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Words canr.ot express the care and love this little gr
showed myself: when I was confined to hed she walkgg
so softly through the room and often read to me. Qpg -
when going from home, I asked Eliza to sleep with e
little girl who lived with me. On my return [ asked jf .
they had read a chapter, and said their prayers? §),
answered, “Oh we were very happy ; we sung the cighth
Psalm—1I read a chapter and Eliza prayed.”> Wil ng
these children rise up and condemn those who negleq
this duty?  Verily, out of the mouths of babes and suck.
lings God has perfected praise?

Our readers may ask,—Were there no traits of our fy).
len nature in that child? Did she ncver behave amss—
did she always display such a lovely picture of a child of
God as you have here described 7 Tt must be confessed thy
in many respects she was much like other children still,
with all her faults, there was something more than nature,
—grace had been at work. On one occasion she tolds
lie; but she was soon brought to feel this grievous sip*
came and confessed it before the whole school, and be.
ged that I would pray Godto forgive her.

I must now come to the last day she was in schod,
Sabbath 19 January 1840. Every one observed her o
that day to be unusually attentive, and that her eye never
wandered from me for one moment. I remarked it my.
self, and thought she was afraid I did not love her as!
had done,—little did I think she was within a few hous
of eternity !

On the Monday following, Eliza was left at homes
prepare the dinner, while her aunt was at the mill. I
putting the pan of potatoes on the fire, her apron caut
the flames, and before any one came to her assistance
she was burnt in a dreadful manner. It was about oe
o’clock when they came to tell me the sad news. O
entering the room I saw the form of a child standingin
the bed, and heard from it a well-known voice,~ M
tress, do youknow me ? Iama’burnt; I have nomothe,
and my father is far away—Oh, this is dreadful suffering”



