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In Her Place. ;
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Arthur Robinson was the only son of his mother, and
she was & widow. He had always been a good son to her,
and, because of bis devotion, she loved him with that
blind sdoration mothers often feel for an only child. He
was all the world to her, and, if she. thought st all upon
the other side of the question, she supposed she was to
hicn. So she gave a little start of surprise as he said at
breakfast one Saturday morning, ‘' Mother, I'd like to
bring you some company this afternoon ;. may. 17"

“Certainly, dear | who is it, one of the boys from the
office '’

Arthur's face flushed, as he answered, ‘' OK, no,
mother, it's Mr. Taylor's daughbter, Mary. You know
Mr. Taylor bas invited me there & good many times, snd
every’ time | went | liked her better, udtil, mother, 1
kifew 1 gouldo’t be happyhthout her, and’ so I t6ld her
s0, and she has promised to come here 10 stay sotne day.
8o I want to bring her to see you, | know you will like
her. Aren't you glad ?'' he added, in the boyish way his
‘mother had alway s thought especially charming.

“1 am always glad when you are bappy, Arthur,”
answered his mother

Her tone¢ lacked the fery rthur had expected, 0 he
went awsy a little disappginted, and all the morning Mrs.
Robinson went sorrowfudly about her simple houdehold
duties, These new Wopes of Asrthur's had been sucha
surprise to her. Trule, she had often heard him speak
of going to Mr. Tayldoris home to dinner and to spend the
evening, but she had never thought that the Miss Taylor
whom he mentioned was inore to him than any acquaint-
ance. Mr. Taylor filled a responsible position in the
office where Arthur was employed, commanding & large
salary, and was able to give his family a much more
Juxurious home thau this modest one of hers.

As she carefully wushed and set away the delicate
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failure than usual appeared af the table, he said, * Mary,
I wish you'd tell Lucy-how to do this better; or get
mother to show her."

Mary answered, *‘ I am sorry you dorn't like it, dear.”

But she failed to explain that she would not it Lucy
do it after her bwn way, and bpe—mother said vothing)
becanse she kuew it was useless. “Theo an uncomfortable
silence settled over all three, and Arthur wondered to
himeelf why his mother wasn't more belpful to Mary

All Mre. Rohinson's cherished houdehold goods were
set away, oo, Of course it was natural that Mrs. Arthur
should want her wedding gifts to have a prominent place,
but there was room enough for both, and it did grieve
the old lady when her cherished mahogany, her oil
p.hﬂn‘!. and’the dainty china were banished to herown
room. But for love of Arthur sheé kept quiet.

Oue day, however, came a more startling innovation.
In the good old times she and Arthur had spent their
leisure in the dining room. It was large, cheerful and
more homelike than the parlor. Moreover, who ever
knew & woman of a generation ago to use her parlor
except for callers and visitors. But Mrs. Arthur would
not endure eating in a room thay was used as a itting
room. There was no reason why they couldn’t sit upstaits
wheg they were alone. So, though Arthur gave a mild
protest, she won the day, and Arthur and his bride spent
the evenings id their own room, while his mother must
do likewise. Sometimes she joined them, but she felt
Mary was bappier without her, and so her evenings were
mostiy solitary. And as shg sat in her own room and
listened to the gay laughter across the hall, she evolved
a plan, which she soon broached to her son”as follows :

“ Arthar, 1 think I'll go to stay with Cousin Maria
awhile.” =

“With Cousin Maria, mother? You used to say you
always found her so wearying.’

**Oh, Maria has her good qualities,”” answered’ his

th ively, ‘‘and young people are better off

china which had been her mother's, she dered how
long it would be before they all were broken, for, of
cotirse, brought up ss Miss Taylor had been, she wouald
know nothing of/housekeeping. Then, with the um-

alone."

And 0, though Arthur protested that his mother was
& necessary part of his home, Mrs. Robinson was firm in
her lution to go. Even Mary missed the dear old

selfishness whigh is such a beautiful cb istic of
mother lovg fhe said, ' There, how silly l am ! 1 chose
for mysell and never regretted it, and I guess Arthur can
do the same. She must be s nice girl or he wouldn't
love her. So I'll do my best this afternoon.'’

Accordingly, she met them with her sweet and vracious
courtesy, brought out slices of the pound cake, on which
she prided herself, and served tea in her delichte cups.
But still, Arthur was conscious that the call was not all
he had ‘hoped. The world in which his mother had
always lived was too different from Mary's for them to
blend immediately. :

Next day his mother praised her sweet face and stately
form, and Arthur said,” *‘ Yes, she is lovely, aud when
she is your daughter she will be such a help and comfort

to you, mother." *®
The mother answered, ‘* Ves, I hope we’ll all be'very
happy.”

‘‘Indeed we will, mother dear; only three months
more." 2
The three months sped awdy, and one golden October
day, in the presence of loving friends, Arthur Robinson
and Mary Taylor made the solemn promises which weré
to affect their whole lives for better or for worse, and it
was all over. Rather it had just begun, for another new
home was founded, with all its almost infinite possibilities
“for good or ill. 9 s
As soon as Arthur brought his bride home, M.
Robinson resigned her place as mistress, saying, ** Here,
my dear, this is Arthur’s house, and it is only right that
you should be at its head. I'll try never to idterfere
with you, but if you want my advice I will be glad to
give it. However, I think you will get on micely, for I
have Lucy well trained now.”
‘““Thank you, | hope to,” answered young Mrs.
Robinson
Thus her mother-in-law, old Mrs. Robinson, now, be-
came an observer in the house where she had so long
been chief actor. From her quiet post of observation shie
began to see strange things. It seemed that Lucy's
training, on which she had so prided herself, had been
all wrong. The very first day chifiges began.
“ Don't set the table in that old-fashioned way, Lucy.
It takes away my, appetite to see it. Put the kuife and
forks here like this." ¢
S0 Lucy began learning the new ways. In cooking
she n more trouble. All the dishes on which
Mres. son had prided herself, and whose pn:pqndon
she had so carefully taught Lucy, were set aside and
concoctions from a modern cook book were substituted.
Mary had taken & course st cooking school, so thought
advice guite unuecessary, though the family were in
eminent peril of indigestion as a result of her crude efforts.
Arthur, like the avetage man, was very susceptible to
well cooked meals, and one day, when a more pronounced

lady after her departure, and, on her occasional visits,
tried to persuade her to stay. Still she was very happy
with Arthur; and when one day God sent a tiny Arthur

1the second to gladden their hearts, there seemed nothing

more to be desired.

As she sat holding her boy, she used, after the ‘manner
of mothers, to plan for his future—what a great and good
man he should be; he would care for his father and
mother so tenderly in their old age, and when one of
thein should be left alone, she knew her boy would bring
that desolate parent to his own home, there with children
and grandchildren to peacefully end his days. Then, like
& flash came the thought, ‘‘ His wife may not like you
in their home.” Then, for the first time, she put herself
in Mrs. Robinson’s place, and looked at the events pf
the past few months from her standpoint.

As a result of that review, she shid, *‘ Ves we'll do it
this very morning, Arthur, boy. We'll surprise papa
and grandma, too: She hasn’t seen you in three weeks,
and I know she wants to.”

Old Mrs. Robinson was surprised to see her daughter-
in-law and the wonderful baby. ‘But she was still more
astonishied when: that stately young woman kissed her
tenderly and shid, ‘‘ Can you ever forgive me mother,
dear? If you can, please get ready, for baby and I have
come to take you home with us to stay; won't you
please come "'’

Being a wise woman, she asked for no explanation, but
heartily returned the kiss, ‘‘ Certainly, dear; I'll stay as
long as you want me.”

And to this day the Robinson liome is one of the
happiest 1 know, because the touch of baby fingéts
taught this young mother the lesson of putting lierself
in another's place. —Ex.
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, Averting A Tragedy.’

BY CAROLINE K. HERRICK.

The children had been sent to bed, and Mrs. Berkeley
sat talking to her brother of all that had happened in
her home since his last visit, more than a year ago. The
talk was largely of the little motherless niece, to whom
she had given a mother's care for three years past,
now doubly orphaned by her father's death,

“* The child grows dearer to me every day,”’ she sald
*“1f my boys had a sister, I think I cowld hardly love
her better than I love poor George's child. She bhas
such a loving, sensitive nature. Vou should see her
when I am telling the children the story of Jesus' life of
love ; of his pity for the poor and sick, his tenderness to
the children, The whole story is as real to her ss the
daily newsisto me. She can hardly believe that his

own brkthren did not believ*ud love him, and het eyes
ill with tears when I tell how his enemies put him to

death, She is one of the pure in heart” who ‘see
God,” and the sense of his nearness that my soul longs
for, aud strives after, and realizes only in rare moments
of exaltation, is to her a common element of daily life.
My little Hilda is God's ger to me, ly
reminding me that to enter into the kingdom of heaven
now, in this life, [ must ‘ become as a little child,’-—really
meaning what I pray, really believing what I say I
believe, making the Lord Jesus'a living, ever-present
friend, not merely the hero of u/hrilling story of long
ago." g {

* Yes," said her brother, ‘* few of usrealize how much
we may learn from the children. We feel so superior in
our larger experience. We recognize our respousibility
to teach them, but we too often forget that we must go

ck and look with their eyes at theathings we would
téich them, before we can know how best to reach the
child's mind. That was a good idea of yours, to make
an dlbum of pictures from the life of our Lord, to teach
the children from. Were the pictures | sent you from
Dresden what you wanted "'

* Exactly what I wanted. They make a complete
series, and are so well chosen, Some. are quite new to
me. One of the new ones | have put among those of
which I am going to have lantern-slides made for our
stereopticon entertainment at Christmas: It represents
the crucifixion, and treats the subject in a manner quite
different from the conventional rendering with which
we are 8o familiar,, The artist’s name does not appear
on it, but you will recognize it by my description. The
three crosses are placed on ove side of the picture, the
central one in advance of the other two, which are dimly
seen in shadow, while a strong light falls on the figure of
the Saviour, seen in profile, sharply relieved against a
background of somber clonds. The kuees are drawn up,
so far as the nailed feet will it, the body hangs
heavily forward on the strained arms, the head is thrown
backward, and the parted lips seem to utter a cry that
can be heatd. Hvery line expresses utmost agony. |
have mever seen anything that made me realize so vividly
how terrible death by crucifixion must be.”

‘1 remember the picture,” said Mr. Grandon, '‘and
did not intend to have itincluded among those I sent. 1
thought it too dreadfully realistic. By the way,” he
added, ‘' | have some other pictures which you ufay like
tosee. Igot them out West last year, when 1 went
there, before sailing for Europe, to Jearn the particulars
of George's death, about which I wrote you at the time.
You will remember, I told you he had been murdered by
the Indians,”—Mrs. Berkeley shudtered, and raised a
protesting hand,—* and I have brgught a number of
photos of Indians in their war paint, to show what °
fiendish-looking creatures they are, and a pictrre repre-
senting the scene of one of their raids, with the mangled
bodies lying around, The face of one of these looks
very much like George. If I show. it to Hilda, it will
make her understahd, better than any description can,
just how her father did. You know the way they do,—
gathering together the hair on the top of the head,
and’'—

His words were cut short by his sister’s hand laid over
his mouth,

““ Mark Grandon ! "’ she cried, almost in a shriek; ‘‘are
you beside yourself? Have you lost all sense of pity?
Must you not only torture me with the horrible details of
my dear brother's murder, but even propose to show your
awful pictures and tell your barbarous story to that
innocent, tender-hearted child, who shudders when she
sees a horse whipped, and cries for pity overa hurt kitten?
O hrother ! "' she went on, her indignation softening into
reproach, ‘‘ you couldn’t be so unfeeling if you had been
here when 1 had to tell my poor lamb that her father
was dead,—and dead by violence. She knew her father
had gone out there to work for her sake, and the thought
intensified her grief when shie heard of his death. She
broke away from my arms and threw herself upon her
bed, ¢rying, ‘Auntie, O suntie ! he did it for me ; he
went among those wicked men for #fe |’ What a cruel
monster | felt myself | How I wished I could have con-
cealed the horrible fact; and let her suppose he died in
some {llness | If you had seen that poor child's agony,
you would mther cut off your band than revive it"—
with added intensity "' by showing her those shiocking
plctures.'’ i
a ** My dear sister,”’ sald Mr. Grandon, ' you need not
fear that | will ever show the pictures to Hilda, I
decelyed you only for & moment, in order to urge, by
Mustation rather than by argument, the request I am
golng to make. Do wet show the children of your
Sunday School that picture of the ‘erucifixion, You may
say they are familiar with pictures of the. subject. So
mugch the worse. Jut you need not give them the more
painful shock that would be conveyed by a picture shown
a8 you propose to show this,- Think how it will look to
the children ! The darkeued ball,—most children are

nervous in the dark ; nothing visible but the brilliantly
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