a2 THE DYING INDIAN'S DREAM.

Catching glimpses of the glory ;—
As tho’ the echo from the eternal hill,
In soft vibrations broke
Upon our senses while he spoke,
i i Sending thro’ every soul, a deep unutterable thrill !

“Oh! 1 have been in heaven!”

“To me it has been given”
“To see the throne of God—the angels clothed in light,” ‘,}’
« And ransomed spirits in the purest white.”

“They knew my name !”’

“ And who I am1”

“ And whence I came!”
T heard them loud through heaven proclaim !”

“ Make room ! make room!”
« John Paul has come! John Paul has come !”

“Oh! T shall surely reach that place,”
“Thro’ matchless grace.”
“ One moment more below ” »
“T linger, then I go”’
“From tnis dark vale of woe,”
“To be in heaven forever;”
“ Where I shall never, never,”
*“Sin again, nor sigh,”’—
“In that bright world on high,”
“ Where my Redeemer reigns,”
“There are no stains ”’
“Of sin, and no remains ”’
“ Of sorrow, sighs and pains.”
“ But harmony and peace” %
“Never to cease ”’

“ But ever to increase ”’

¢ Are there; and happiness, pure unbounded happiness,”
“Forever and forever reigns ”’
“Tn that eternal world of bliss.”

“Oh! I must meet you there,”
“ My brothers! you must share”
: “That blessedness with me,” i
i “ So wonderful—so free ’—
' i “That mansion in the skies ”’
‘ “ Not bought with gold or price,”
i “ But with the precious blood,”
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