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¥ Omalsy, the Lord, is
§ rigen to-day,
$Sone of men and angels

NRsige your joys and
# driumphs high;
King, ye beavens ; thon
oarth, reply.

8l ove's redesming wnork
g is done:

WFought the fight, the
3 batile won;

@lo ' the sun's ec'ipse is
] 0'et»

mors,

ain the stone, the
: watcb the geal,
éaies of hell;

oath in vain forbids
his rise,

hrish has opened Par-
adise,

fous King ;

+{Where, O death, is now
thy sting?

F0nce he died our sonls
to 8ave;

#Where's thy victory,
1 boasting grave ?

jSaar wo now whers

QOhbrigé has led,

fFollowing our exalted

Head ;

-3 Made lxke him. like
him we rige,

Onrs ghe crogs, the
grave, the skiea.

King of glory ! Soul of
blisg !

Jlives again our glor--

THE SEALED TOMB.
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[THE SEALED TOMB. TLen the man pub soms-

thing on my boad, and
it wasn'd sofd, either.
1t didn’d foel good and
I turped avound %o
look a# it and mamma
guid  “Thers wuvow,
that's 400 bad'" And
ib was bad, for i$ waw't
a pretty shing do wear
on my head, and I
wouldnt have it on ab
all

My litllo dog waa
going to be ih the
p cture %00, wmghd up
close to me. The man
to'd him to keop elll,
and he wouldn’s, and so
I pated him, and then
he wouldn's keep still.
either. Ho joed Jnmped
bis &ail arcuad all dbs
time Thea I spatted
my hands and laughed
to him. Prelly roon
be heard somebody
whistle ous in tha
streed, and he bad to
go. If you aro s dog,
you know, yoa have
to go whem anybody
whistles  So he could
not be in $he picture
He's awfal sorry. And
icamms soid  “ Never
wmind, well try the
baby alone.”

Then thoy tried to
put she fumwny tbing
ou my head sgain, but
1 wouldn's wear it
The man had a pretiv
beil and & bird, anid
ho made the bird sing
And then ho eaid. " All
right; I've gob it”
He'd gob the bird, you
geo, end he kepbit; bub -

Everlasbing iife is this,
Thes to know, thy power to prove,
Thu! to sing and thus to Jove,

o st amigbidi.

wo rode in tho carriage. - It looked as if | I wanted it. Then we came home. - 33’""

we were going to ride right intc the trces | But the picture doesn's Jook like me.

and every\hmg. bot wo didn's. Then we { I'm not fat like that. I have gob a nice,

wenh upstairs 'most into the sky. . | long neck, like mamma’s, aud the picture-
There was a man upstairs, aud he pus baby's ot got any meck aball. mmene

“§ Drxap AUNT BeuLe,—They have had mo | moe in a big chair. It wasn'd my chair. BaBY BRLLE:

& made into a picture. Mamma pub on my | It was $oo big, like grandpa’s chair. Isn's

*§ dreadfully long dress and new hood, and | that a funny way %o ged into & pictare? | Go mot in the sccioly of the vicious.

A LETTER FROM BABY BELLE.




