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onLhﬂ, when ehe silver chord whxch
connected their hearts tngather was sud-
deely clipped by the all devouring seythe
of time. Sister Osborne’s iife was one of
Lpiety and virtue- fond of reading
i the bible and sing he songs of Zion;
K recular in mgnda'mu at church and in
: th_«.ﬁund.y&bch@«)l. She wag very fond

ring the week, |
d at howe and read her bible

}asd suag the songs of Zion as she was
want to.do. Al those who knew her
best loved ke most.  She was affable
d4nd kind to ev‘crvbody, and «il felt im-
Y pressed with her pious walk. But sheis
‘no more. At 4 o'clock on the morning
U of the 18th day of May she was sudden-
ly smitten down by a fit followed by an- |
¢l uthcr, and then onc after another inrapid
i} succession until' @ o’clock at night, when
she wasrelioved by the Angel of Death.

| that the bas gone to rest. Before she

heaven and looked intently for a moment'
while her countenance lit np- by the radi-
ating influence of brml%pmt Thus
sed into the “‘far away home of
" to realize xiﬂn’co of the sen-
timent of her favo song, “God’s
children are gatheting home.”

She leaves behind a heart-stricken
husband, a fond- mother, a weeping sis-
ter, three sorrowing bmthexs and a long
‘ttain of mourning But thanks
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‘T BN aff, attended by a large assem-

husl
Oh,

d, mother, and all.
ow sweet it will be in that beantiful l1nd,
So free from 211 sorrow and pain,
With songs on our lips and harps in our hamda,
To meet one ansther in
Thank God tor the power of ithe ¢
dpelto saye.  May we all be re-
agaig in esfair ﬁeAua of | glow
e e . W. Osporxe.
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%&hqu;u she gonld Jesve us.mo dying |’ 4
testxmony, yet wo are perféctly satisfied |

breathed her last she raised her eyes to

blage of weeping fricads. Crod bless the






