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THE HAPPY DEATH OF THE SAB-
BATH SCHOLAR.

In a town on the south-east coast of
Seotland a remarkable revival of religion
began in 1859, and it is still yielding bless-
ed result. The providence of God has co-
operated with the gifts and meaus of His
grace in prolonging, extending, and deepnd-
ing the religious awakening. During this
period there has been a number of deaths,
some of them in circumstances peculiarly
affecting. This has produced a deep im-
pression of the nearness of eternity, and an
awe-inspiring realization of the greainess of
its concerns.  Last spring a lingering fever
prevaiied, and many were in cousiderable
danger, but we have heard of only one death,
It was that of a Sabbath scholai, only uine
years of age.
about a month after her death, we found that
both teachers and scholars spoke of the
event with much interest and tenderness of
feding. She seems to have been of a very
‘aimiable disposition, and to have secured
theaffection of all who knew her.  For three
wueks she was feeble, and apparently uncon-
sciousand never spoke a word.  Onthe day
of her daath she recovered consciousness,
and said in a low tone to her mother,—

“P'm going away.”

Her mother thought that her mind was
probably still wandering, and, to try her,
she asked, « Where are you going, Eliz-
beth t” '

She calmly and sweetly replied, “I’'m
goiu%lto Jesus”

« How do you know that, my dear?—
Are you sure of it¥’

«Q yes! L am sure of it, for Jesys says,
«I love them that love Me, and they that
seek Me early shall find Mo; and you krow,
mother, that I love Jesus.”

She was too weak to say much more;
but, immediutely Lefore her death, she re-

ted the following verse of a favourite
ymn,—

# Jesus, lover of my soul!
Let me to Thy bosom fiy,
While the raging billows rol,
« While the tempest still is high!
Hide me, O my Saviour hide,
Till the storm of life is past;
Rafe into the heaven guide;
" O receive my soul at last ?

THE GOOD

When we visited the town |
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In a low tone, and with some difficultys sb
uttered the last: line,~—

# 0 receive my soul at last!”

and, almost immediately afterwards, calsily
fell asleep in Jesus. ’

Her mother related to methe above &%
versation, with a few additional particu lﬂ
She misses her much, but feels n‘speak",b
comfort in the sure hope that her darli
child is now with the g:l'iO“l‘ whom she
much loved on earth. The heuvenly bo
has now peculiar attractions to her, and 8 g
often thinks of the Redeemer’s throne 8!
the happy thtong around it. She felt ¢
truth of her daughter’s words, and she &
never forget them,—« You kxow, MOT
1daT [ LovE JESUB.”

A FAVOURITE OF FORTUNE

“Oh, if T were rich, how happy I Shou]g
be! I would live in a fiue house, keep msf
servants, live luxuriously, move in aristocr® 1
circles, and be perfectly happy, I kno
should.” 1

T'hus spoke a poor young man to bi‘”gzn
one day, as he sat beneath a tree, musidg
his poverty and the harduoess of his lot. v
this speak thousends of young hearty 88 o
iook over the stage of life and behol
glare and dazzle of life among the Wwet' 4
and the gay. In fact, young hearts ha"
always spoken thus, and I suppose they dwﬂol
will, because foolishness is the heri
young hearts, the wide world over.

Now let un old man speak—an old &g
who moved in the highest circles of fas!"
tasted all sorts of pleasure, lived prosper® f
ly, and rarely writhed beneath the gﬂl’t‘,(
serious trials. Having risen to the heigh o
his ambition, and while in the full enjoy’ iy
of o healthy old age, Goethe, the poeh ad
us how mpiuch real happiness, wealth g
worldly good can yield, With the me®:
of seventy-five years of life in his heath
is his testimony. He says:— N

‘I have often been praised as an psrs”
FAVOURITE OF FORTUNE, and [ will not
complain.  But at the bottom there ha® ~ 4o
nothing but trouble and labour; and |
well say that in my whole five-and-5c?

"{years, I have not hud four weeks 9 f'lf,

pleasure. It was the eternal rolling of ® s{or""
that had always to be lifted up :
new start.” ,::5
Less than four weeks of real pleas™
seventy-five years! “O world of We“lthwo‘
guiety, if that is all thou canst yield thY "y

| favoured child, thou art a poor master




