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I know not, O, I know not,

What joys await us there ; <

;

What radiancy of glory, •,
,

What light beyond compare !

" They stand, those halls of Sion,

All jubilant nrith song,

And bright with riany an angel,

And all the martyr throng.

The Prince is ever in them

;

The daylight is serene
;

The pastures of the blessed

Are decked in glorious sheen.

" There is the throne of David :

And there, from care released.

The shout of them that triumph,

The song of them that feast

;

And tl-ey who, with their leader,

Have conquered in the fight,

For ever and for ever

Are clad in robes of white.

'' O sweet and hleitscd countn/,

The home of God's elect!

sweet and blessed country,

That eager hearts expect!

Jesus, in mercy hrini/ us

To that dear land of rest ;

Who art, with God the Father,

And Spirit, ever blest.
^^

Their blessedness is in rest from all trying' labour. And
yet, activity is very pleasant. There is much that

irradiates life in enterprise, in planning, iti energetic

execution; and when one is in health and strength,

oven endurance becomes a manly pleasure, and men
look back uix>n the things which they have safferod,

frequently, with a conscious gratification. But in all
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