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ed.-The deep, dre1iny eyesMeCre half closed; the low
words vere but whispered, yet I licard them ali.

I had a dreai jist now-such a beautifdl, blessed
dream. I stood, a veary pilgrin, befoie the hèavenly
gates. I heard the angels' songs vithin, sò gldsojoy-
ous, I cannot desei'ibo thom. They. dre toc blessed for
earth. .And thon I passed in. O what a glorioùs place!
Spirit words could only describe it; the earthly hds no
languige that can tell of the transcendent grcatness and
blessednoss of that place of-infinite love.

"I met the angels, that smiled so sweetly upon me, at
every step. But I wanted to se my Saviour-I wanted
to see my moth'er. It was iot long. Sho was very near
to him. I sawthein both.--And thei I was thinking of
one more that I wished to sec. But I did net know as
shiehhiai ome yct. And I heard the gates open. And I
saw-her face amniig the ngol throng gatheredthere. I
knew:it. She was the one that gave me this book. O
how I wanted to go to lier, and tell lier what a blessed
vork she had done . I looked upto IIim. IIe must have

known what was in my heart, for he said, 'Yes.' I stood
by her side, and held lier hand in mine. Through the
long,' widesp)aces of heaven I led lier on. We stood be-
fore the Saviour. He had a shining crown iii his hand,
-with very many glorious stars within it, She knolt be.
fore Himi. He laid it upon lier brow. But mine-mine
Ws to meet her as she entered heaven, and lead lier to
Jesus. But-it was only a dream."

A broken sob betrayed my prosence. I stood over the
dying youth. Mgy tears fll fast upon his cold, white
face. Those dark, mournful eyes looked up. He knew
me. He had no power to move. Only the stiffened lips
whispered faintly, wearily,-

"Now I know that Jesus heareth prayer. And now,
let Thy servant depi'rt in peac'e, for my eyes have seen


