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_____________________________________________________
Edited	by	B.	C.	Johnston,	2024
			1.	Piece	re-barred	to	make	ends	of 	lines	more	equal.
			2.	Measure	4,	Treble:	Second	eighth-note	changed	from	G	to	F.

_____________________
Probably	a	folk	hymn.

1.	O			the			transporting	rapturous	scene,	That				rises				to				my		sight!		Sweet		fields	arrayed		in			liv	–	ing		green,			And					rivers					of 			delight!
2.	All	o'er	those	wide		extended		plains		Shines		one	e	–	ter	–	nal		day:		There		God,	the	sun		for–ev		–		er			reigns,			And			scatters		night		away.
3.	Filled	with	delight,		my	raptured	soul		Can				here		no		longer		stay:	Though	Jordan's	waves	around	me		roll,							Fearless		I'd		launch		away.	

1.	On								Jordan's		stormy		banks	I	stand,		And		cast			a					wishful			eye,			To		Canaan's	fair			and								hap	–		py	land,		Where	my	possessions	lie.
2.	There			generous	fruits	that		never		fail,				On		trees		im–mor–tal	grow:		There	rocks	and	hills	and	brooks	and	vales		With	milk	and	honey	flow.
3.	No		chilling	winds	or	poisonous	breath		Can	reach	that	healthful	shore:	Sickness	and		sorrow,								pain	and	death		Are	felt	and	feared	no	more.
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