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beoauae our aye* ar« dim and our

eara are duU.

Heaven Is the sunriae of the soul.

"Oh wonderful possibilities beyond,

exclaimed Bishop Simpson, when his

life's sun waa setting. "I am sweep

-

Inc throuKh pates of the New Jeru-

salem, washed In the blooil of the

Lamb!" were almost the last word?

of the sainted Alfred Cookman.
"I am wrapped in a sea of glory—I am
swallowed up of OJod." said Edward
Puvson, as the glories of a spiritual

transllKuratlon burst upon his soul.

Did you ever notice how many
people smile just when they are pas-

sing over the border line. The bio-

grapher of Savonarola records the

fact that on the lact night of his

earthly piigrlmaj-'c: "He se-med to

dream and smile." Mow peaceful

was the expression on the face of tne

Marquis of Argyle, as he quietly

slept in that famous ruom in i-dln-

burgh cnstle, on the night before his

execution. Angels kissed his brow

and God was near.

We know that children—little Child-

ren—who die in infancy, are God's par-,

ticular favorites. For did not the

Master sav: "In heaven, iheir .spirits

do alwavs behold the facr of my
father" In that celestial country no..e

are nearer the throne than the un-

stained angel spirits of our little ones.

It is a rrmar'.<able fact that the one

thing which reminded our Saviour or

the world from whence he came was

the prattling childhood of our present

trnnfient si>hero: "For of such is the

Kingdom of heaven." How he n-e
|

fhildhond! How 'he children loved

Him—"so mild the little '-hUdren

nestled trustful locks on that kind

lirpast, \vhicli leans to'l.-i.v on nor.-

Nearest to Cod, nearest to th" host

anodic, ne^-rest to the s'leat throne

eternal, neircst to the per .1 of t^'

T^edoeirer, ncare t •<> nat-rc's great

heart of love, are the an relic spirits

of our little ones wtio ' ' ' ';'

•'where beyond these voices tli-ve is

peace."

"Two little feet went pattering bv,

Years ago;
Thev wandered off to the sunny sky.

Years ago:
Two little ' t—

They crept never back to the lOve

they left.
' ev climbeid nevermore to the arms

bereft:
Years ago.

Again I slinli hear the two little feet

pattering by,

Their music a thousand times more
sweet

In the sky;

I jov to think tlmt a Father's care

Will hold them safe till I meet them
there,
By-and-by.

l3


