
TU-' MO t . tE*CO'9 (W UR1 (;î1t*.lC. OF SCOTIAN D

stit, 0 I,: 1 3d cf trutit -, w.u liast rc-

%ilas LitIL (if, De). B3f %VfCtt t,') i.\î. :4
the puipit wh'h. î~tuaLn t h ei:.

'l'lice while> thi. fiist nrcIiati .. inq,
lic htles his ar (:îe,'l;aad tis iviligi
Antd ranhs ..f ý,i.hi g humts aroimi
Faitwrstpp:i and spi aà idhe groundl.'

Very ca'rn 'vas îhat gavingY of tho dyig
Ttiso-"lI la ittius (tuas Diaia

St. Thotmas a Becket, nls lie feil iaenentb the
the sword of tîto assassin, îvhispered, "l 1
humbly cumimead mny spirit to Gud witu gave
't."1

Schiller stepped from the turmioil of life to
the quiet of the afterdimo, wbispering
" 1Calmer and calmer ;" and Goethe niien the
8hadleï iere drawisig nrcund hinm, slautxng
oat the golden sun-sheeti, murmured "lMore

Humboldt departeci, saying, ns he gazed
out un the glorions sun, 1,How brighît these
rasys! they seem to beckon earth to heaven."

The onu beatitiful work witbi which brave
Jeanne d'Aru ciosed hier stormy 11ke, iras the
peaceful one "lJesus."

Melancthon ciied saiying, IlAliud nihl
7isi coelum.",

How sad and s:Icmn a death was that of
the Emperor Charles V., with a tapier in one
haud, proces8oning arnund that sombre cata-
falque exclaîming, Il Ya roy Seiaor" (Now,
Lord, 1 go) ; and, as isi fingers relaxed their
liold, murmuring. iu broken accents, and,
îvith thern expiring, IlAy Jesus P"

IA kinag should die standing," sait! Agus-
tus.

6Ail my possessions for a moment of
lime P' exclaimed the dying Elizabeth.

Il Lord, taike nuy spirit," prayed Edirard
IV.

ltow tragical were many of those French
Rqvolution, scafl'uld death-scenes. Those
hoarse words spoken beneath that gleaming
knif?. witb what horrible and aickening sound
îhey echo, lu our ears.

'lThis, then, is my rewaird," sasid Barnave,
as Fe mounîed the fatal scaffold.

Clootz died there, discoursing on material-
isrn, and requested to, be execuîted last, Ilin
order to, establish certain principles."

Mada-xle Roland died there t00, a8kin g for
pâli-ti aiid pait ** to write the stranget lioug-nts
risin in ber,-" requesting (ais a favour to a
lady) 10, die first, lw sbow Lamarche how
easy a thing it were, and then, îurning ber
Biery eye to the statue of Liberty, exclaminz,
Il( Liberty! what things are done in tby1

tia-e !"
Is there amy du;ath-pecîure more horrible

than tht3t nf Brissot and the îwenty ehouting
Vive la Republiqie !" and ainging the hymn
of the Mý%arseiliaige," the chorus growing
every moment fainter as the heads of the
Girondins feil before the devourîng guillo-
tine, silently dying away, untit but one iras

1 ta sbli-k the g-rim de.aîlt-snng( P
[L i., plensanît to leave aIl titis liorror, nI-

îu.tait ls t preïq aîouuad the martyr's.flre,
%ect frein out titat 1iîtue andl sinoke we hear
î.t' faltering voice of te va:nerabla Latimuer
1 li,» of guod enomfurt, Master RlUdet, aud

play the main ; I trust we 0hall this day light
US) stich a candile lu E-.,!and, as by God't;
biessing, shali n ever bu put out."

At the titake ait Vilvorde. brave old Tyndale,
e.raaaslaî,ir of the EtiglisBl Bible, praved, Il The
Lordl open the eyes of thle Kirg zof Enigl nd."

Noble wordst, ton, were those of the irrent
Gernian reformer, Ziirigle, who was kiiled ln
battIs iu 1531, gazn calrnly ait the blond
îric'liug from bis wouudls, and exclaiming,

W ihat maltera tbis misfortuneP They mai,
iudeed, kilt the bcdy, but they cainnot kilt the
aoul."

IlMY dear," aaid Sir Wailter E'eott to, Lock-
hart,"I I may have but a moment 10, apeak 10,
)ou ; be a good main, be virtuous, bu religious
-bu a good man ; nothing else will give yc'u
any> comfort wben you corne to lie here. God
blea you ail."

I3urke's son died quoting the lines of MiI-
ton-

Hi11 praise, ye winds, that from, four quartera
bloiw,

Breathe soft or Ioud; and waye your tops, ye
panes,

With eyery plant in aigri of wership, wave."

And reading the 142ud Psaým, Sr. Francis
of Assisi died as be reached the laiet verse;
6Briug my snul out of prison."
"G alilean! Thou bas conquered," closed

the life of the Apostate Julian.
The brave Polycarp, aI tlie age of ninet>',

at the stake refused to bu houari; for, bu
said, IlLet me alone as 1 arn! He wbo has
given me strength 10, endure the fire, will also
enablu me to, stand irithotit mosing in the
pile."ý

"I must sleep now," sairi Byron.
"Don't let tbat awkward aquari fire over

my grave," entreateri Burns.
IWbat, is there no bribing death ? asked

Beaiufort.
"lA dying main cati do nothing easy," was

the assurance of Franklin.
Kirs me, Hardy," sairi Nelson.

"Thy kiugdom corne, îhy will be done,"
devoutly prayed the dying Sir Edw:ird Coka.

John Knox, earaestly expecting tbe last
summons, saiid, as he closed, bis eyes, "lNow
it is corne."1

"Ditg, dying-," were the last wordt of
Thomnas Hood, when, after making his last
pun, he turned his heari upon the pillor hu
the wgall. Hie saiid a littîs before the latest
moment,"I There was the smell of the mould,
but he rernenbeaed il nourisheri the violets."

ItI is beautiful P" flnished the beautifui life
of Elizabeth Barreit Browning.

I arn going 10 take a leap in the dark,'
were the syllaibles thait escaperi from te lips
of the metaphysician and Bceptic, Thomia,-


