
MY RELOVBD IS AF3LEEP.é

whioh 1 leaùied-but the staff is
broken now-she's asleep.

Yes, she is sleeping-resting frorn
lier labors. But, O, why does she
sleep 50 long? She was not wont to
dIo so; no, she always hasted to wake
at early morn ana greet the matin
hour with a kiss to her loved one and
a song of praise to God. But, oh,
the lips that at each returning mnorn
sahited thus the new born dlay are
faded, they are cold, they move not
now; the cheery voice is hushed and
silent anid the matins are unsung.
She stiil sleeps; resting after the toils
of life are ovçr-resting. Others say
she is dead!1 but she is not. I saw
lier go to sleep. I just laid my hand
on the eyes that had been so iovingly,
pityingly fixed on mine, ana when I
lifted it she was asleep; asle6p in
Jesus. She voluntarily gave bier
worn body back to earth. I gave lier
in charge to the angels to carry her
iup to our other home, the home where
we shall lîve together again. Thus
she passed into life; no, she is not
de.ad. Ah! if vaunting death cau
dlaim no greater victory in bis mardi
of terror through the world than lie
can claim over the dear littie body
that we have laid away in the church-
yard, barren, indeed, is lis mardi of
spoils and vain his boast of power or
pain. Deatli had ne terror to lier-she spolie of it as only the stepping
into another room. The day be-
fore she passed away she asked that
ail should leave the room but myseif.
She then drew me close to lier breast
ana said, "Papa, I see your agony
and your struggles and hear yeur
prayers for my recovery, and for yeur's
and the children's salie I would be
content to stay, but oh, the peace is 50

sweet; let me go, papa, let me go te
Jesus. And now, dear, kucel here
by my side and give me up to IIim
and pray that lie will take me home."

Oh, the agyony of that hour. fiow
hardly the iron entered my soul.
Row could I give lier away. IIow
coula I pray that the idol of my life
ahoula be tomn away from me? But

for lier sake I yielded my love to Rira,
who gave her me. She kissed me
tien and laying lier poor little liands
upon my head, gave me lier blessing,
To lier it was a sweet relief. The
next day, August 7tli, she passed into
life in possession of the full force and
clearnèss of lier mind. She forgot
no one nor anything. fier messagea
to absent ones were given in clear
and unclouded sentences. Her eyes
lost none of their native lustre, uer
was there auything to indicate pain.
It was the closing scene of a Ohins.
tian's triumph. After coverngr lier
children's and lier sister's heads withr
lier liauds, aua givi!ng eaci lier part.
ing beneiction, she calmly and iev-
ingly 'fixed lier eyes, lu mine. She-
saw the agony of the soul that was
bending over lier. A look of pity
told me that the eartli.love would only
cease wien the pulse of lile had ceased,
to flow.

I wish all men coula have witness-
ed that clo8iug scene. Ouly ait
augel's pen coula record it. My hu-
man peu fails.

On August 9, 1880, together we-
ladl started on a long journey on,
acceunt of my health; she to ts.ke
care of me or bring me home in case-
I could not stand the travel. Tiat
niglit we stopped in llockville, Mary-
lana * The evening twilight liwi be-
gun te thieken into, niglit. Little did
Itink that just one year later, after-

the su had sunli behinid the western
bills, the twiliglt thickening around.
us and the full orbed moon rising, in
the opposite leavons, that I shold
carry my loved one away from the
home in whichi she was ever a bless-
ing. Yet se Goâ decreed, aud I amn
alone. I listen in vain for the cern-
ing feet that always brouglit a smiling
face; I do not liear the sweet veice
that ever clieered and encouragea me;II feel net the liand that ministerea te
my wants or softened the pillow for
me; I look on the pillow by my side,
but ber dear face is not nestled tIere;-
my seul cri-s out come bach-, darling,
corne back, but she bears me not.


