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yet so  dependent  on  me,  while  asserting  an  ab- 
solute and  divine  right  to a11 I did  for her, I mar- 
velled that God  should  entrust me with  such  a 
charge, that  He  did  not  keep  the lovely creature 
in  His own arms,  and refuse her  to  any  others. 
Then I would bethink myself that  in  giving  her 
into mine, He had  not  sent  her  out of His  own ; 
for I, too, was a  child  in  His  arms,  holding  and 
tending my live  doll, until  it  should  grow  some- 
thing  like  me,  only  ever so much better. W a s  
she not  given  to  me  that  she  might  learn  what I 
had begun to  learn-namely, that  a  willing  child- 
hood was t he  flower of life ? How can any 
mother sit  with  her  child  on  her  lap  and  not 
know that  there is a  God  over all-know it  by 
the  rising of her  own  heart  in  prayer to   Him ? 
But so few have  had  parents  like  mine ! If my 
mother  felt thus when I lay  in in her  arms,  it 
was no  wonder I should feel thus when my child 
lay in  mine. 

Before I had  children of my  own, I did  not care 
about children,  and  therefore  did  not  understand 
them;  but I had  read  somewhere-and it  clung to 
me, although I did  not  understand  it-that  it was 
in  laying  hold of the  heart of His  mother  that 
Jesus laid His first  hold on  the world to  redeem 
it ; and now at  length I began to  understand 
it.  What  a divine  way of saving  us  it was-tc 
let her bear Him,  carry  Him  in her bosom, wash 
Him  and dress Him  and  nurse  Him  and  sing  Him 
tosleep--0fferHimthe  adorationof  amother’slovc 
misunderstand Him,  chide  Him, forgive Him  ever 
for  fancied wrong ! Such  a love might well savc 
a world in  which were mothers  enough. It was 
as if He  had said. ‘ I  Ye shall  no  more offer vain 
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irst  arose in  me one morning as I sat  with  her 
lalf dressed on  my knees. I was dawdling  over 
ler  in  my fondness,  as I used to  dawdle  over t he  
Iressing of my doll,  when  suddenly I became 
tware that never  once  since her  arrival  had I sat 
Nith my  husband  in his  study. A pang of 
iismay  shot  through  me.  Is  this  to be a wife ?’ ’ 

said to  myself; l ’  to play  with  a  live  love  like a 
lead  doll,  and  forget  her  husband ! ” I caught 
~p  a  blanket  from  the cradle-I am  not  going  to 
:hrow  away that good  old  word for the  ugly 
mtlandish  name  they gave it now,  reminding 
m e  only of a helmet-X caught  up  a  blanket 
From the cradle, I say,  wrapped it  round  the 
treasure,  which was shooting  its  arms  and legs in 
Every direction  like  a  polypus  feeling  after  its 
food-and rushed  down  stairs,  and  down the 
precipice into  the  study.  Percivale  started  up in 
terror,  thinking  something fearful had  happened, 
and I was bringing  him  all  that was left of the 
child. 
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