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Mr. Aaron Bell, one of our
highly respected and esteenied
Inrmers awd citizens, died last
Thursday night, April 12, 1894,
His Tunernl took place in the

duy, J. S. Butt officiating.

ton, Mass.. Sept. 12,1820, When
one yvear old his parents moved
1o Ohio, then called the far west.
le was maried to Miss Jane
Collins, Oct. 20,1842, They em-
igrated to Mlinois in 1845—were
pioneerain that eoununtry where
they resided 25 vears after which
they woved fo Michizan, living
there until May, 1889 when they
f;ook up their,vesidence near Gro-
Lo,

e was converted when he was
cighteen years old, having nnit-
ed with the chnrch immediately,
He has lived a good exemplary
Christian life ever since.  Nearly
two yvears ago Mr. and Mrs. Bell
celebrated their golden wedding,
‘at which time a rennion of all
their ehildren took place.

In hiis Jast days of health, be-
fore his mental failure began, lis
greatest comfort was in reading
his bible and “Pilerim’s Prog:-
ress.””  The poem following was
the last thing he was alle to
read. and calling his danghiter to
his side he pointed to it with
tearinl eves:

Presbyterian ehurch on Satur-

SWEET THOUGHTS OF THEE.

ny Anna J. GRawNIa,

GHve moe swoet thoughts of thee,
Savior. of theo,

Throueh weary nights of pain,
Comfoyt thor me,

In midst of my disiresa,

Come in thy tenderness,

And lot my soul possvss

: Bwees thoughts of thee)

Yhile some in peacelul rest,
_ Dream aara NWAY,
I, in my dreaziness,
Long for the day:
Taurn thou the dark to hight,
I'ut every donbt to fthht.
To trust thee day or nicht.
Help me, I pray!
Thon too didst =ulfor pain.
Know griel and losy;
And thow who know no sin,
Cneyiol 1Ly cross.
Why ehould X shrink from mize?
Wien I remambver thine,
My sonl eannd repinge,
Lase acens but drozs.
Give mo sweet thonghts of (hep,
Bavior. of thao!
Through coming diyva and nights,
Htrengtiien thon me;
Till into endlosa dny
My epicit slips away,
Oh, give mo now L pray,
Sweat thongits of thee,

- When asked two weeks ago
Tow he fell; he said,”* 1 am on iy

Mr. Bell was born in Washing- | jonrney  home, I am  almost

thers.”
llis voice has ceased npon’

earth; is if not a praising voice:
iabove? ?
Can  you immagine a voice
speaking from heayen just after
renching therve?
“And is thig heaven? and nm T here?
JTove shott tho road ! how swift the flight!

1 am all et all exal! all aar!
Josus is here, my soul's delight,”

Yes. how sweet, how inimitable,
how perfech the rest yonder. A
few days ago, gickness, trial, suf-
fering: how exhausted! how
weary!

Buf he speaks,  Listen—

“1 haard tha volee of Jesps say;
Come anta ma and @ !
Lay down, thon wenry ane, lay down,
Thy hem] upan my broast,
T cirmno to Josus ns T was,
Weary. worn and =ad;
I found i him & resting ploaso
Aund e has madde ma glad ™ :

“Plessedd are the dead which
die in the Lord from honeeforth;
Yea. saith the spirit, that they
may rest from their labors, and
their works do follow them.”

Mr. gell leaves to mourn his
loss, n wife, two sons and five
danehters, two =ons and one
daughter inving gone on before.




