
BRANCH UPON THE VINE 

 
W hat can make a man 
Turn upon himself, 
Slay all that He is, 
All his weal and wealth? 
 
W hy wish to expire, 
Why desire to die, 
Why lay down his life, 
Flesh to mortify? 
 
'T  is the sight of One, 
One much better far, 
Sight of peerless worth, 
Bright and Morning Star. 

 
'T  is One far exceeds 
Everything of earth, 

 



Christ Himself Who comes 
In the second birth. 
 
H is delight is now 
Gazing on that face, 
Resting in His Love, 
Growing in His Grace. 
 
L ow and lowly He, 
Lifted up on high, 
He and He alone 
Brings a man to die. 

 
I  can lose myself 
Finding all He is, 
Giving all I am, 
Taking all of His. 
 
I  am wretched more 
Than the vilest soul, 
He much beauteous more, 
Lovely to behold. 
 
G lad, I set aside 
My cold heart of stone, 
Self and selfishness, 
Take Him as my own. 
 
D ying now I live, 
Now His life is mine, 
All my being yield, 
Branch upon the Vine. 

 



 

 


