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A sy Obituary.

" When the dark cloud of death hovered.
over that Colgate home on the night of
the 15th, it carried ‘the soul of little
Robbie Willfame into the light of eternal |
sunshine, but it left a shadow over that
home that time can never litt. His
briet lite of & littlo over seven years was
illed with love and happinees, and as he |
was the idol of his relatives’ hearts, they
vied with-each other in making his life
a continuous jév, and his ovident ap-i
preciation and grateful emiles which he
returned for every mark of attention he
received, beapoke of an understanding
far in advance of his tender years; but
‘tis said that “Death loves a shinging
mark"” though as far as 1 am concerned.
1 eaninot look at it Te any other light
than that a malignant curse has robbed
us of the brightest jewel of our hearts
and placed in it stead o darl sotl ing - of
dmpnir lmrtamly believe in a Heaven,

and I may be at rault when I say that I
cannot see its justice, but God knows
that the only solats we can-find in this
awlul hour of affliction i= in the thought |
that the mysterious hand of a Heaven-
ly Guide has touched the aminated clay
with his magic wand and {rapeformed it
into another gem for the Crown of Him
who said ' Buﬂ'ur little r:hildrnn {0 eone
unto me.”

Poor little Roblbin; “he wore & halo of
earthly sun shine whilo here, bul he hus
oxchanged it for a halo that knows no
waning. He was born to know -no "sor-
row-he left it ull for ve. * (.
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