~ Ziktle one, choose of these thy dower.
¥y ‘%@n mother’s sweet love catold,
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THE GIFT.
Out of all kingdom under the sun
“What shall I bring to thee, little one ?

Bring me the smile of my mother's eyes,

Dearer than sunshine out of the skies ;

Bring me & kiss from her lips to set

Warm on my cheek, with the tears still
: wet.

MM&N treasures far ever the

sea,
What shall the flying ship bring to

me the towch of my mother’s
hand ;

Keep thou the treasures of sea and
shore,

“Bring me the sound of her voice once

Ray: fhere are wisdom and wealth and
g 11 powes,
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Christian. As our Lord sees best He
unveils to His people the light ef His
countenance, or He hides it from them.
And it must needs be so. There must
be the cloud as well as the sunbeam, or
how would the manifold of the
Christian be called ferth? What but
tribulation worketh patience, and pa-
tience experience, and experience hope?
No, the Christian day is neither clear
nor dark, but it brightens towards its
clese. The gracious promise stands
that ‘‘at evening-tide there shall be
light.”

About eighty years ago, in a secluded
vill in Westmoreland, a little bo
was brought to Baptism, and recei
the naxe of Leonard. He was the
eldest child of the curate of the parish,
& man in this world's goods, as
are still many of the cl of that
districs, but rich in good werks.
Leonard’s early life was bright,thoagh
moelywiﬂ';;b' htnes?ofleuth. e
was plainly poerly lodged, but
love illumined all, the love of his Hea-
venly Father, and of fond, earthly pa-
rents. Years and other ogi’-
dren were added to the family; then

b

, mother, all were stricken, and
when from the gates of the grave Leo-

stmgded back to life, he found
left him on earth but one little
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the clouds of sorrow guhmd A deso-|patience
lating fever entered the pastor's cottage;

-|health and his eyesight began to fail,

n could enjoy on this side the grave. V

-|enough, if you only . think so; at

ing & school for the sons of the neigh-
houring farmers, They could not pay
him mueh, however, and his imcome
was not very largely increased. Often
there was hardly food evough in
the house for both brothers, and Leo-
nard (or Mr. Whitley, as we ought tq
call him) woald often on holidays go to
one of the farmers in his parish, and
help in the field work, that he might
feel at ease in accepting a meal there,
and so leave more for the sick man at
home. Yet strive and save as he would,
after a year he found himself in debt.
Quite overpowered, his health broke
down, and he was laid up with a severe
illness. It seemed now that the floods
of affliction were overwhelming him, but
he struggled through the storm. The
clergy round were eager to help one
whom they respected so much. They
took his work for him while hie was ill;
they found out apd paid the oppressive
debt; they obtained & small pension for
Michael, and when Mr, Whitley reco-
vered, they put him in the way of earn.
ing something by ;writing of an evening.
g‘%h::ht!od i w{tb d spir(i‘ta. nor
i ever sinkinto despondency ;
] mrked oxpenl:;oe. and
experience hope.
After many years, of Mi-
chael Whitley was at last . His
brother missed him sadly ; he felt alone,
though not lonely. From this time his

sufferi

but he struggled om, till, at the age of
sixty, he became quite blind, and was
obliged $o give up his curacy. Friends
itied him very much, t he was

and full of confidence that he
should be provided for. And so he was.
Just at this time arich man was build-
ing near one of our noblest cathedrals a
house of shelter for those who had
grown old and continued ‘poor im the

old Mr. Whitley, he invited him to it
So the aged

there as much of rest and home as he

grateful it was to his weary spirit
worn-out frame. For a few years his

ihywdls.

ou may think it strange to illustrate
‘“light at eventide " by an old age,
blind, and dependent on the bounty of

areall in ;* and when you put it on you
.smoothed it dewn, and gave me a kiss,
and told me I was the best mother in
the world.”

“Y.es, so I did,” and at the pleasant
voice of his mother the boy drew in his
feet, and the frown went off his face a
little. *“ But you don't know how hard
it is,” added Fred, in

the poor cat as it was lying in the sum:
shine streaming over the bright kitchen

« Como. comel"” ?Oh up his mother,
‘this. will never do! Your coat is well

an
rate I cannot buy you a new one,” &n‘
Muys, Green put the baby in his arms

serviee of the Church, and hearing of | ti

clergyman went to dwell|j
-|under the minister’'s shade, and found

frail form was seen daily entering the|li
-|house of God, and now he rests close to

these sleeves are jolly, now the elbows|i
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Oaton the little porch weng m
baby. The sun was so bright and 'w
that in spite of all his tron

couldn't help feeling just a little has i
Seating himself on the step he "‘l’
talk to the dear little fellow, um
did when in earnest about things,

‘‘ Baby, wouldn't you hate o ‘wed
patches? Patohes on the glhi
wwhos on the knees, patches all over

by, I am almost all patches, add” o
hoi'n have nicknamed mie * Pageh " '
tell you, baby, it is pretty hard ;b
when I get to be & man, you shas'
know what a patch looks like.” Ha
the baby crowed and jum as the
he uudmtom::ry word, bl

“ Come,” mamma, *‘b '
in; your dinner is ready.” Mw

Fred seated him at the wm
table and waited for his iother: b
she took the rocking chair by the stow
and commenced tp sing baby to

‘ Mother, arn't you going to come

‘“ No, son ; I feel too tired now.”

Fred helped himself to a p .of
the delicious soup; but somehow i
didn't taste , and there was abig
llmg in his and glancing
to his mother he saw a sad, troubled
look on her face. She had ;
singing, and was ing baby's:
softly. He couldn's stand it any
but jumping up he ran to her,

$ ‘

i

i

ing her hgt:onnd the neck, by
nhinonihb:;ndolatvith.kmk sood

* Mother, don't you so sorry. i1}
can wear the patches as well as mol

and bogan dishing up the soup for
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