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there,” and “they shall praise Him for ever” Where there
shall be no sick rooms, no heavy breathing, no aching fevered
brows, no curse, and no more death.

¢ 0, that home of the soul, in my visions and dreams,
Its bright jasper walls I can see,
Til1 I fancy but thinly the vale intervenes
Between the fair city and me.

“o,mwnwmuuuwaua,
80 fvee from all sorrow snd pein ! -
Wuhwumﬁp,udwmhuyhmm
To meet one another agsin.”
\ ' J.J. WaITE.
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Heart Pictures.

A MBS, J. C. YULE.
’lT‘WOW‘ strangely beautiful I hold -
Inmegzry’sqhm%t,dgme@wiﬂ;fﬁngm _
Amo precious things I prized
An?lg_hid away with,tendex_'teumdpnyer

The firat, an womana's placid face,

Full of the saintly calm of well-spent years,
Yet bearin gini:xenﬁvehm‘ the trace

Of weariness and care, and many tears.

We st in our Sabbath place ,
2 the huslied hours of many a blessed day;
. And sweet it was to mark the gentle grace

Of that bowed head -ith those who knelt to pray,
Or lifted face when swelcd e sacred

And the rich promisc of God’s word was shed
Upon our waiting hesrts like heavenly balm,

ile all our souls with sngels’ meat were fed.

. There cawm - x ot . o : issing was that face;

7 Theheau PR TOE . wwed mp‘tyawm;
_ The lifted ¢y .. ... . with praise

Beyond the s . s<intly besuty shone—



