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Thc natural course of things %vill. suffEcicntly
check it.

As the young nurse entercd thc room lier
hicart sank within lier. The nmorning liglit
just paling the niglit-lamp, cast a drcary and
desolate appearance over the apartient. But
the 'patient at once attractcd lier attention.
11cr luxuriant hair was gone: . a bright flush
sat upon lier check, and her eyes shone with a
1ie'crisli lustre, but the intelligence which lmad
ever beamcd froni thein was gone. licason
had fled; and, linconscious of anything but
paro\ysm of pain, lay she who had guidcd so
înany to Jesus.

As the day advanced the invalid became
'unmnanagrèable, and manifestcd no signs of
consciousncss until about ten o'clock. The
Principal of' the school entcrcd the room.
This lady wvas one of the fcw who possess a
wvom eu camer of colntct.g She tose
wvondru per f infentcing he with om
time by Miss Bradford, and as she turned
away, the eye of the sick one seemed to fol-
low bier teacher.-

IlCan it be she lnovs me," said Miss N.
"It sccms so: perhaps she may be more sen-

sible than we imagine. Let us see if she wil
notice prayer."

Inalber own sweet voice, 'which was familiar
to ail lier pupils as one of encouragement and
consolation, Miss N. offered up a simple peti-
tion-sucli an one as, did the sick one really
hear, could be graspcd even by lier feeble
mind. Was it magic,-the soothing influence
that rela'xed the muscles, softencd the expres-
sion, and composed the dying soul? No, no;
it was but a tribute to the power which reli-
gion exerts in the souls of its subjects-a
power, which evea the dcthronement of rea-
son cannot nlways subdue.

It was then suggested by the sane kind
friend, that seripture iniglit cliarm the trou-
bled spirit; and so it did, like the melody
which of old drove fcom. the breast of' thcq
llebrew monarcli the dark images of despair;
and through the wbole of that long day were
Miss N. and Mary Richmond employcd in
repeating those divine words which, by their
woadcrful adaptedncss to, the human heart,
prove tlie reality of their heavenly origia.

About noon a ray of intellectual. liglit
sceed to, irradiate lier face, aad seizing the
biands of' lier friead8, she soon after spoke-
but so incohereatly, that it was -with difficulty

Ecould bc licard the word IIatone." She thenl
p.rocccdcd to explain by gcsturcs ier men-
mzmg, aad scemed to be describing the kind of
monument she %vislicd to mark the spot whcre
lier dust should slumbcr. Il Not high."
IlPlain." "lDaugliter of William and Ellen
Bradford."

iss N. said: You are sick, vcry sick.
Is there any thing you would like to have
donc ?"

For a moment she wvas herseif, and miade a
great effort to spcak ; but miot succccding, the
mind immediately lost agaiti its balanc.

Soon aftcr a change wvas obscrvcd in the
disorder, aad the pain scemcd dreadfully
acute. TJ2le physician came in at suaset, and
opeaing the shutters at the hicad of the bcd,
the mellow lustre shed its radiance tbrough
the gloom of the darkcaned room, faint
emblcm, of the glory awaiting the departing
saint. But the suffierer hccdcd it not. ler
mind specdily liccame more exciteci-her
bodily agoay more intense. Seripture scemed
for a moment to have lost its power to calm,
and Miss N. commcnccd singing the cradie
hymn. Apparently Miss Bradford was un-
used to it in chuldhood's hours, for it produced
no effeet.

IlDear Miss N.," said Mary, Iltry 1 There
is a fountain'; you know Miss Bradford loves
it s0 much2'

It was commenccd: gradually the excite-
ment and irritation prcviously manifcsted
seemed to subside, and lier attendants sup-
posed bier falling asleep, tillin the last verse
but one, the sick one hummcd the tune, and,
to thie great joy of bier aaxious friends, sung
flot only the tune but the words of the last
three lines of tlie coacluding stanza:

And when this feeble, stammeriag tongue
Lies silent in the grave ;

Then in a nobler, swee.ter song,
l'Il sing thy power to, save.

Again reason's dlue was broken, althougli
she uow ]ay quietly, and slept somne. About
temi o'clock, Mary Richmond bent over lier,
and repeatcd the liymn:

"lHow swcet the ame of Jesus sounds."
As tlie first line was, complcted, the dying

beiever elasped lier bands together, cxclaim-
ing IlDear Sa-Sa-but she could not finish
the name of hier Saviour. In a few moments
after, as the beautiful psahin of Watts' was
recited :


