
6o YOUJNG FRIENDS' REVIEW.

HOME RULE 0F PARENTS.

PARENTS SHOULO BE CAREFUL NOT TO
MISCONSTRUE THE ACTIONS 0F
THEIR LITTLE MEN AND WVOMIN-
LOOK BACK AT VOUR OWN CHILU-
HOOD-AN EPISODE IN POINT.'

So much has been said about the
management of children that mothers
begin to weary of it ail, and yet of
children I wish to speak. Would that
my 4oice could reach every woman's
heart, whether mother, sister or teacher.
First, I wish to lead you back to your
own childhood. Di(- you ever begin
to do some odd job that you had not
been told to do, but that you supposed
yourself fully capab'e of performing,
expecting to be thanked for kindly
hielping, only to find that you had doçie
the worst piece of mischief that you
possibly could, and, more than al',
were told that you had done it out
oi pure mischievousness ?

If you neyer had such an experience
it must have been because servants
were so plentiful that nothing was left
to do, or that you were too indolent to
exert yourself. A friend that I was
visiting had a bright boy of six years,
with a loving disposition, always wi1ing
to help every one, but apparently the
mnost mnischievous of children. I-is
mother was in despair. She con fided
her trouble to me, and 1l resolved to
watch him, and see if I could flot fInd
out the reason he had won such a
namne as "*Little Mischief."

The next morning at the table, my
friend remarked that the weather was
so beautiful that she would rernove ber
plants from the sunny window tbey oc-
cupied to the verandahi: but, she added,
CI do dread to do it ; it is so tedious,
and it tires me so."

WANi.-.D TO HELP MOTHER.

I noticed how the littie eyes sparkled,
and knew as welI as if he bad told me
that the little fellow had heard
what she said, and would try co do the
much dreaded job for ber. Not long

after she ran over to Mrs. A's, aîid no
sooner did the gate shut than Harry
was active. The flower stand wvas al-
ready in its accustomed place, waiting
for the plants. One by one, carefully,
he lifted the heavy pots, and, without
breaking a leaf, t-ansferred themn to
their sumnmer quarters. Sornetimes he
paused a moment to rest, then wvent
bravely to work again. His face was.
the picture of happiness. He was help.
ing his mamma.

I ;vatched and wondered if this
would also be laid to his nîischievous
propensities. My friend was gone
rather longer than she expected, for, as
she told me afterward, Mrs. A. had a
love of a bonnet that she must see, as
well as several costly additions to, her
parlor furniture. Ah !there lay the
secret of ber discontented looks, for she
had told me that owingy to several losses
she would not be able to expend much
money on hier surumer outfit. As she
came in the gate her face passed
througah ail the phases of surprise, dis
may, and finally anger.

CC larry corne here this instant-
\Vhat have you been doing ? How
dare you touch my plants? "

Stinging, blows fell on the hands
that had toiled so thanklessly.

"'You are always into sorne nis-
chief 1" she exclaimed.

1 watched the child ; he wvas heart-
broken. His bosom heaved, and bis
sobs were pitiful

"iGo to your room and st.ay the rest
of the rnorning." He obeyed.

"There ! What did I tell you
I{ow can 1 manage such a boy ?"

"By simnply understanding hirn," 1
replied.

"lWhat do you mean ?»
CIThis. Your little boy wanted ta,

help you; I read it in bis face. His
mnotives were the best. You said it
tired you so, and he generously did
the disagreeable task for you."

"IBut if he bad dropped one ?

"He did not, and if he had. a
broken plant is betuer than a broken
beart. 1 tell you candidly, if you do


