A STORY FOR MOTHERS,

* Mother,” suid a girl of ten summeny,
1 have done all the work you gave me—
sow iy Willie and I go to Mr. Gray's?”

* 1 do wish you would keep out of the
way, and stop teasing,” replivd the mother,
24 she gave her dauslter a push, whieh
sent ber against a chair.

* Why, mama,” wiid Willie—a bright,
sturdy little fellow of' five years, who had
been burily enguged for the Lt hour try-
ing to make a wooden knife for sister—
* Why, mama, you promised we might go
toaduy, and now it you do't let me, it
will be teiling & wrong stroy.”

= Well, dv gn wling—stay an hour, nd
[ hope T shall have sane peace while yon
are gone !’

= Hurral” said Willie, jumping up.
= Where's my eap?  Mama 1 ean’t reach
i."

“ I'll warrant {t——always something to
Binder me ; here, tuke you're cap and go ;"
and with the sume impatient step and
frowning broww hich had been xeen all that
duy. she turned again to her work.

But let us follow the children as they
leave the house.  Sarah walks along with
ad and tearful face—her's ixa peculiarly
sensitive nuture. and the harsh reproof o
often given ix sure to cast a shadow on her
heart—and as Willic glunces up into ker
fice, rebellions thoughts arise, and his
eyes flsh ndiznantly as he says, in a

comthrting tone, 1 wouldu't feel bad if

mawa does xcold. T shull be a big mun
vietty soon, and then I'll talk right back
to her just as she does to us, and when I
get rich enough I'm going to buy a horse

THE E

DUCATIONA

darkened must be the soul of that mother

who thus wounds and crushes the beart
of the scusitive, until hatred tahes the
place of love, and the Eail Geniux pre.
sides where onee Heavenly Angels loved
to Lager.

But we mixa the brave hittle Willie,
In

“days of yore™ hiy laughing eyes and

Where can our pet have flown ?

sunny simile, were always the fiest to greet
us; now we list in vain {or his comiug
footstep.  He isa wanderer—oexiled by
his wother’s frowns and irritableuness from
an otherwise pleasant howe.

Oh, wother! how greut an influcnce
thy words, thy tones of voice possess!
Ave they harsh and vituperative?  Are
thuse tender blossoms  entrusted to your
care made to teel they "are only & trouble
and a burden ?
when the frost of age have whitened your

Then murmur not, if—

locks—when your steps are slow and
feeble, and all the-helplessness of a second
childhood is upon you—you are treated
iu like wanner.  Unlaved—unbonored it
may be—you wid go down in sorrow to
the grave.

Faut let us worn, kind reader, toa
pleasanter scene.  Go with me to the
hauge of Mr. € . The mother, a
pleasant-looking lady, is busily emeaged
with her morning dutics.  Hardly have
we entered ere the sound of little feet is
heard, and Charlie rushes in, ¢ Mama,”
said he, his e glowing with animation as

he spoke, * George Lane has just the
prettiest new shed that I ever saw—it is
painted alt over, and bas his name in large

and cartiage, and you and pa may ride  lesters on the side, and he wants T should

with we, but mama shant, “eause she uint ;

good.
and come to five with me, just Grandma
toes to our house, and then if she talks
s to ux, I just shut her up in the dark,
wouldn't you ¥

Little does that mother think she is;

soning sved in the voung hearts which
shall spring up aed yicld a  bundred
Tl of bitterzess and sireoe.
L L I .
Ten yeurshave flown—Ilet us again visit
that dwelling.

Ne

Where is now the geutle

Saralt wham every one thought so sweet !

tempered? Fheis there, but how changed
L former yeurs the angry reproof would
enly cuse w flood of tears, but as duy
atter day, and year after yeur, the harsh
vords feil upon her ear, angry foclings
began to surge up, until her very naturo
beane changed, and shoe has desrned at

Lt to throw back the bitter retort, Sudiy

Maybe she'll grow old sometime |

go howe with him and ride on it—may I
w2

“ Yes, my son,” iy the pleasant reply,
“if you will be back in fudf an hour—I
shall want you then to do an errand for
me.  Feere, let me tie your searf around
your ucck—he i3 a good Loy, and play
pleasantly witl Georgie,” and hmprinting
a his< upon his rony lips, she turns again
to hies work,

But where i3 little Allic—the pet of
The mather svwembers
that she has not scen her for some time.

the houseliold ”

“ The little rogue & in svme wmischief] I
presatue, else she would not be so quiet;
I must ind her.”
ous places, she softly opens the parlor deor,
wad there sits her “ Hiloone,” with pussy
by her side, and in her hand a beautiful
stee] engraving which she had torn from
one of the books that advrned the coutre
table, We watch with interest to note

After looking in vari-
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the effect upon the mothier.  Shall we wee
her fuce flush withanger 7 Will shie paes
alongz with hady steps—scize  the engera-
ving—box the cars of the child, (uncon.
scious of wrome, though she be,) swving
she never Jid sce such a *young one,
always doing something she ought not 10 ?

VYery nvtny wothers would hane puye

But not su with Mrs.
She stops at the dvor to listens

sued such a course,
c
while Allie talks on, all uncouscious of
the presence of wnother.  “ Kitty, aint
you glad that we came in the parlor this
morning, cawse Allie’s found such 2 nice
picture for you to look at 2 Now, it you
will keep still, 'l tell you all “bout it.—
There's a little girl just like e, ouly sho
aint quite 0 big. and ber name is AHie,
o,

So there's two Allies here. You
dou’t know, kitty, what that little girl's
holdiug, but [ do, cauxe papet tohd me ; ity
ha rabbit; but T'd moher havea ktty thee
a rabbit, shouldu’t you, kitty ¥

“ Why, Allte,” suid her mother, advane-
ing and speaking in a kind tone, “didu't
you know it was very naughty to. vear
papa’s bk T TTow sorry he will el o
hear what his little girl has been doing.”
+ Allie wou't do <0 no more—nat a bit,”
replicd the child with a guivering lip.—
* Well, we will go out and sce if we can-
not find something betrer for tHie to do,
than tear paps’s book. Can you bring
some wood for mama 2”7 “Yey,” iy the
aquick reply, und away she bouuds, her
eyes sparkling at the thought of reully do-
ing something to help numa.

$ow it cheers the heart to enter »
houschold where love veigns, and Lind
wards only are spoken.  Children living
under such influenees will grow up good
and noble, for the heart will expand and
its nobler qualities develop under the gen-
ial influence of Lind actions avd Lind
words.  Mother, the echoes of your voice
may linger long years in the hearts of
your children, Shall they be soft, swect
ceboes, seeming like angel music, wiuning
them to the love of God and Heuven ?  If
w0, ther: will you be rewarded with a gald-
cu harvest.  And should the kind Fathee
—when “many years” Lave wroughe
their changes, and the eyes grow dim with
watching the advent of a glorives hereatt
ter—allow you to guze upon a houschold
of yaur matured children, they will surely
call you © blessed.”

wEr Why is the last actof ITamlet.
peculiorly Trish?  Beeanse itbegins with
a funcral aud ends with a fghe,




