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“0 how I long to be with my blessed Saviour,”
she would exclaim, “where sin, and sorrow, and
sickness, and death, can never come.”

And anon she would complain of her fretful
impatience, and express her fears that it was sin-
ful. *I must wait Iis time,” she would say,
“ e knows best what is good for us. I know and
feel he does, but this wayward, wilful spirit of
mine clogged as it is with the burden of the flesh,
is apt to rebel against His divine authority and
almighty power.

“But pray for me, dear lady,” she would add
on such occasions, “ that it may not be so impu-
ted to me, aud tell me what to do, for you were
sent here, you know, on purposc to instruct me.”

“Oh, no | I exclaimed,” interrupting her, * IfI
were sent at all, it was not to iustruct, but to-be
instructed.”

1 thought I knew beforo, how Christians ought
to live, but I bad yet to learn, how calmly and
peacefully and triumphantly they could die. With
Fanny Millway, the battle had been fought with
the king of terrors, and the victory won, she could
ook him in the face without hrinking, and in the
strength of her Redeemer, could say to him, in a
tone of defiance : ** O death where is thy sting.”

Her whole conversation, throughout that live
long night, turned incessantly upon the hope that
possessed her soul, the hope that casteth out fear,
and which, with her, was bleoming full of immor-
tality.

The reader must not suppose that I have given
anything like a full account of all she said. I
could not, indeed, have remembered a tithe of it
at the time I made these memoranda, and they
refer, I am sorry to say, more to the substance,
than the form—that is t eay, to the ideas she con-
veyed to me, and many of them were truly origi-
nal, while the exquisite simplicity of her language
was forgotten. On looking over my notes, I per-
ceive that some remark of this kind is necessary
to account for the language, I have put into the
mouth of a simple uneducated country girl like
Fanny Millway. The fact is, the sentiments only
are her's, the language is my own.

But to return once more, and but once, to the
bedside of my now no longer talkative friend, she
was fairly tired out. She had not, indeed, talked
so much, as I lcarnt afterwards, at one time at
least, no, not for several months. No wonder then
she was cxhausted. i

On my urging her to go to sleep she said :

« Come bless me, and kiss me good night, and
I will try and do so.

¢ And if I ehould die beforo ¥ wake,
I pray the Lord my soul to take.
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