
( 78 )

THEF LAND OF BEULAR.

I Mdwellimwg on thie moulitain,
Wlhcre the gYOlden suinlighit gYleains

O'er a land wvhose wondrous beauty,
Fart oxceeds iny fondest dreains.
Ciio.-Is îîot tlîis tie land of Beulali,

Blessed, blcssed lanîd of ligylit?
M'rhere the floivers blooni forever,

And the sun is always briglit.

I can see far dovi the înoiint4iiîl
WVhere 1 wandered wveary years,

often inidered iniiiy journey
By the ghlost of doubts and fears.

ain dinkiing at, the fountaini
Whcere I ever woildabide,

For I've tasted life's pure1 river,
Anîd niy soul is satisfied.

Tell ine not of heavy crosses,
Nor* the bardens liard tu bear,

For I've foui;d this great salvation
iVIakes cadi buridenl liglht appear.

Oh1, the cross bas wondrous giory,
Oft I've îroved this to be truc

\Vhen lIIIî ini the way 50 nlarrow,
can see a 1)athway throughi.

Whiere- the air is pure, ethiereal,
Laden witlh the breath of flowers,

That are bioonîing by the fountain,
'N~eathi tie ainaraxîthine bowers.

Broken vows anid disappointinents.
Thickly sprinkled ail the way,

But the Spirit led, iiuîerring-,
To the land I hioid to-day.

Tliere's no tliirsting for life's îilea.sîures,
Nor adoriig rich] and gay.

For l've, found a riciier treasuire,
Oîîe that fadleth not away.

And I love to folloNv' Jesus,
GlJadly couîîting ail but dross,

Worldly lioîîours ail forsaking,
For thlecglor-y of the cross.

Oh1, how sweetiy Jesus whîispers,
Take the cross thou need'st xîot fear,

For 've tried thxis wvay bcfore thee,
And the glory lingers near!


