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yeot remains something more to be told,
and that ig, that a mother will not hesi-
tate to sacrifice her own life to save
the life of the child she hore.

The Marquis of Lorne, in his
“ SKetehes of  Canada,’ relates how
some years o the wife of one of
band of Christinn Indians on Manitou-
lin Island, wandered with her child in
her arms too near the e¢dge of the shore
ice. in the spring of the year. The
picce on which she stood suddenly

broke off. and before help could be,

given, floated out into Lake ITuron he-
yond reach. Death overtook Loth, but
it was seen by thoge who found them
that the mother's thoughts were all for
her child She had taken everything
there was about herself and wrappea it
about her babe.  When at last, over-
come by cold and exhaustion, she lay
down to die, she arranged her body so
that ceven in death it should shelter her
chiid—=her face bending over it with a
fond expression that death itself was
not able to obliterate. O sacred mys-
tery of a mother’s love! There is no-
thing like it, but the love of God in
Christ. constraining ITim to be craci-
fied in the likeness of sinful flesh, that

we might be clothed in flis righteous-
ness and have eternal life.

“ Like a cradle, rocking, rocking,

Silent, peaceful, to and fro,

Hangs this green earth, swinging,
turning,

Noisecless, jarless, safe and slow,

Like a mother's sweet looks drop-
ping

On the little face below,

Ifalls the lght of God’s fice bending

Down and watching us below.

And as little babes that suffer,
Toss and moan and cannot rest,
Are tke ones the tender mother
Holds the closest, loves the best.

So when we arve weak and wretceheq,
23 our sins bowed down. distressed,
Then it is that God's great patience
Holds us closest, loves us hest.

O areat heart of God ! whose loving
Cannot hindered be nor crossed,
Will not weary, will not even

In our death itsclf be lost.

Tove Divine! of such great loving,
Only mothiers know the cost,—

Cost of love, which all love passing
Gave itself to save the lost.”

e g AR IN b A n R R A T T A e

Why those fears ? Behold, “tis Jesus
ITolds the helm and guides the ship.
Spread the sails and cateh the breezes, -
Sent to waft us o'er the decp,
To the regions,
Where the mourners ccase to weep.
—Selected.




