
REFLECTIONS ON DEATE.

plation of the wonders of redeeming
love. And when' sbe reverted to bier-
self, she could not, dared not, hope on
ber own account, and yet she admitted
that the subjeet itse]f, and on its own
aceount, was worthy of hier highest ad-
miration and joy. In this situation,
after once more leading hier to the tlirone
of race, 1 loft her.

I saw lier again next evening, and dis-
eovered at once, that bcing justified by
faith, she had peace with God tlrough our
Lord Jesus Christ. Shehadmnade great
advances in the knowledge of Christ.
The Scriptures, with the letter of which
she was before familiar, were now un-
sealed, and displayed treasures of the
richest wisdomn. ier daugliter apologis-
cd for the disorde r apparent in the house,
by saying that lier mother wished<her
to read to lier eontinually, and that
she had been nearly the *whole day by
her bedside readingý the B3ible. She
was now able "lto give a reason of the
hope that was in lier," in the ealmest
manner. After this I did not see lier
again for several days. My own dear
fricnd -was too ill for me to thinli of
leaving her. watehed lir bedside,
chiefl, til lier soul rested with God.
Returning, liowever, fromn the "1City of

the Dead, wliere I had been to deposit
lier precious remains, I called in to sec
dear Mrs. G-. Her daugliter met
me at the door, and said, Ilyou are too
late, Sir, my mother lias not spoken for
several heours. She is nearly gone.
She spoke mucli of you this morning,
and earnestly desired to sec you; but
knowing liow deeply you were aficited
in your, own family, she would flot ask
it. She was very hiappy, Sir, and prayed
niuch for yeu, that you niight-be sup-
ported under your own afflictions." I
stepped to the bedside, lier eyes were
partially closed, her breath short and
diffleuit, and she had every appearance
of a person dying. The daugliter called
"'Mother," but she paid no attention.
She put lier nioutli close to her ear and
said, " Mr. L- is here." UDon
hearing mny namne she opened lier eyes
and attempted te .speak, which in a
short tinie she was able to do. She ex-
pressed mueli joy and thankfulness at
seeing rue again; and said bier mind
liad been a long time entirely absorbed
in the contemplation of the wonderful

subjeet of the love of Christ whicli 1 had
tauglit lier. She cxpressed the greatest
astonlaliment at lier former blindncas,
and deep concern for the thousands wlio
were in the same state. Slie wondered
that she should ever have thouglit her-
self a Chiristian, for instead of liaving
lived an innocent lîfe, as she first as-
sured me she had, she now looked upon
lier former life to have been very wicked.
Sho mentioned anger as lier besetting
sin. She liad met witli reverses and
suffered injuries, and she had allowed
lierseif to nourish anger and even hatred
towards those who lad wronged lier,
without ever attempting to sulidue or
even control it. Nay, in lier paroxysms
of rage slhe liad often profaned the holy
name of God, and then pleaded the
former si as a justification of the latter.
SlIc now looked upon these things witli
the utmnost lorror. And in proportion
as she viewed herself a great sinner, she
magnified Christ's pardoning merey.
Having lad mueli forgiven shc loved
tlie more. In this hiappy state of mind,
a few hours afterwards, sIc slept in
Jesus, and like the pardoncd thief, was
doubtiess the saine day -with, hlmn in
Paradise. L
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The records of time are empîatically
tIc history *of dcath. A wholc reviewv
of the world, from this hour to tlie age
of Adam, is but tIc vision of an infinite
multitude of dying mnen. IDuring the
more quiet intervals, we perceive indlvi-
duals fafling into the dust, tîrougli al
classes and ail lands. Then come floods
and conflagrations, famines, and pesti-
lence, and cartliquakes, and battîca,
whicî leave tIc most crowded and so-
cial scenes silent. Thc luman race re-
semble tIc 'withered foliage of a wide
forest: whule the air is calm, we per-
ceive single leaves scattering here and
there froas tIc branches ; but sometimnes
a tenxpest, or a 'wlirlwind, precipitates
thousands in a moment. It la a mode-
rate computation which supposes a hun-
dred thousand millions to have died,
since tIc exit of iighteous Abel. O1
it is truc that muin bath entered the
creation of God!1 that sin lias made a
breaeh in tînt innocence iwhicli fecd


