2. Sweetest Light, sweetest Light,
Sun that scatt’rest clouds in flight,
O when shall I come before Thee,
When shall I with saints adore Thee,
Dwelling in Thy presence bright?

3. What shall be, what shall be,
All the joy laid up for me,
Lord, I know not, eyes are holden
Till Jerusalem the Golden
In its beauty I shall see.

4. Paradise! Paradise!

Fairest fruits delight our eyes,
Where the Tree of Life is planted,
‘Bliss beyond our dreams is granted;
Bring us, Lord, to Paradise!

. Gliges Qidyt, fitges Ridht,
@onne, die dburd) Wolfen bridt!
© toann werd’ id) dabhin fommen,
Daf id) dort mit allen Frommen
Sdhau dein Holdes Ungefidht!

3. Wie wicd's jein, toie wicd’s jein,
Wenn id) zieh in Salem ein,

S die Stadt der goldnen Gaffen,
Herr, mein Gott, iy fann’s nidht faffen,
Was das ird fiir Wonne fein!

4. Raradied, Raradies,

Wie ift deine Frudyt jo fiiB!

Unter deinen Lebensdbdumen

Wird ung fein ald ob fvir traumen:
Bring” ung, Herr, in3d Paradies! -
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O where may the soul find its home, its re-pose?
Wo fin-det die See - e die Heimat, die Ru
' »-

who shall with shel-ter-ing wings it en-close?
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Hath not this wide world one free spot of a - vail, Where sin doth not rule, nor temp-ta - tion as-sail?
A, bie - tet die Welt fei-ue Hueiftatt unsd an, Wo
|

Sitn-pe nidht Hevvidhen, nidht anfechten fanu?

2. Depart from this earth if yon home you
would see,

Yon home of the soul that so fair and so free,

Jerusalem yonder, the city of gold, [untold.

The home of the bride, beams in splendor

There, there, there, there! on holy ground,

The haven of rest for the soul may be found!

3. How glorious to rest with my Savior in
light, [blight!
Where death cannot enter, where sin cannot
The harps strung by angels, the hymns ef
the throng [and song.
Shall there cheer my soul with their music
Rest, rest, rest, rest, rest shall be mine
When in the blest arms ot my Lord | recline.
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No, mno, mno, no, here seek it mnot, Up yon - der the home of the soul must be sought.
Nein, nein, nein, wein, hier it fie nidht, Die Hei-mat der See=le it dro = ben im Liht.
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2. Verlaffe die Crde, die Heimat zu feh'n,
Die Heimat der Seele, jo Herrlidy und jdhon!
Serufalem droben, von Golde erbaut,

Xt diefed die Heimat der Seele, ber Braut?
Sa, ia, ja, ja, diefes allein

Sann Ruhplab und Heimat der Seele nur jein!

3. Wie jelig die Rube bei Fefu im Qidht!

Yod, Giinde und Scdmerzen, die fennt man
dort nidht;

Da3 Raufdjen dber Harfen, der lieblidhe Klang,

Bewillformmt die Seele mit Jitgem Gefang.

Ruh, Rubh, Ruh, Rubh, Himmlifde Ruh!

Xm Sdhoke des Mittlers, id) eile dir Fu.



