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"WILL YOU BE THFERE!

Beyond this life of hopes and fears,
Be6?ond this world of giefs and tears,

There, is a region fair.
It knows no change and no decay,
No night, but one unending day.

0 say, will yen ho there?

Its glorions gates are cloaca to sin;
Nou4 ht that defles eau enter ini

Tonar itu boanty rare.
Upon that bright, eternal shore,
Earth'a bitter euise is.know -no more.

0Osay, wiil yon ho the4'?'

No drooping form, ne tearful eyc,
No hoary head, ne weary sigb,

No pain, no grief, ne care;
But joys which mortals inay nlot know,
Làke a calm river, ever flow.

O say, will you ho there?

Our Savionr, once a mnortal child,
As niortal mnan, by inan revilcd,

There man3 t crowns deth wear;
While thousand theusarda swell the a ii
Of glory tae the Lamb once alain!

0Osay, wil you Wo there?

Who saal ho there? The lowly bore
AU thoeo who serve the Lord in fear,

The world's proud moekery dame!
Who by the Holy Spirit led,
Rejoice the narrow path te tread;-

Theae, tizose absil ail be thore!

Those who have learut at Jeans' cross
AUl earthly gai to count but lms,

So that mis love tI1ey share,
Who pazing on the Crucified,
By fath ean say, "lFor me Hoed-

'These, these shail ail ho thero!

WilI youho there? Yen sha, yeuiut,
If, hating sin, hii Chrtist yen trust,j

WVho did that place prepare.
StiUl deth His voice sond sweetly, "Cornie!
I arn the way-11'l ead yen home-

With me you wiil bo there ! '

"With a chilcilike trrSt I give my haiid
To the inighty Friend at rny side;
And the only thing that te 1-ium 1 say,
As lie takes it, is, 'ibid me fast;'
suifr me net te lese mny way,
.And brizig me home at laut."


