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do T, remembeïr é* nervpus terror -w-* th

which. 1 è1unor to m'y ffiothèr as e e'nteredpiy. afbet'
apartment and the icy chill whi digusied itselfover My
body, as 1. gazëd the fea"rËlally changed.. fýature S** of

yfather. 1 'had nele r' before!seen d'eatli'in' any o*ml,
'l. bOieve the first view -of de.aýh- is more or, less terrible'

wa$ teriible- for nie ti)'firstview death. irn'p" ed u « -ofpon the co-untenaiice a fond
hav. e e' eëa S'ince tho ýý1ght -thýt my -father recog . . .....ni'zed' m*e when' other' léd m o his bed-s"de'. ý 1 1'. . . .ý i ;. b u,"f Ütte' 'S. z*oné.' It * -P - fbpower o rance wa wa.s- a. ieanui. tri' -l tome, wh' haA seèn but te- s«: of e. Aften year' -li'f er the first

shocki a strange calm took "Possession- of me. - Though
man .vears have' passed since that. p- eri»od; 1 te m'embery'th'uz-li-.it.,were but est 0Ô y erday, how' I sat''duriiig th'se.
long hours, scarcely for an instant îemovin mv eyes froni
m fatherls fiaçe but shed not a -teat for, after the, firn
bure ùf. grief, _ýteaxs. refused to coýme. to my ré St
as the da'y -began to. dawn I heard'.the'i)hysician say« ni a
whis'per « to wkin- neiý4bor -whoý stood''by,'l thlýnk h.el is-
going. At'tliat *moment My father opened lis -. èyes,, and,-
'looking iýpwar.d with,-a pýeasa'iit.smilè expired withou a
struggle. I 'eould h ever clearly %remember how 1 passed
the intervening. days between- my fathers - deâth - ý an d'

bunàl, I have an --indi,,stinetý'. récollection- -of - the hushed
-voices- and soft footstepà of fiiends and who,

'kindly' ëame té aid'iù. p'erfo*'ing the last. offices -of love
and friendship.to the-,réffiains of niý de-parted-1 father. I


