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closer intimacy than is usual among human friends.
Also it imposes higher obligations and fidelity to
truth, Apart from the uplifting influence which
such an one exercises, the knowledge that the angel
reads what is passing in one’s mind prevents the
harbouring of thoughts that are mean and base.

Though we may give no audible expression to
them, our thoughts do indeed travel far. When in
trouble or distress I had only to wish that she were
present to comfort me to find her by my side.
Nay, it was not even necessary to wish for her to
bring her to me. One does not like to call too
often on friends for help. But she could tell
when I needed her even though I had not thought
of summoning her, and would respond immediately
to my need.

She said to me once in these early days of our
companionship : “ Don’t think of me as an angel,
exalted far above everything that pertains to
vour everyday life; think of me as your f.riend
who wishes to help you in every way and is inter-
ested in everything that concerns your welfare.”

She accompanicd me often on my walks and
talked to me freely about what we chanced to see.
She was often with me as I went about my house-
hold duties, frequently helping me by suggestions,
and by her gaicty and good humour making the
tasks seem light and trivial. Though a great
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sufferer on earth for many years, she had always
preserved, as I learned from those who had known
her, the bright, sunny, hopeful, helpful spirit
that had attracted so many to her before she was
smitten with her long illness. And now that she
was freed from all weakness and pain she fairly
radiated joy and bubbled over with happiness.
Her merry, rippling laughter was in itself a
tonic.

I have written of her in the past tense, but I
should have used the present tense. For she is
still my dearest friend, and until my earthly
pilgrimage is finished, she will continue to counsel,
guide and comfort me. She is my guardian angel.

Most of her friends speak of her mournfully as
“dead.” It is the hope that I may some day be as
vitally alive as she is that makes me, at times,
long to be numbered among the dead.

XV

THE path by which I should escape the troubles

that beset me had not yet been opened to me.

One night I had again fallen into a despondent

mood and lay on my bed unable to sleep. I

prayed for help. I heard a beloved voice utter

my name softly, and my guardian angel, as I was
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