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Eviza JaANE BrowNLEE, of Marl-

borough.

Died, on the 31st of Dacember, at
her father’s residence, in Mgrl-
bourgh, Llhza Jane, daughter of
Mr. James Brownlee, aged fourteen
years and ten days. -

She was born in the township of
Goulbourn. Her parents have, for
many years, been very exemplary
members of the Wesleyan Metho-
dist Church ; her father, for many
years, has been a pious, devoted,
and zealous class-leader. Being
thus highly favoured. with pigus
parents, her bent to goud was given
when very young. Like Samuel,
she was given to the Lord when a
child; and like Timothy, she was
earth taught the scriptures, 'and
revergnced them asthe words of
eternul truth. Many portions she
comnmitted to memory, and repeated
to her tencher at the Sabbath
Schools  Inthe Sabbath Schoo! she
took great delight,-and regularly
attended, never allowing anything
tu prevent her uattendance over
which she had the control.  And
guing on a sabbath when the weather
was cold and damp, she took a
severe cold, which is supposed 10
have brought on the disease which
terminated her mortal existence. |

She was dutiful and obedient to
her parents, a kind and affectionate
sister ; being naturally mild ead
geatle in her disposition, aud having
the fear of Gud before her eyes, she
took no delight in those sinlul plays
so common to children, and in her
leisure hours would rather seek
retivement, and read some good
book, or spend her time in sqme
profitable exercise,

During her sickness she suffered
severe pain, bus she bore ajl withont
a murmur or complaint ; she had no
fear of death, she loved Jesus as
her Redeemer, and expected svon
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to reign with him in heaven. She
is gong, she sleeps in death and
rests with God. Iler funeral was
attended by & numerous concourse
of friends, and a sermon preached
from Mark v. 39, ¢ TLe dumsel is
not dead but sleepoth.” G
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She was a fair child, with masses
of long black hair lying over her
pillow.  Iler eye was dark and
piercing, and as it met mine she
started slightly, but smiled and
looked upward, 1 spoke a few
words to her father, and turning to
her, asked her if'she knew her cog-
dition, h
«“I know that my Redeemer
liveth,” she said in a voice whose
, meicdy was like the siveetest strain
of the Eoliun, You may imagine
that the answer startled mey-and
with a very few words of the like
Zimport I tirned from her. A half
hour passed, and she spoke in the
same deep, rich, melodious voice—
*‘Father, 1 am cold—lie down beside
me;” and the old man lay down
by his dying child, and she twined
her arms around his neck, and
murmured jn a dreamy voice, ¢ dear
father, dear father I? i
¢ My .child,’ said the man,
the lood seem deep to thee ¥
¢ Nay, [ather, for my soul is
strong.’ S, ‘
¢ Seest thou the thither shore t

¢ doth



