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When the good pass away they leave memories behind, which should be cherished by the living. The example of a young, innocent and Christian life is too rare and too 
precious to be suffered to pass at once into forgetfulness. It should remain, as the sun, which has set remains in the glow of the evening sky.

The subject of this sketch entered into rest at the age of 18 years, 4 months, and 10 days. Physically she was frail, and from an early period she was impressed with the 
thought that her life would be short. This impression, however, never turned her aside from the duty of the present hour. To be useful, to be well furnished as to her mind, to 
keep her heart with diligence and to live the life of a Christian, was more to her than length of days and years.

She often spoke of death, but it was as a release from the trials and ills of life. During her short illness, texts of scripture would come to her, which she had learned from her 
mother as being comforting in affliction. She was sensible of her approaching end, and once, after prayer had been offered at her request, she repeated with touching 
simplicity the prayer of innocent childhood—"Now I lay me down to sleep." She passed away in the early evening. The day and her pure innocent life went out together, but 
only to be renewed in the painless, sinless, and happy world above. As a student she was conscientous and ambitious. She would have been distinguished as a scholar had 
her life been spared. At the Normal school and in preparing for her examination she had overtasked her strength and when her last sickness came there was too little vitality 
remaining to successfully resist it. As a daughter she was all affection and duty; and as a sister, she was loving and kind. Her distnguishing trait in her family an social 
relations was her disinterestedness and absolute unselfishness. Those who knew her most intimately dwell upon her self-forgetfulness and her unselfish regard for the welfare 
and pleasure of others with special emphasis.

As a Christian, the writer, her pastor, must bear testimony to the honorable, sincere, and earnest character of her piety. If there was ever one whose days were linked 
together by pious thought and deeds it was she. When she received confirmation it was with a full knowledge of its solemn import. She assumed her baptismal vows praying 
and looking for grace to fulfill them all. She was lovely in all the relations of life, but her Christian life was a beautiful example to all her associates and even to many of riper 
years.

She has left behind a most comforting assurance, that, through the Christian's faith and hope, she was ready for her change when her appointed time, so suddenly, and to 
her friends so appallingly came. Seldom has such a funeral procession followed one so young to the cemetery. It was the unspoken sympathy of a large circle of friends and 
acquaintances with the bereaved mother, sisters, and relatives and the silent admiration of a pure and beautiful life, too soon for our own good, taken away. To those who 
knew her, and all who knew her loved her, her loss is a sad, a sorrow-bearing calamity, but for her, her gentle spirit has passed the portal that leads to eternal rest.

"She is not dead, but sleepeth," and in the sweet repose of them who die in the Lord, she awaits, with the saints who have gone before, the joyful resurrection of the just. 


