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MAGGIE'S LAST MESSAGE' TO lIER MOTHEMIX

It was a cold, dreary night. towards the close of Novemiber. The wind
was bowling and sweeping iii fierce, irregular gusts, tliriatenhi»g every nic-
ment to levelI to thc grouind a, wrctched and dilapidated teneinent, situated
in a dark, gloomy street, irn one of' the worst localities of the city of R. la
a rooni belonging to this building, if' a place presenting sucli -% picture of
utter inisciy an d discoiiulbrt could -e dîgnifled by sueli an appellation, sat,
or rathcr crouchcd, a wvomaii. Ber face was buricd in hcr hands, and shie
scenicd lost in rcflcctions of a inost pairiful and bitter nature. As she raiscd
lier head, she disclosed a countenance wearing an expression of liard, silen-,
grietZ.-like one upon whioni soine great sorrow had flllen, and w'ho wzis ren-
dcred unnaturally caliii by the very intensity of the blow. There were no
tears in ber eyes, 6uût thcy seenied to burn with a, fierce, fcverishi lîghit. Shec
rose from the crouching attitude whichi she hiad hithierto assuiuied, and diraw-
ing out an old box, began carefully f'olding and arranging in it various little
articles of dress, wluicli bcad evidently belongcd to a child. It was witli a
sort of deep, Iingering tcndertiess, that she laid aside ecd littie wvorn and
faded garmient; for oh!1 with, wliat a strange, umystie sanctity does the great
poot, fleat>, irivest every objeet, however npparently trivial or insigîuifietant,
ilmat is cssnciaited witb the inenmory of a loved one, wvho lias crossed the darkz
river!1 Wlien she liad fiîiislicd folding the last article, she carried the box
to a closet that stood at the further end of the roomîî. No sound of weepiing
escaped ber, as she consigncd to their -place of concecluneunt those relies of
lier losýt little one. Lost, indeed, to that poor nother, for n. si'eet voice
wlîispered in lier car those words of lieavenly, consolation, 1-1Not lost, blit
grone hefore,"- and -te her there was no bope of a glorious reunion. Meelî:îîi-
cally slîe took up a little well-worni bible, evidently with no expectation of
rcuiviing either couifort or direction froin its sacred teachimugý, but probîbli
fil fuifiîuet of a promise nmade to lier (lying thld. AS sfic opeîîed (lie
bookz, tliere feIl froin between its ]caves a piece of paper. She w'as bu
czarcfolly to replace kt, supposing it to be eue of ber, lttle Maggic's îr,
vrbien lier attention wvas suddenly arrested by these ivords, traced in the irie-
gurllar eharacters of a ehild's lanc: Motiier, Jesus loves you ; ivouî' you
love hli too) anud ineet Magu-ie in lîeaveîî ?" Again and agaiui tlîe 1)cor
wvouuiau read tliose simple, clîildisli words. Tliere was nothing new ini tlîcm.
(Moftn andl often lîad Maggie pleaded witli lier inother in those very wrdS:
buit now thecy scuîîcd to coine home to that poor uîotlier's lieart witli mn irre-
;ýistÀble por'e,, as if they wvere, tlirougli bier child, a direct message 111rein God
to lier guwilty seul. Thc fiuiti.iu of lier dccp, stony grief w.ase"brolzeil uý;
the cyes. whili ihd burned beflorc, but rcfuscd to '«Cep, '«cre now t.ai'

intears.

The one miserable caudle, tlîat liad lighted lier dreary roon, liad long
silice gone ouit, and tlîc fev scattered cunhers, on the hecarth. lîad àxase
t.iemiselve.s; but still shme sat, lîceding necithier cold nor darkniess. bier '«liolc
soul absorbed in the one burning desire to flndl the Saviour of ber: ltled-
gic. During the hîours of tilis dreary nighit evcry sin of lier life seenîied tP
pass iii darlz array before lier ilueînory's eye, and to overivllhii lier :soit] witlî.
t.he dccpcnling tîmouglît tliqt tiîe love of Jestis could not cîibrace -' 'siauur (il
.50 deep ziadyc,
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