where
shall I put up?" he said; "I hope the town has made preparations."
Then he saw the statue on the tall column.
"I will put up there," he cried; "it is a fine position, with plenty of fresh
air." So he alighted just between the feet of the Happy Prince.
"I have a golden bedroom," he said softly to himself as he looked round,
and he prepared to go to sleep; but just as he was putting his head under
his wing a large drop of water fell on him. "What a curious thing!" he
cried; "there is not a single cloud in the sky, the stars are quite clear and
bright, and yet it is raining. The climate in the north of Europe is really
dreadful. The Reed used to like the rain, but that was merely her
selfishness."

"Why are you weeping then?" asked the Swallow; "you have quite
drenched me."
"When I was alive and had a human heart," answered the statue, "I did
not know what tears were, for I lived in the Palace of Sans-Souci, where
sorrow is not allowed to enter. In the daytime I played with my
companions in the garden, and in the evening I led the dance in the Great
Hall. Round the garden ran a very lofty wall, but I never cared to ask
what lay beyond it, everything about me was so beautiful. My courtiers
called me the Happy Prince, and happy indeed I was, if pleasure be
happiness. So I lived, and so I died. And now that I am dead they have set
me up here so high that I can see all the ugliness and all the misery of my
city, and though my heart is made of lead yet I cannot chose but weep."
"What! is he not solid gold?" said the Swallow to himself. He was too
polite to make any personal remarks out loud.
"Far away," continued the statue in a low musical voice, "far away in a
little street there is a poor house. One of the windows is open, and
through it I can see a woman seated at a table. Her face is thin and worn,
and she has coarse, red hands, all pricked by the needle, for she is a
seamstress. She is embroidering passion- flowers on a satin gown for the
loveliest of the Queen's maids-of-honour to wear at the next Court-ball. In
a bed in the corner of the room her little boy is lying ill. He has a fever,
and is asking for oranges. His mother has nothing to give him but river
water, so he is crying. Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow, will you not
bring her the ruby out of my sword-hilt? My feet are fastened to this
pedestal and I cannot move."

Then another drop fell.
"What is the use of a statue if it cannot keep the rain off?" he said; "I must
look for a good chimney-pot," and he determined to fly away.
But before he had opened his wings, a third drop fell, and he looked up,
and saw -Ah! what did he see? The eyes of the Happy Prince were filled
with tears, and tears were running down his golden cheeks. His face was
so beautiful in the moonlight that the little Swallow was filled with pity.

"I am waited for in Egypt," said the Swallow. "My friends are flying up
and down the Nile, and talking to the large lotus-flowers. Soon they will
go to sleep in the tomb of the great King. The King is there himself in his
painted coffin. He is wrapped in yellow linen, and embalmed with spices.
Round his neck is a chain of pale green jade, and his hands are like
withered leaves."
"Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow," said the Prince, "will you not stay

with me for one night, and be my messenger? The boy is so thirsty, and
the mother so sad."

little Swallow began to think, and then he fell asleep. Thinking always
made him sleepy.

"I don't think I like boys," answered the Swallow. "Last summer, when I
was staying on the river, there were two rude boys, the miller's sons, who
were always throwing stones at me. They never hit me, of course; we
swallows fly far too well for that, and besides, I come of a family famous
for its agility; but still, it was a mark of disrespect."

When day broke he flew down to the river and had a bath. "What a
remarkable phenomenon," said the Professor of Ornithology as he was
passing over the bridge. "A swallow in winter!" And he wrote a long
letter about it to the local newspaper. Every one quoted it, it was full of so
many words that they could not understand.

But the Happy Prince looked so sad that the little Swallow was sorry. "It
is very cold here," he said; "but I will stay with you for one night, and be
your messenger."

"To-night I go to Egypt," said the Swallow, and he was in high spirits at
the prospect. He visited all the public monuments, and sat a long time on
top of the church steeple. Wherever he went the Sparrows chirruped, and
said to each other, "What a distinguished stranger!" so he enjoyed himself
very much. When the moon rose he flew back to the Happy Prince. "Have
you any commissions for Egypt?" he cried; "I am just starting."

"Thank you, little Swallow," said the Prince.
So the Swallow picked out the great ruby from the Prince's sword, and
flew away with it in his beak over the roofs of the town.
He passed by the cathedral tower, where the white marble angels were
sculptured. He passed by the palace and heard the sound of dancing. A
beautiful girl came out on the balcony with her lover. "How wonderful
the stars are," he said to her, "and how wonderful is the power of love!"
"I hope my dress will be ready in time for the State-ball," she answered;
"I have ordered passion-flowers to be embroidered on it; but the
seamstresses are so lazy."
He passed over the river, and saw the lanterns hanging to the masts of the
ships. He passed over the Ghetto, and saw the old Jews bargaining with
each other, and weighing out money in copper scales. At last he came to
the poor house and looked in. The boy was tossing feverishly on his bed,
and the mother had fallen asleep, she was so tired. In he hopped, and laid
the great ruby on the table beside the woman's thimble. Then he flew
gently round the bed, fanning the boy's forehead with his wings. "How
cool I feel," said the boy, "I must be getting better"; and he sank into a
delicious slumber.
Then the Swallow flew back to the Happy Prince, and told him what he
had done. "It is curious," he remarked, "but I feel quite warm now,
although it is so cold."
"That is because you have done a good action," said the Prince. And the

"Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow," said the Prince, "will you not stay
with me one night longer?"
"I am waited for in Egypt," answered the Swallow. "To-morrow my
friends will fly up to the Second Cataract. The river-horse couches there
among the bulrushes, and on a great granite throne sits the God Memnon.
All night long he watches the stars, and when the morning star shines he
utters one cry of joy, and then he is silent. At noon the yellow lions come
down to the water's edge to drink. They have eyes like green beryls, and
their roar is louder than the roar of the cataract.
"Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow," said the Prince, "far away across the
city I see a young man in a garret. He is leaning over a desk covered with
papers, and in a tumbler by his side there is a bunch of withered violets.
His hair is brown and crisp, and his lips are red as a pomegranate, and he
has large and dreamy eyes. He is trying to finish a play for the Director of
the Theatre, but he is too cold to write any more. There is no fire in the
grate, and hunger has made him faint."
"I will wait with you one night longer," said the Swallow, who really had
a good heart. "Shall I take him another ruby?"
"Alas! I have no ruby now," said the Prince; "my eyes are all that I have
left. They are made of rare sapphires, which were brought out of India a
thousand years ago. Pluck out one of them and take it to him. He will sell
it to the jeweller, and buy food and firewood, and finish his play."

"Dear Prince," said the Swallow, "I cannot do that"; and he began to
weep.

"I will stay with you one night longer," said the Swallow, "but I cannot
pluck out your eye. You would be quite blind then."

"Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow," said the Prince, "do as I command
you."

"Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow," said the Prince, "do as I command
you."

So the Swallow plucked out the Prince's eye, and flew away to the
student's garret. It was easy enough to get in, as there was a hole in the
roof. Through this he darted, and came into the room. The young man had
his head buried in his hands, so he did not hear the flutter of the bird's
wings, and when he looked up he found the beautiful sapphire lying on
the withered violets.

So he plucked out the Prince's other eye, and darted down with it. He
swooped past the match-girl, and slipped the jewel into the palm of her
hand. "What a lovely bit of glass," cried the little girl; and she ran home,
laughing.

"I am beginning to be appreciated," he cried; "this is from some great
admirer. Now I can finish my play," and he looked quite happy.
The next day the Swallow flew down to the harbour. He sat on the mast
of a large vessel and watched the sailors hauling big chests out of the hold
with ropes. "Heave a-hoy!" they shouted as each chest came up. "I am
going to Egypt"! cried the Swallow, but nobody minded, and when the
moon rose he flew back to the Happy Prince.
"I am come to bid you good-bye," he cried.
"Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow," said the Prince, "will you not stay
with me one night longer?"
"It is winter," answered the Swallow, "and the chill snow will soon be
here. In Egypt the sun is warm on the green palm-trees, and the crocodiles
lie in the mud and look lazily about them. My companions are building a
nest in the Temple of Baalbec, and the pink and white doves are watching
them, and cooing to each other. Dear Prince, I must leave you, but I will
never forget you, and next spring I will bring you back two beautiful
jewels in place of those you have given away. The ruby shall be redder
than a red rose, and the sapphire shall be as blue as the great sea."
"In the square below," said the Happy Prince, "there stands a little matchgirl. She has let her matches fall in the gutter, and they are all spoiled.
Her father will beat her if she does not bring home some money, and she
is crying. She has no shoes or stockings, and her little head is bare. Pluck
out my other eye, and give it to her, and her father will not beat her."

Then the Swallow came back to the Prince. "You are blind now," he said,
"so I will stay with you always."
"No, little Swallow," said the poor Prince, "you must go away to Egypt."
"I will stay with you always," said the Swallow, and he slept at the
Prince's feet.
All the next day he sat on the Prince's shoulder, and told him stories of
what he had seen in strange lands. He told him of the red ibises, who
stand in long rows on the banks of the Nile, and catch gold-fish in their
beaks; of the Sphinx, who is as old as the world itself, and lives in the
desert, and knows everything; of the merchants, who walk slowly by the
side of their camels, and carry amber beads in their hands; of the King of
the Mountains of the Moon, who is as black as ebony, and worships a
large crystal; of the great green snake that sleeps in a palm-tree, and has
twenty priests to feed it with honey-cakes; and of the pygmies who sail
over a big lake on large flat leaves, and are always at war with the
butterflies.
"Dear little Swallow," said the Prince, "you tell me of marvellous things,
but more marvellous than anything is the suffering of men and of women.
There is no Mystery so great as Misery. Fly over my city, little Swallow,
and tell me what you see there."
So the Swallow flew over the great city, and saw the rich making merry
in their beautiful houses, while the beggars were sitting at the gates. He
flew into dark lanes, and saw the white faces of starving children looking
out listlessly at the black streets. Under the archway of a bridge two little
boys were lying in one another's arms to try and keep themselves warm.

"How hungry we are!" they said. "You must not lie here," shouted the
Watchman, and they wandered out into the rain.
Then he flew back and told the Prince what he had seen.
"I am covered with fine gold," said the Prince, "you must take it off, leaf
by leaf, and give it to my poor; the living always think that gold can make
them happy."
Leaf after leaf of the fine gold the Swallow picked off, till the Happy
Prince looked quite dull and grey. Leaf after leaf of the fine gold he
brought to the poor, and the children's faces grew rosier, and they laughed
and played games in the street. "We have bread now!" they cried.
Then the snow came, and after the snow came the frost. The streets
looked as if they were made of silver, they were so bright and glistening;
long icicles like crystal daggers hung down from the eaves of the houses,
everybody went about in furs, and the little boys wore scarlet caps and
skated on the ice.
The poor little Swallow grew colder and colder, but he would not leave
the Prince, he loved him too well. He picked up crumbs outside the
baker's door when the baker was not looking and tried to keep himself
warm by flapping his wings.
But at last he knew that he was going to die. He had just strength to fly up
to the Prince's shoulder once more. "Good-bye, dear Prince!" he
murmured, "will you let me kiss your hand?"
"I am glad that you are going to Egypt at last, little Swallow," said the
Prince, "you have stayed too long here; but you must kiss me on the lips,
for I love you."
"It is not to Egypt that I am going," said the Swallow. "I am going to the
House of Death. Death is the brother of Sleep, is he not?"
And he kissed the Happy Prince on the lips, and fell down dead at his
feet.
At that moment a curious crack sounded inside the statue, as if something
had broken. The fact is that the leaden heart had snapped right in two. It
certainly was a dreadfully hard frost.

Early the next morning the Mayor was walking in the square below in
company with the Town Councillors. As they passed the column he
looked up at the statue: "Dear me! how shabby the Happy Prince looks!"
he said. "How shabby indeed!" cried the Town Councillors, who always
agreed with the Mayor; and they went up to look at it.
"The ruby has fallen out of his sword, his eyes are gone, and he is golden
no longer," said the Mayor in fact, "he is little better than a beggar!"
"Little better than a beggar," said the Town Councillors.
"And here is actually a dead bird at his feet!" continued the Mayor. "We
must really issue a proclamation that birds are not to be allowed to die
here." And the Town Clerk made a note of the suggestion.
So they pulled down the statue of the Happy Prince. "As he is no longer
beautiful he is no longer useful," said the Art Professor at the University.
Then they melted the statue in a furnace, and the Mayor held a meeting of
the Corporation to decide what was to be done with the metal. "We must
have another statue, of course," he said, "and it shall be a statue of
myself."
"Of myself," said each of the Town Councillors, and they quarrelled.
When I last heard of them they were quarrelling still.
"What a strange thing!" said the overseer of the workmen at the foundry.
"This broken lead heart will not melt in the furnace. We must throw it
away." So they threw it on a dust-heap where the dead Swallow was also
lying.
"Bring me the two most precious things in the city," said God to one of
His Angels; and the Angel brought Him the leaden heart and the dead
bird.
"You have rightly chosen," said God, "for in my garden of Paradise this
little bird shall sing for evermore, and in my city of gold the Happy
Prince shall praise me."

