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" No night there."—Rev. 21 : 25.
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1. We've joumey'd many a day Upon an ocean wide, A - mid the mist and
2. Wj've had our stormsofdoubt.Ourrainsofbittertears.Ourfightingsfiercewith-

3. O land of calm - est rest.Where sumi no more go down! O haven of the

spray Of many a surging tide ; But, lo ! the land is near ! For

out. With - in our anxious fears ; But, lo ! the storms are past,They

blest, With bliss and glo - ry crown'd! No more the storm, the dork, The
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just beyond the foam I seoitbrightandclear,Thelightofhome,sweethome.

cannot reach us more; We've sighted land at last, The blessed stormless shore,

breakersandthefoam. No more the wail, for hark! We hear the songs of home.
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There's a light up • on the shore, brother, It flash - es from the
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