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lias been his real teacher or his real preparer. They have
b)een preparing hirn for rnonths ; his inother had been pre-
paring hirn for years; it îs that baby kiss flung up the
church to a real living Person wvho shall receive the kiss;
it is that " Good-n.ight, dear Jesus," lispeci as often as
tGood-night, dear mother " ;it is that love of our Lord

mnade part and paroel of his love for lis miother; it is that
tiear presence of our Lord, whieh lias made the priest's and
master's teaching corne so easy to Iiim, as if they, taughit
hirn only wliat he knew before. Hie had learned it at bis
inother' s breast ; he lhad lived the Truth and Ioved it before
lie *knew how to think it, or put it inito words z for others
Mnay teacli, a inothier only ean teacli without teaching, give
knowledge, as she gives life,. the child flot knowing. It
liad been to him, this Presence of ont Lord, like the risiuc
alid setting of the suni, part of the every-day truth that had
been about hirn always.ý

And now, on the day of biis Communion, the mnother' s
lesson is still doiîîg its work. With full and entire sur-
reiider of self the youth flings bis soul into the open wround
of the Heart, as of old lie fiung his baby kisses up the
church. He does xîot dreani as yet that his heart could le
given elsewhere, and warin with a new war.mth was the
«' Good nighit, dear Lord, " whIich hie whispered, as he bowed
bis forellead to the floor before lie left the church, on that
happy nighit after bis First Communion.

Good night, dear Lord - perliaps the hast," added the
young soldier to himiself, as lie went slowly down the
church of a small town on the coast of Africa after his con-
fession. It wgs the eveniue before, all .expected his first
battie. The mother's lesson stili lived; the. soldier'.s heart
%vas still true. As often as Ilis soldier' s life moul' d let Iiim,
lie paid an evening visit to bis Lord, and still if the words
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