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that ncrcy she tddri'essedl. The cloud
passed, but she sunxk back on lier pillow
oxhausted with the conflict. The un-
happy father bent still ncaer, anticipat-
ing the last struggle. Sudidenly he cx-
claimnd, as if to call back the yet
lingerhing Spirit.

" Live, my Constance! Could I save
thec, thon blighted bud,-blighted by
my--" Ilis lips grew pale; he stru el
his forcheond, and a groan, like the last
expiri ng throe of nature, escaped him.

Woild the destroyer oF my ponce
were here, 'Tis too late, or I would
not now forbid thy love. But ho was a
traitor, a rebel els--"

Constance gradually revived froi her
insensibility. On a sudden, tie spirit
rekindled-a new and vehenict onergy,
contrasting strangely with hor wenk .
and dobilitted frncaie.

"I havo soen hini !'" she cried. O Uh,
nethought his florn passed before me ;
-~but it is gone l" Sho looked eag e-y
around the apartinent; other eyos in-
voluntarily iollowed ; but no living
object could. be cistinguished through
the chill and oppressive gloom which
brooded over that chanber of detath.

l It was a vision-a shadowy messen-
ger froin the tomb. Yet, one mnlore if I
miglit sec hii-cre I die." AI deep
sob, succeeded by a rapid gusi of tears,
relieved lier; but it told of the power-
fui and alIporvading passion not yet
extinguislcd in her brcast.

We shall meet !" Again she raised
ber, oyes towards that throne to which
the sigh of' the sufferer nover asecnded
:n vain.

" Yes, my own, ny loved Constance,
now 1" cried the stranger, rushing froi
his concealment. le clasped her ini
his arms. A gleam, like "sun-light
across the vave, shot athwart the sha-
dowv that vas gatherinig on her eye. It
was the forerunner of a change. The
anxious father forbore to speak, but he
looked on his daughte with an agony
that seemed to threaten cither reason or
existence. Constance gazcd on lier lover,
but her ey-es became gradually more
dim; hei hand relaxed in his grasp;
yet her features wore a look of serenity
and happiness.

Oh, most nerciful father I thou hast
heard my prayer, througl Himn whose
mnrits have found me a place in that

glory to which .1 hope to come. Bo
imereiflul to him viso love is as truo
as inie own, and ftithitful unto deaith.

yrone, wC mecet again ! Oh, how have
I praved foi the!" Rer eycs sceined te
brighi ten even ii this wl withi tlie
glories or aniother.

"areel1" I alionr the liyniis of'
yonî ransomeil oees tî-oundîc tlic th'reu;
they beekon iîy spirit froin these dark
I laces of sorrow'. Now-farewoll'"

She cast one loolk towards her lover;
it was tho hInsst glimpse of e'arth ; th1e
iext moment her gaze wils on the
brightness of that world where sorroew
and sigig lce awîvay. Se suddlenl the
transition, that the lirst snile of the dis.
emlibodied spirit seeied te linger on the
abode se haid lefi, like the evening
cloud, re (1cting the glorios of antoth
sIc, cre it fades for. ever iito the dark-
noes and solitude or nighît.

A C1IIÚSTIAN IGEOBND.

Ir we aie to believe the Acts of the holy
martyr Alexandeer put to dceath for the
lFaith in the ycar of grace 119, Hernies
a ia n holdi ng a h igh station ii the
Imîperial aci Insttion (soime nake
himi Prefct of' Roe, Whicl is not pro-
bable) was couvertecd to Christiamnty,
not by the learned discourses of priest
ot doctor, but by the touching example
of an old blinc slave, who was nuise te
his son. This son justapproaching boy-
hood had languishled for years ini a
clecline. In vain had HIermes and bis
wife wearied the gods ivith prayers and
sacrifices; the ehill died. " Why lid
yo not carry hii to the tomîb of the
most blessed Potor?" asked the Christian
nurî'se of ler' pagan mîaster; "lie would
be living now. ý " Yo are blincd," an-
swered Hermes; " why have nLot you
beei cured, if yo tlink thlus? "Ilf' I
believedt with a sufiicientlystrong fadth,"
said the slave, ' 1 siould h cured."
Thon sumnoninîg ail ber aith, she set
out to find the bishliop of Roni, the
saintly Alexander. Telling hiin lier
trouble Alexander prnycd for hei, and
immediately lier 1cye0;, forn fiv yeis
dark, iecovered the light. Thiereupon
runining to her nmasters hinse she took
up in lor' arms the col clead body of
lier' master's child, and returning to


