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ask to have them sung, and the sound of the familiar
words wafted up to the chamber where he lay was
full of solace and healing. He seemed to spread his
feeble sails to catch the “winds of God" as these

favorite stanzas

And sometimes his fait zeal, strong to the
last, made him want to hear the stirring lines of Whit-

tier's ‘‘ Reformers of England.” In them he heard

the cry of his own desire for right and justice
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Oh, may no selfish purpose break
The beauty of your plan:
No lie from throne or altar shake
Your steady faith in man.

Such was he in the reflections and echoes of the
ideals that we catch from his own life. We remember




