
un, dear hMkrt. our »«)aratlon wUl only

be for a moment."

Perish dark memorle»
' There's light ahead.
This world's for the living

And not for the dead.

Down the dark i urrent

Let the boat swing
For every storm swept winter

Their follows a glorious sjirlng.

Ueath will bring to the soul its

Kreattst surprise. We sing our »oiig»

about heaven, we con over all the

sweet and precious utteran' e.s by

propuet, bard, evangelist and apos-

tle concerning "the land ol fur

distances," we picture, in our im-

agination, all the holy beauties

and spiritual splendors of thiU un-

seen world and evei and anon ex-

claim: "What must it be to lie there!"

We long; aye, how we long for "tlie

touch of a vanl.shed hand and the

sound of a voice that is still.' liut

I olwithslandlng all— lieiiven will be

a surprise—the soul's greatest fwr-

prise. What sudden glory! What daz-

zling splendor! What inefLibie

beauty! What incx|ire.ssible sensa-
tions. Alark you—death will bri:i.? the

soul its supreme surprl.se.

We will be surprised that liealli

was so perfectly natural. T 'lui

God. it's natural to die. Like the

pearl dropping .!rom its lough out-

er shell, like the rose openiiiK

rubv lips, like tlu- evening star

piercing the blun of the : ky. like an
infant opening i's innocent k.\ es. like

the sun. chasms away the last trail

of mist, liKi the rosy fingers oi n.orn-

iiig seeking lor the shining gaii s of

iliiv—so uoes death come, silently. Pf-r-

eiiely. with powe? niaje'i' l^' ki;--

•

every \\<uind and lares.s every '< ms,

and'imiiirl life to the .spiritna! a-igcl

hill in llie marljle of lU'sh. Oh. deiili,

where i.< thy stin^r! "i' 'ther ' sain .i

(iyiriK ell. hi to th -.veepins v.idow. !:>_

iTiv present e,— "Moiher,. am 1 <y!n-'
Really dying? Is this dciitU.''

Dv.ight Lyman .Moody in his dy.ns;

hour exclaimed; 'If this is dying,

death is glorious! ' Christmas Ev;ins,

passing over, shouted: "Prive on

coaihman, drive on!" Mary A. Foster,

looked death in the face and remark-
ed in perfect peac>>: 'Though I w:ilk

through the valley of the shiidovv o!

death vet the mountain tops are

gleaming from peak to peak." Then
welcome death, for death is hnt a st-p

!n the ladder of life. oh. death when
wilt thou come and reveil to us thi-

secrets "f the world unseen'.'

We will he surprise.! to llnd that oor

loved ones will be waiting tn grp-t u.s^

.Surprise of greeting! Surprise of

meetirr-! Sur -isr of v- Icome' Pii--

prlse of salutation: S'lir; ri.se or holy


