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affection for her made me sometimes unjust to and
negligent of others; and I can acknowledge, more
than as a general principle, the justice of the
Hand which has struck this blow.

You know me too well to be at all afraid that I
should suffer materially from my feelings; I am
perfectly conscious of the extent of my irreparable
loss, but I am not at all overpowered and very lit-

tle indisposed, — nothing but what a short time,
with rest nnd change of air, will remove. T thank
God 1 was enabled to attend her to the last,

am
'

agst my many causes of self-reproach I
have not to add any wilful neglect of her comfort.
She felt herself to be dying about half an hour

before she became tranquil and apparently uncon-
scious. During that half-hour was her struggle,
poor soul

! She said she could not tell us what she
suffered, though she complained of little fixed
pain. When I asked her if there was anything
she wanted, her answer was she wanted nothing
but death, and some of her words were: "God

"

grant me patience, pray for me, oh, pray for me! "

Her voice was affected, but as long as she spoke
she was intelligible.

I hope I do not break your heart, my dearest
Fanny, by these particulars; I mean to afford you
gratification whilst I am relieving my own feelings.

I could not write so to anybody else; indeed you
arc the only person I have written to at all, except


