
Miss TH-iRE.SA BERTHELET

tural dread of death coniion to nearly ail the
poor chidren cf Adamn.

The last Sunday Miss Berthelet spent on
earth, seeiing ber nurses ready to, go to Mass,
she said to theni : « May I not go too? » «Von
are too iii duis morniilg, » tluey replied. « Seud
your good angel in your stead. » Tut ning
aside, she wlispered: «Go my good angel, go
and hear Nlass ini my place since I ain unable
to do so. » MNany a like message, doubtless,
had her gunardian. spirit perfornied at lier
biddiug throtighli fe. Many a tiîne, perliaps,
had lie been sent to hiover prayerfully about
the tabernacles suie haid erected to the glory
of Jesus Hostia, only to return laden with rare
treasuires ofgçrace for lier. Thiese, Miss Berthélet
was 50011 to fiud transfornued iuto « an eternal
weiglit of glory ». Otir sain tly benefactress
and iost devouit servant of God, conipleted
lier patriar-chal life of' goodïxess and charity
to bier fellow-creatures on April iS, i866, at
the ripe old age of eighity-two years, six inouthis

and twenty-onc days.

Her body, robed in the religions habit
of Our Instituite, lay in state lu duie Conmniunity
room of the Providence Asylumii for five days.
The funeral ol- -equies were soleînnly chanted.
lu our chapel br,' the Riglit Reverend Bishop
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