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Mie Bishofr'understood. It was the first sign of approachin.g
loeokjaw.' He says:

"Then my heart sank downw~ithin me, and 1 prayed earnestly to God.
1 talked to the dear, dear lad of his danger, and day and night we prayed
and read. A dear guileless spirit indeed. 1 neyer sawv Iin sQ young a
person such a thorough. conscientiousness as for two years l %vitnessed in
bis daily life, and I had long not only loved, but respected him.

"lWe had calm wveather and could flot get on. By Saturday the jaws
'vere tiglht lociced; then more intense grewv the agony, the whole body rigid
Jike a bar of îron. Oh, lýov I ble*ss God, wvho carried me tlxrouýh that day
ýand night,-how good he wvas in his very agonies, ini bis fearful spasms,
thanking God, praying, pressing my hand ivhen I prayed and comforted
hirn with holy wvords of Scripture. None but a well-disciplined, humble,
simple Christian could. have so borne his sufferings: the habit of obedience,
and faith and patience, the child-Iike, unhesitating trust in God's love and
Fatherly care, supported hlm now. He neyer for a moment lost his Iid
upon God. Wýiat a lesson it wvas!1 It calmect us- ail. It alMost awved me
to see in SO young a lad so great an instance of God's infiniite power, so
great a Nvork of good perfected in-one young enough to have been confirmed
by mie.

"At i a.m. on Monday, 1 moved from his ýide to my ovn, couch, oniy
three yards off. He said faintiy, ' Kiss me, Bishop ; I amn very glad 1 was
doing my duty. Telmy father I was in the path o f duty, and he will be so
glad. -Poor Santa Cruz people!' Ah 1 my .dear boy, you will do more for
their conversion by your death than ever we shaill by our lives. And as 1 lay
down almost convulsed with sobs, though not audible, Mr. Tilly afterwards
told me he heard him say, 'Poor Bishop.'

At 4 a.m. he started as from, a trance. He had been wandering a good
deal, but ai his wvords even then were of things pure and holy. His eyes
met mine, and I saw the consciouisness gradually coming back into them.
'They neyer stop singing there, sir, do theyP for his thoughts wvere wvith
the angels in heaven ; then after a. short time the last terrible struggle, and
then lie fell asleep. And remember ' ail this in the midst of that most
agonizing, it -nay be, of ail forms of death. Oh ! howv I thanked God when
his head at last feli bac«k on my arm."1

Four days after this the saine symptoins came on in Edwwns
case, and, after eight days' patient endurance of rnost fearful
agony his soul was released to jqin the noble arm of martyrs.

And now we corne to the dreaçiful tragedy, ini the -year 1871,
whieh took away Patteson himself and which excited such
sorrow and indignation throughout Christendom, leading
our noble Queen even in her Speech frorn the Throne ini
'opening Parliainent to make a most touching allusion to
"'the murder of an exernplary prelat.e.." The ogcasion, of hiq
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