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The n«.e hoyWye, ».on,., to «- W..-, an.) mo,.e

he sang:
..Jerusalem, my happy home !

Name ever dear to me '

When shall my hibourn have and end.

Thy joya when shall 1 see ';

.1 ;.. . vvns weak ami faltering;

For the first tow verses the -'
^--/\'"/; \ ^,^^^^ ,,,, heard

and then it burst forth as clear an<l strong us 1

it:
..Jerusalem! .Jerusalem!

()o(l grant I soon may see

Thy endless joys, and of the same

Partaker aye to be.

Thy walls are made of precious stones.

Thy bulwarks diamonds f ([uare,

Thy gates are of right orient pearl,

Kxceeding rich, and rare.

Thy turrets and thy pinnacles

With carbuncles do shine.

Thy very streets are paved with gold.

Surpassing clear and fine.

Thy houses are of ivory,

Thy windows crystal clear.

Thy tiles are made of beaten gold,

O God that I were there !

"

Then .Uh a full buvst of .ne.oay. and
^^J^^^;^

.«et„e«s which even that -"
^Vpth ofbrt '«s « "«

tones would go with tnc >ouu„

Paradise) he sang the words •.—

" \h my sweet home, .Jerusalem !

Would (lodlwere in thee!

Then shall my labours have an end,

When I thy joys shall see.'

At which he ceased U, sing, gating before him a, at first, the

eves becoming almost fixed.

<"Tis death 1" said a whispered voice behind me.


