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amid all the din .and distraction of Trench state
geantry, sh~ found time to think of her favourite,
the little Highland girl on the banks of the Dee, and
then and there selected and bought an article to
p.case and gratify the little body. ‘These are the
lirks that bind the people to the Queen.
DR. NORMAN MACLEOD.

There were few of the friends she has lost whom
the Queen missed so much or moumed so sincerely
as the late Dr. Norman Macleod, her faverte Scotch
chaplain. Grateful for the consolations he had
given under her great bercavement, she pays an affec-
tionate tribute to his memory when she writes, in
March, 1873:—*¥ am anxious to put on record all
my recollections of my dear and valued friend, Dr.
Norman Macdlcod, who has been taken from us, and
whose loss is more deeply felt every day. 1 have,
therefore, made the following extracts from iny Jour-
nal since the year 1861, when my heavy misfortune
brought me into very close contact with him.” She
dwells especially upon scrmons which had impressed
her as being singularly adapted to her case.  Perhaps
she found cven greater comfort in the quict conversa-
tions in which he gave her encouragement and hepe:—

“We talked of dear Albert’s fllness, his readiness to
go hence at all umes, with which Dr. Macleod was
much struck, and said, what a beautiful state of mind
he must always have been in, how unselfish, how
ready to do whatever was necessary; and I exempli-
ficd this by describing his cheerfulness in giving up
all he liked and cnjoyed, and being jist as cheerful
when he changed to other circumstances, looking at
the bright and interesting side of them; like, for
instance, gotng from hese to Windsor and from Wind-
sot to London, leaving his own dear home, ctc, and
yet being always cheerful, which was the reverse with
me.  He spoke of the blessing of living on with those
who were gonc on before.  An old woman whom we
knew, he said, had lost her husband and several of
her children, and had many sommows, and heasked her
how she had been able 1o bear them, and she answer-
td, “Ah! when #¢ went awa’ it made a great hole,
and all the others went theough it” And so it is,
most touchingly and traly cxpressed, and so it will
ever be with me !

At a hater period, when Il Macdeod was evidently
failing in health, the Queen writes :—

* He dwelkt, as alwavs, on the love and goodness of
God. . . . No onc cver felt so convineed, and
so anxious as he to coavince others, that God was a
loving Father, who wished all to come 10 Him, and to
preach of 2 living persomal Saviewr, One who loved
us 25 2 brother and 2 fricsd. 10 whom all conld and
should come with trust and confidence.  No onc ever

raised and strengthened one’s faith more than Dr.
Macleod. His own faith was so strong, his heart so
large, that ali—high and low, weak and strong, the
crring and the good—cculd alike find sympathy,
help, and consolation from him.

“How I loved to talk to him, to ask -'s advice, to
speak to him of my sorrows, my anxicties!

“ But, alas! how impossible T fecl it to be to give
any adequate idea of the chamcter of this good and
distinguished man! So much depended on his per.
sonal charm of manner, so warm, genial, and hcarty,
overflowing with kindness and the love of human
nature ; and <o much depended on himself, on know-
ing and living with him, that no one who did not do
so can truly portray him. And, indeed, how can any
ong, alas! who has not known or seen a person, ever
imagine from description what he is really like?

“He had the greatest admiration for the beauties
of nature, and was most enthusiastic about the beauti-
ful wild scenery of his dear country, which he loved
intenscly and passionately.  When I said to him, on
his last visit, that I was going to take somc mineral
waters when 1 went south, he pointed to the lovely
view from the windows, looking up the glen of the
Dee, and said: “The fine air in these hills, and the
quict here, will do your Majesty much more good
than all the waters.”™

PR, S —
“GOD SAVE THE QUEEX"

God are our gracious Queen !
Long live ocr nolle Queen !
God save the Queen !
Light on ber path descend :
Joy 3nd bape sweetly blend :
Chotosst gilis to her send 3
God save the Qucen !
God bless owr mative Jand 3
Her streagth ard ghory stand
Ever ia Thee !
Her faith and laws be pere s
Her theoac and hearts socere s
And ket her name endzte—
Homne of the frec.

God seaic wpon ous land,
And comatiess as the sand
Her Blasiags be ?
Arisc, O Locd Most High?
And call ber chddren mgh,
Till wosoe and heart reply—
Giocy tw Thee ¥
Gad save ows mative Jand !
Thy severcgn word command
Hex Fgt 1o shviac :
TRl casth i Bghicd 2B,
A pations protrate 21,
Oa Jesms® Name to call,
Axd praise be Thine !




