“THE DAY SHE DIED—A REMINISCENCE.
| BYT. TROTTER,

1t was eleven years ago the ninth of this month. 'For
years the story of that day was a memory too sacred to be
written down for other eyes to read, Perhaps it may be
written now,

She was my own sister. For five long years she had
laint in her bed, or reclined on her chair, a confirmed in-
valid, wasting slowly through all that time. She wasa
beautiful character' when sickness first seized upon her,
but years of chastening had made her like finest gold.
Her sickfiess, at first a shadow darkening prematfirely
her own ybung life, and darkening the life of the house-
hold, had long: since been touched with a glory which

f1ad transformed it into the shekinah of our home. Day _

by day we had seen the wasting of flesh and the waning
of strength, and yet so gradual had been the decline, and
s0 Tong had she lingered with us, that it seemed as if she
must always stay, and when the end came it startled us
almost as much as if we had had no premonition of its
coming.

It was on & Monday. Sunday had brought great
feebleness, but it had not been suggested that the vital
spark was so nearly extinguished, We were breakfasting
on the Monday morning when the one, who through the
years had nursed the sufferer, came in with tearful face
and expressed her fears that death was at hand. How
her words smote us ! With what swelling hearts we went
into the chamber where ¢ The physic-
ian, coming in put the matter beyond uncertainty, **Well
J~"" said he, after feeling, the pulse and looking on the
face for & moment, “‘you'll soon be home." “‘Shall 1 go
today, doctor ' she whispered. *‘Ves, today,"" he replied
; Not a tear, not a tremor

It was welcome news

loved . one lay |

She was ready
regret
retired within herself for a little while, doubtiess that she
might steady her thoughts, and assure her heart, iu the

not a sigh of
Closing her eyesa, she

presence of the great change. Soon she came back to us, |

her soul fortified, her face radiant, And then ensued five
or six hours, to have shared which must ever be counted
our supremest privieege, till we see the King in His
beauty. it 2
Hovering near, with many

yet fearful that any ministries of ours would be oo coarss

' and blundering for a time like this
she said “'Sing.”

tears anxious o minister

we were glad when
And so we sang
“How sweet the name of Jesus sounds
In.a believer's ear,
It soothes his sorrows, heals his wounds,
And drives away his fear,"

Pausing a few moments, that we might not weary the
sufferer, and might master our own feelings, again we
sang:

*‘Jerusalem, my happy home,
Name ever dear to me,

When shall my labors have an end,
Thy joys when shall 1 see?"

Anothier pause; and then came the request sing “The
This wag too plainly de
scriptivé of what was just taking place, Bibe an easy task
for the gingers, btit with ¢hoking uttefhot we sang

sands of time are sinking.' "’

“The sands of time are sinking,
The dawn of Heaven breaks,

The summer morn ['ve sighed for,
The fair, sweet morn awakes.
Dark, dark has been the midnight,
But dayspring is at hand,

And glory, g!‘nrv dwelleth

In Iomhanuel’s land."

On we sang, as best we could, through several stanzas ;
the next one would not come, And then followed a
supreme-moment, which cannot be described. Opening
her eyes, and rising superior to her feebleness, the dying
one, with shining face and exultant spirit, gave us the
stanza we could not recall

' The King there in His beauty
Without a veil between,

It were a well-spent journey
Though seven deaths lay between.'’

It was a glimpse of glory, such as Peter saw upon thé
Mount. It was good to be there,

And so the hours of the morning sped. Not much was
left to be set in order by our dear one, but so disciplined
was she in thought and habit, that she conld not be con-
tent to leave anything undone. Many were the little
notes her feeble hands had written during her illness,
full of tender encouragement for sufferers like herself, or
admonition for- those who she thought were still Christ-
less. Many were the little booklets she had sent hither
and thither, in hope that they might “be messengers of
light and happiness. A few of these were still ot sent.
This must be attended to. Apd a few more must be

quests to those about her bed _
looked at myown to-day | * My King,!"a lit
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‘panion during her long illness, and bearing the ifseri

“ For dear T—, the dying bequest of his loyibig sister

But her thoughtfulness for others was not yet ended.
Drawing me closely to her, she reminded me how limited
had been her opportunities of testifying to others of - the .
love of Jesus, and requested that, when laid in thcm*tt.
a card should be placed betweer! her finigers on her breast,
inscribed with the words : ! The Blood of Jesus Christ
His Son cleanseth us from all sin,” that in death she
might testify to the many who would come to look upon
her face.

But by this time the light was low in the socket. Only
the last tender farewells remained, and then came the
slumber deep and sweet as an infant’s, in which the spirit
passed to its everlasting rest. ¢
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Young Maritime Baptists as Teachers in U. S. A.

Much is said concerning yo mer from the
Provinces. taking their young manhood; hopes,
cation, and bestowing them upon the United States,
with the excuse that they are seeking higher educa-
tion or enlarged opportunmities. This exodus to the
United States is, however, a recognized fact. ' Nor is
it an unmitigated evil, since the Provinces give forth
but still regain and retain the best and purest man-
hood in the world ; while; in the United States, even
the famed New England blood, nndeniably tainted:
by European ymmigration, is vivified by the new life
from her rugged northiern hbor, @ le of
the United States are not slow ize the su
jority of this northern immigration above that m
other countries, as the thousands of positions of trust
held by Canadians fn United States testify. There
are Casadian business men, lawyers, doctors, minis-

P

ters, teschers, artisans, laborers, inferior to none in

thelr several employments,

The greatpess of the Provinces may well consist,
not only fn the nobility of its ewn citizsenship, but
also in the nobility it may infuse into the citisenship
of another country. The Provinces, like a kind par-
ent, send thelr sons where the best and most honor-
able sucoess muy be secured, whether ot home or
abroad

Of the many different professions represented by
Maritime Province yourig men, the most is known
about the young ministers, whost interests, berause
of their own great mission snd the centenl aim of
 Acadia,'' are deservedly wear onr les’ hearts,
A. C. Kempton, in Wisconsin, and W. Wallace, in
New York are destined to shed the light of fame up-
on their home land,

Less is known concerning suother dlass, onr Bap-
tist teachers in the Uni States. Such men s
Pres. Schurman, Pres, Whitman and Prof. MoVane
certainly need no introduction, but the le at
home should be reminded of the youngest class of
teachers in the United States, Among col
fessors, Vernon F. Marsters of Indiana Uni ¥,
M. 8. Read of Colgate University, G, K. Ch §
under Dr, mmcvri; os glinﬁb, lmrve ll‘::-
tion for their ripid rise to important positions
through sheer. force of merit. Among neoldli?'
school teachets, Edmund Barss of Connecticut, H.
8. Freeman, Acadia, '86, Superintendent and High
School Principal in Fairhaven, Mass., deserve men.
tion, . 2 »

Last of all the public achools of the United States
are also being invaded our Baptist young men
and honorable positions have been secured, "i. !
Shaw of Berwick, N¢8., matriculate of H, C. A,
graduate of Bridgewater, Mass, State Normal School,
holds thie professorship of ¢chemistry and geology in
his alma mater, well known as the g normal
school in Mass. F. M. Shaw, Acadia, ‘g0, 18 princi-
pal of a large elementary school in Patérson, N. J.
Claude West of Berwick, N S., might school m.«ci*!tow
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builder, Mr. A, T, McCabe, of
N. 8., was much admired. = He
taste to his work, and combines
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ars’ graduate of Bridgewater State Normial school, '

as recently been appointed to the $1200.00 prinei~
palship of aprimary school in Paterson, N, J. ;

Other Baptist ‘young men of the Provinces' are
turning their thoughts thitherward, and success
awaits them if they be alive and progressive, and
above all, workers, Soon the vi provincial
intelleet will be as well mprepemegoi':nl.he teaching
grofession_aa in the ministry of the United States

he gublic schools are more stubborn than
churches, and even than the colleges, in o
their doors to stranger talent ; but once en 4

a magnificent field for doing good lies open to the

worker. Especially is this true of the elementary
schools, 9o per cent of whose pupils never go higher

than the grammar school, In the elementary school,
er to reach mfmlu‘

is the only chance of the
of the school population of the United States

%

bought, thiat no friend or acqg ce or even ger,
who liad been embraced in her thoughts and purposes,
might be missed. It must all be done by proxy, for only
the faintest power of speech was now left. But iwith

 what eelfforgetfulness and precision her art was dape |

tary school may contain from oo X
smaller cities, to 5,000 or more in such « city as
York, What a glorious opportunity for %h
Aearing, live principal to mold human
Surely this work deserves honorable mention even
a5 dogs the ministry of Christ. 8 men




