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o'ciock on \Vednesclay nighit bis strong frarne ranl up the pale wvhite fIag, of
surrender-the struggcle Nvas en(led, ami evcery pang wvas over. 1 reaclhcd
hlmii at eleven o'ciock, and found imii on the brink of wvhat lie calied "lThe
Little Brook," waiting the coinmand to step over to the other shore.
Calmer than the gifted physicians at luis bedside-caiimer thlan 1 could be to
save iny life as I gazed inito his siingi face-lue looked away frorn a fading
-,Voridl, and feasted lus eyes on Ilthings not seu"As 1 approachied irn lie
said, IlGlory to God ! Brother Jarreil, I arn alrnost gone, and I arn so glad
it is I rather than any other member of the faniily."

"lDo you sutièr any pain, Julianl ?" IlNot a pain in all iny body. It is
the sweetest niglit's rest I ev'er liac i i- y life ; but pray for me until the
last breath leaves nie. Pray no'v; I want to hiear you one more timle before
I go. " Ou r prayer wvas ail praise one tirne. As wve rose fromn our knees lie
struck up and sang througli that entrancing chorus:

"O Beulah Land-sweet Beulah Land,
As on thy highest mount I stand,
I look away across the Aea,
'W iiere inansions are prepared for me,
And view the shining glory shore -
My heaven-my home for evermore !"

"Where is Joe, Brother Jarreli '" liHe is at home." -1I wish I could
see his swveet face once more. Tell i hl to meet me in giory." In a moment
I slipped out to bring miy son-only too glad for hirn to wvitness a sight I
hiad nîyself neyer seen equailed. As we wva1ked in lie put his arms around
Joe's nieck, and kissed hinm a sweet good-bye. IlGoci bless you, Joe. Meet
me in litaven, for I arn alinost thiere."

"Brother Jarreli, you called on me to pray in public the other nighit. It
wvas the first timie I hiad ever tried to do suchi a thing, but O how 1 thank
you for it nowv! ' The Lord is my shepherd, 1 shiail not xvaut. fie maketh
mie to lie down in green pastures : Hie leadeth mne beside the stili wvaters. Yea,
thoughl I walk tliroughi the valley of the shadowv of death I will fear no
cvii; for Thou art wviti mie. Thiy rod amud Thy staff they comfort nie.'

1I can't remember miy father, but I shall know hlmii above. And the
wvorld lias not known a better stepfathier than I hiave had. The doctors say
I amn cying; but if tlîis be deatii, O how easy to die! Leath is oniy a littie
brook, and I'il soon Pass over and be with'my father.

IlWhy, howdye, pa! Glory to God, I saw miy father !" Whiat wvonder
if lie did, silice lue wvas more in luaven than on earth.

"lBrother Jarreli, telli my Sunday-sclîool class-tell the sehool and the
wliole church.-tell ail Gainesville, hiow easy it is for a Christian to die
wlien lie is full of the grace of God."

But my pen is poverty-stricken whien I corne to tell it as 1 saw it then.


