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| came back to some of us very force-

|| virtues rise, in shapes of mercy, chari-
i ty, and low:f to walk the world, and

'| ing mortals shed on such green graves,
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ally invited to be present, and the
front rows of seats were set aside-for

from the organ “touched sgothingly

peaceful when Mr. - Ruring;. under
whose pastorate KoKo entered the
church, rose and read the verses from
Math. 18, 1-7and John 11, 20-27, and
offered prayer. The beautiful and ap-
propriate quartette, “The Reaper and
the flowers,’’ Tendered by those who
had loved the little girl was followed
by a talk to the children by the pas-
tor, from the words *‘A little child
shall lead them.” . The helpfulness
and kindness of their dead friend were
dwelt upon, and every child present
must have received a strong impetus
to be like her. Intimate friends of
the family lent tender hands to per-
form the last, sad offices for her whom
they had all loved. Fragrant flowers
formed a carpet for her filnal homie.
And when later in the day the strick-
en ones visited the place where they
had laid her, they found the grave hid-
den from sight under a thick covering
of lovely blossoms, . _

When they laid her away—away
from suffering and illusion—the clouds
s_g_led gentle tears. But later the sun
came out steady and bright, and its
last rays rested calmly on that little
rose-covered mound.

The story of Dickens “Little Nell”

fully, and his comments on that sweet
child’s death express much which is in
our own grieving hearts. N

Here follows the extract:

*'Oh! it is hard to take to heart the
lesson that such deaths will teach, but
let no man reject it, for it is one that
all must learn, and isa mighty, uni-
versal Truth. When Death strikes
down the innocent and young, for
every fragile form from which he lets
the panting spirit free, a hundred

bless it. Of every tear that sorrow-

is power, and his dark path be-
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