
tbM KBimioir OF priends in paracisi. f7

i iht WM dnkinfr into the Arms of dMtb, •* Do yon
know m«, dttUng," a ke<l « toico that wan to htr tha

diiNil; hoi it awoke no answer. All at onoe a hri^t-

neia atole over her oonntenanee, her eyes opened, her

lipa pMted, and she threw up her armti as if in the aet

of embraeing some one, and exclaimed with transport,

« Mt4k§rr and paeaed with that breath into Heaven.

A diitingniahed divine said, who stood by that bed of

jojooa death, *' If I had never believed in the minittra-

tiona of departed onee before, I eonld not doubt it now.

We aball boI only aee oar departed friends again. b«t
know them.**

Soon we ihal! know it all. A day may unfold ii

It will burst upon ns like a revelation when the bit-

terness of death is past In a looment, in the twink-

ling of an eye, the whole scene will be chanj^d. While
the weeping friends are yet caressing the still warm
clay, the loving watches at the gates of Ptoadise will

be lavishing their kisses of welcome. Not as strangers

approaching some lonely shore shall we depart, but
as loved and longed-for ^'ilgnms, who return to open
arms and welcoming hearts. I long to see Jesos and
the angels who watched over me, and all the great and
good whose virtues have enriched the ages^ but as I


