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Here comes Aunt Phoebe," and but for parental

interference they would have pulled her down
with their caresses—for she was not very strong,
and many severe illnesses had given her enough
glimpses of the next world to niake her heavenly
minded. Her table was loaded up with Baxter's
"Saints' Rest," Doddridge's "Else and Progress,"
and Jay's "Morning and Evening Exercises," nnd
John Bunyan's "Pilgrim's Progress," and like
books, which have fitted out whole generations
for the heaven upon which they have already
entered.

A GLIMPSE OF HEAVEN.

"De Witt," she said to me one day, "twice in
my life I have been so overwhelmed with the
love of God that I fainted away and could
hardly be resuscitated. Don't tell me there is no
heaven. I have seen it twice." If you would
know how her presence would soothe an anxiety,
or lift a burden, or cheer a sorrow, or leave a bless-
ing on every room in the house, ask any of the
Tahnages. She had tarried at her early home,
taking care of an invalid father, until the bloom
of life had somewhat faded ; but she could interest
the young folks with some three or four tender pas-
sages in her own histoiy, so that we all knew that it

was not through lack of opportunity that she was
not the queen of one household, instead of being
a benediction on a whole circle of households.
At about seventy years of age she made her

last visit to my house, and when she sat in my


