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background, there arose the musical accompaniment 
to its birth, the loud rapture of a robin's morning 
hymn.

It pæaned the waking note to the watcher as well. 
Elizabeth’s soul soared up with it in ecstatic worship, 
voiced in the notes of a new song, that came from her 
heart as freely as did the robin’s. For years her 
fettered spirit had been struggling to express its 
music, but the repression of her early life, disobedi
ence to the call to higher and nobler things, and later 
a crushing sorrow had stifled her voice. But now 
she was free. She had not been disobedient to the 
heavenly vision. Her soul had turned at last to 
meet the dawning need, valiant for doing. It had 
arisen at last, warm and radiant, and she was per
mitted to sing its welcoming chorus in notes that 
were to make her name known throughout the length 
and breadth of her native land.

The dawn had come to Elizabeth through storm 
and darkness. She never quite recovered from the 
blow that had driven her back, wounded and faint, 
to the path of duty. Never a day passed that she did 
not miss the dear companionship of John, did not 
listen half-unconsciously for his footsteps, never a 
night she did not remember with anguished heart the 
manner of his death. But a year had passed, helping 
to heal the wound, and Elizabeth had found happi
ness in service. One year more and she would be a 
graduate of a nurses’ training school, and a bril
liant graduate too, her superior officers predicted.


