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EDITOR'S NOTE.

AporT one yoar before the Rev. Dir. Detiune went
albroad and died, he azled e to aid him in prepar-
ing a biograplical glketeh of Lis mother,  1le desired
me to read her journals, meditations, reconded pray-
ers and letters, and from them “to sclect such pas
sages a8 might be thouglt nseful il poeblished as an
Appendix to the Mewoir.  After I had completed
the examination, I placed the manwseripts in his
hands, with the selected passages mavked; awd he
then wrote the Memoir whiell is now presented to
the reader. 1t is his last work—a Leantiful Hving
tribute by a gifted, affectionate son to his sninted
mother.  Other works of this cloquent and distin-
rnished scholar, poet, prencher, and orator have been
published, bat nothing from lis pen will be read
with greater admiration than this simple memorial
of the mother who taught Lim to spealk.

The extracts from the writings of Mrs. Joanna Ie-
ihune, which are given as an Appendix to the Me-
moir, are & rich legacy to the Church. In many
respects they are not less valoable nud dnteresting
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than the remaing of Ler remarkable mother, Mra. Taa-
belln Graham, They exhibit a like of extraordinary
activity, of deep spiritunl feeling, and strong faith in
the promises of God to parents for their ¢hildren and
vhildren's ehildren,

Extending over o long series of years, these ox-
tracte, whiclh might have been continued to fill sev-
eral volumes, complote the biography written by her
som, and show the mether in the midst of her inces-
=ant toil for the youny: fonnding the Sunday-school
Union syatem, Infunt Behools, the Orphan Asylum,
and abounding in every good werk, humbly seeling
Divine aid in the minutest and most seenlar dutics,
and, above all, praying without censing for the con-
version of her posterity to the latest gencration.

Christian ladies will read these pages, and be stim-
ulated and guided in noble self-denying labors for
the world around them; mand aged women will Lere
find o beautiful example of holy living and dying
ihat will eomfort and choor them in the cvening of
their days.

The life of the author of thiz Memoir vemains to
be written.,  Iis death, so sudden and in o far-away
country, was o shock and o grief to his friends and
the Christinn community from which they have not
yet vecovered 3 bui they will reecive with mournful
satisfction these lost [raits of Lis pen, the yearnings
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of' hiz warm heart lor her with whom e 13 now st
rest i glory., .f‘j

The fines below, ndilressed smne years ago by the
Loy, Dr. Bethune to his mother, will @ive the reader
a vividl idena of the tender feeling with which the Me-
moir is written :

T MY MOTHER.

My mothicr | Manleod's anziong brow
Al derner cares have long been min,
Yot tien I to thoe fodly now,
Az when npen thy bosam's shiviee
My tnfant pricfe wore pently Lusi’ad to e,
Amd thy low.whispor'd veayere wy shumbior Deesd

I never eall that gentlo nome,

My mozher | bue [ am agail
E'on e oehild; the very snme

That pratied ot thy knee; and fuin
Wonlid [ forget, in momentary jov,
That I ne morve can ke thy bappy boy

The artless boy, te whom thy emile
Was gnnshine, amd thy frown sad nighe
(Thoegh rore that fvown, and Drdef the while
It weild from me thy loving light);
For well-eomm™d task, ambition's hizhest blja
To win from thine approvieg lips o kiss

I've Iovad throwgh forcien tands o roam,
Al pazed o'er many a elassie seene;
Yor wanld the chought cf that Jdeag hone
-

Which e woes e, uft Jite reene,
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ERLTOR'S NOTH.

A TAE e ooz agadn my woary ove
E b LA
T think of thee and those gveet duys gone L.

Tagt plersant home of Jete aned flowers,
Whers Ty the ITndson’s verikut ide

Blv sizners wove their josnine howors,
Aol g we toved, st cventide,

Wl hagrrnieag come Ceom diszent todl o Lliss

Thine nnd his ¢hildren's radiant Loppioess.

Albas the changze ! the ratling ae

Cho Dint-pueod etvoers prolines the 2pel,
Whore o'or the sl wo rowd the Star

O Dothibolein and feget-me-not.
e, wee to Mammon's doselming refen !

W ne'er shall nd oo cartly w home agadn,

vo yered o'er mewy oovollow pege

O omeient wisdum, ml lava wiom,
Perehanes, ascholar's namog bt 2pge

O L heve vever tanghe thy son
Ftssons s dear, so feawght witl Jedy troth,
A hose his muthers fuith shed on bis yoalic

I B 1l Sovioo™s prpee mode meet,
My Godd will o ey Jife and luve,

Blcthinks, when singing ot 1T focr,
Aandl 1l sanean™ L throng alove,

Ty v vpem ey o g s shall e

Aoud T owdll Bless that prace for heaven and 1fieg-—-

TFowe thes and Teaven ¢ for thon didse erend
The woe thar Teade toe Lenvonmwaed . aml
Ale elten wavygnn] Beoteteps Ll
Vo aboe s pethe with patdenr honed



ENTOR'E NOTH.

Aol when T wander'd faz, ehy enrnest eall

Bestored my sond from sin's deceltful sl

I hove boop biesd'l wich othet ties—
Fond rheg and trne g yei dover deem
Tt T ol Loss thy fondoess poiss
Mo, mather ! in my warmest dream
OF answer’s paesion, through this heave of ming
One chord will vitrate to ne wome but thine.

Mother, thy name is widow,  Well
T know wo fove of mine enn Gl
The waste phace of thy hesrt, or duell
Within cne saorel veoess 3 still,
Lean on the faithful bosom of thy son,
My paresit—thou are mine, my oufy omel



