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and again and again biis spiritual vigrour triumphied ovAr hiis bodily
wveakness. XVc gathiereci around the table ; biis owi biand broke
the bread and distributed the ceenits. Evcry once and awlbile lie
called us ta sing of Divine mrercy, î nd %ve sang witil peculiar fervor
Charles Wesley's îvell-knawnvi hymn, Il Deptli of mercy, can there
be, miercy stili reserved for mie." At Iast lie concluded the service,
and thoagh it hiad lasted four hlours wve were loath ta leave. H-e
was borne froin the churchi exhausted and faint. but like a victariaus
genieral wounded oni the field of battie, yet triuiriphant, and
graspings ta the last sward and shield. H-e hiad indeed thrawn
hlimself under the wings of the Chierubim befare the Mercy Seat,
and we hiad bent with hiru there, and naw we longed ta, go with
Iiin further. Angel wings w'erc about ta bear hlmn froin us ta tie
truc Mercy Seat. Heaven %vas already apening ta let its faithiful
servant lu. Jesus w~as rising ta bld hlm welcomne ta the victors'
throne. O mighit w~e enter and -for ever dwvell \vithi him. Ohi no!
not yet. And we turned agaiin ta aur earthly hiome, sad but
r ejaoi c i ngr.

Tread gently, dear reader. he cliamber ivherc the good mati
meets luis fate is privilegred beyond t'iec comimon, walk of virtuous
life, quite on the verge af hcaven.» A week lias passed since die
niernorable scelle in the churcu. It is Sabbatli again. But rapidly
lias dcath been untying the strings or miortal life. We ascend
the stairwvay of the vicarage. The shiades of a summer cvening are
fallingr ini tinted beauty aIl around, as w~e stand with anl eager corn-
paliy of wveeping poor, at the openî door of that chianber. Hush!
lie breathes. A tinder voice sa-t's ta hini, -"My dear crature, for
the sake of others I ask-if Jesus is very present w'ith thee, lift thy si

righrlt hiand." Sec, lie lifts it up! %'If the prospect of gbory swcetly f
oDens before thce, repeat the sigui." Sec, lie raises it again! And
niow again!1 And now lie summnois ail luis reniaiingr strengyth, anld
tlurows it up again, as thunghlihe would reacb the top of the bed.E
"Are you iii aîuy pain ?" says the voice. *,No." He lias spoken Iiis

Iast wvord. He blas passedt iuta a sort of slccp, tlioughl witl bis eves IF
openi and fixed. Then lie breatlies once more, anud is golle. 's
Fletcher is dcad!'

Anud 1 was iuow t
A spirit, ncw born into a spiritual world.
Haif dreamuing,, hiaf awake, 1 lay a wvhile,
lu an clysiuuu of repose-so glides
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