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Utie children, readers of the

Swiday~ Sc7Lool Guardian; whiist
you are lookinc g hrougi AtS pages,
hoping to find some pretty or enter-
taining story,stop a few moments and
rend the true Iiistory Oif ISABELLA.
Isabella was the daughiter of Wil-
liam and Evelina Kennedy, and she
was 8 years, 7 înonths, and 24 davs
old whien she died, whichi was on
the 16!h or June, 1852. NVben
Isabella was weil, she was a prettv,
1iely little girl, and so very good
natured that she hardly ever got
angry, and wvoîld bear very patient-
Iy, a great deal of %vhat children
miostly think imposition ; and when
too mnuchi îried, wculd w.eep, seemn-
ingly more in sorrow than in anger.
She wavzs, like niost children are,
thoughitless arid careless somieiiiînes,
but liad a very tender, pitying heart,
and could not bpar t0 hear a sorrow-
fl story without weeping : but al-
though she hand a very good naturai
disposition, do nilt, my Intde readers,
think, that these good qualities would
take ber to heaven ;-ot'lv the Sa-
viour can take us there ; and thosG

who love hlmn will cultivate kind
tempers, and improve their lime in
gaining ail useful knovledge. She
liad several brothers and sisters, and
a very kind father and tender mo-
ther, wvho îiourned to sec hier sacken
and die. She was takzen ili on the
4th of April, with a severe attack
of the scarlet fever, which Ieft bier
very weahk, and a large abscess form-
ed in bier neck, wvhicli, when lanci di,
discharged a great deal of inatter;
the complairit suitling~ in lier ieild
also, inade her qîlite deaf: but shie
bore it very patientlv, and bier
friends hoped shie would yet gel wvell.
Her liinbs ivere ail craînped anîd she
was full of pain. 1-1r iiother ai-
îended ber day and night, as she
greiv worse, forgetting bier own
weariness, if she miighît ease her
poor chlîd's sufferiîigs fur a fi-w
moments ; and it wvas lier mother's
hand alone she thouglit cou Id smooth
hýtr pillow, or move lier poor pained
body, for she got so tender that the
least touch orfthe th ngs arouîîd lier
distressed ber; and there she lay,
day by day, wasiing away, whilst
the briglit spring opened the flowere,
and the %vild birds sang so bappiiy,
and the forests clustered in their


