
THE HAPIPY LAND.

There is a hpyland, Far, fatr a - way; Where saints in glory stand,

u MM

JJuIght, bright ne day; O boiw tJhey Swee:-ly sing, Woî.Jhy in our Sa-vîouir-King
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Loud Jet D rie ig, Fraise, praise for aye.
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Corne to this happy land,
Corne, cornéawpy;

ly wili you doubting stand-,
V hy stili delay 1

Jn1we sQhail happy be,
When frorn sin and sorrow free!

Lard, we shali live with thee-
Blet, hiest for aye.

flrighit in that happy land
Bearns every eye-

Rept by.a Father's hand
Love canno: die.

Oh then to glory un;
Be a crown and kingdorn won;

And brighlt %bove the sua
We reigo for aye,
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