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: c]osed and lns dark, d‘tmp hair sas pushed c'uelessly
bacl; from a ln ow pure and clear as marble.

I hnfreled a moment. The faco stl mwe]y attracted
" me; ‘md then I passed on with the 1est——'b few steps
only, f01 T felt faint and sick, and leaned against a pillar
“for sqppou; C'uei‘ully, kindly, the physwnn laid back
- the almost hfeless hand, gently arvranged the plllo\vs,
©.-and with a heavy sigh, tnrned ayay to other places and

. other faces. .

- :.-The dymrr one slcpt Sm]lmld motxon}css he hy ﬂlelc,
and a light, holy and beautifal, tr embled softly overthe
faded. features, . A step passed me. . I could not leave
the spot. - I only shrank back farther among the sha-
dows. Itwastheman oi‘ God that came and stooped over
that smitten form., How sweetly that sufferer slept!

. It-must bo his last sleep on carth.

.. More than once the chaplain bent his face down to
"‘-: ,‘see if he breathed, and-laid his hand hghtly, lmn'ennfrly .
" on the cold forehoad: And then ho awoke. There was

RASEEN long, troubled s1gh, as if . the spmt was unw1lhnn to

-come. back to earth; and the large dark eyos 1ooked up
-,_-ias from a dlst'mee

“Aln I dying now ?”

I caught every word. If seomed 80 hLo some defu
" music stmm that I lmd heard, th% I could nab wholly-

e jv recall.

i "The, mmlstel had looLcd 1)1Lymrr1y upon hnn
Ry Do Dot fefu to tell me. . 1 am almost ready.”
Tlnt v01ce-—11. must’ be some half: f01 gotten dle‘un I

ywws trying to trace out..
.+ “I do not knoyw, dear bwthm 3 11. nmy be But lmve

you found the Saviour of sinners ?. Is Jesus mdced pre-
.cious ?” :
.‘ «Q, yes, yes I h'we Just seen Inm—I am, not \\"m-
delmrr—I will tell you direetly; before I'go.”. :
“H'we you a mothe1, my 1)1othe1? What c'm I do




