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parison with the duty that we owe to

God and each other? Should we shrink

from duty, should we leave our post in

time of danger because of the natural

sympathies and affections which bind us

to each other? No. It would be un-

just, it would be condescending in us

to even think of doing so. It is more

noble to make the sacrifice of society,

kindred and friends, than to leave our

post of duty, and thus endanger the

rights and liberties of the whole com-

munity. If Brother Cannon were here

he could only mourn with us, and then

again return to his post of duty. And

what more could he do than he has

done? Every attention has been paid,

and every effort has been put forth to

do all that could be done for Sister Can-

non. But our prayers did not prevail;

she was "appointed unto death." God has

taken her. She sleeps, but is not dead.

She does not sleep the sleep of death,

but of the righteous and the faithful; yes,

one who has proved faithful to the lat-

est breath, Sister Cannon is an exam-

ple for her children and family, an ex-

ample of patience, of faithful endurance,

and of integrity that is unquestionable.

This is a great deal to say of one of our

fellow creatures, but none too much to

be said of her. My sympathy is drawn

out to those who remain. May God bless

and comfort them; and may they abide in

the truth and follow the example of their

noble mother and companion in life, re-

maining faithful to the end of their days,

in the name of Jesus. Amen.
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REPORTED BY UNKNOWN.

In speaking a few words pertaining

to the dead, I, as my brethren have ex-

pressed themselves, feel to reconcile my

feelings to the purposes of the Almighty,

whether respecting the dead or the liv-

ing.

This morning, however, I have ex-

perienced sorrowful feelings not on

account of Sister Cannon; she is

all right. Her body lies here in

the cold embrace of death, but her spirit

is peaceful and happy. She has fought

the good fight, she has finished her

course, she has accomplished the object

of her creation, and she has gone to

where sighing, sorrow and trouble can-

not reach her; therefore, I cannot mourn

on her account. It is all right and all

well with her. Yet there are sympathies,


