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Two Ways of Punishing.

By George H. Archibald.

He who frees a child from the punish-
ment he deserves robs him of his vights,
but the question is, Which is the better
way to punish?

It happened thus, Tt was in the morn-
ing, and Janet was amu-ing herself
with a book. Tt was a large book. Tt
had pictures in it. It was a book that
Janet loved, and it hook  that
mother reserved specially for the Sab-
hath day.

Janet was not a bad little girl; in-
deed, she was a pretty good one, except
sometimes,

Father and mother were sitting in the
library, and the child had tived of the
pictures, and turned to something else.

“Janet,” said mother, “put the book
awav.”

But Janet did not hieed.  Again was
the request made.  Dut Janet shook her
head.  Now, firmly and decidedly, for
the third time, the child was bidden to
put the book away., Her reply was a
decided “No, T won't.,”

Janet is older now, and eannot un-
derstand why she said it, except that
‘lll‘ wis 'i 1"'|”; = l“'ll‘\‘i"ll\ li‘l I“"‘ i“‘
1“\'i¢|ll.‘k|il.\' d she seemed to like to oe-

wias a

casionally vt herself. But let that
pass.
Father heard the refusal, and it

aroused him.  With little thonght, he in
a very stern way ordered Janet to put
the book in it< place.  But the little
rebel would not obey.  Command after
command was given, but they scemed to
have no effect npon Janet.  “Spare the
rod, ~|mi] the ¢ ]li]:l," “Withhold not cor-
reetion from the child,” and such fa-
miliar |nrn\‘ur|-~, came to the father's
mind, and he 1eolved that the child
must be punished.  Obedience is im-
perative, and must he  insisted upon,
Images of corporal punishment had al-
ready formed themselves in his mind and
the impulsive motor-minded  tempera-
ment was such that to think was to act,
Already the rod was beside him, al-
ready the book was in his hand, and on
the way to its place on the shelf, and the
words were almost spoken, “If yon won’t
put that book away, you will have to
suffer for it!”

The mother, sensor rather than motor-
minded, was acenstomed to think twice
hefore acting.  She ton knew that the
child must he punished, but the ques-
tion was, Which was the hotter way?

Gently but firmly she snggested that
the punishment be left to her. As she

put the book back on the floor, she was

charged with spoiling the child, and that
sort of thing. But insight is better than
impulse, and gives confidence to action,
and she insisted, )

* * * * * *

Now it is evening. The sun, like a
great ball of red and gold, is going to
sleep in the west.  The shadows are
lengthening and darkening.  Quiet and
peace are all around.  Father and
mother and Junet are watehing the last
rays of light as they disappear beyond
the hills.  The incident of the morn-
ing has not been forgotten, There lay
the hook on the floor just where it had
been  replaced  from™ father's hand.
Nothing more had been said at the time,
and perhaps the child thonght that noth-
ing more would be said. Oceasionally
the father looked at the book, but said
nothing.

It is nearing hedtime, and Janet says:
“The dustiman Two or
three times she attempta to climb up on
mother’s knee, hut somehow she 1s gent-
Iy pushed away.

She had asked for her usnal evening
story, but it was not told.  To be thus,
though gently, repulsed, seemed but to
make her the more anxious to gat her
arms around mother's neck and her head
down on her shoulder,

When, in the mother’s judgment, the
proper time came, the child was allowed
to climb up to her knee and fgive ex-
pression to her pent-up affection.  “T
love you, mother,” she began to say, and
mother looked at her without giving her
the usual kiss, but asked, in a lovingly
surprised sort of a manner, “So you love
me, Janet 7 and then, after a panse, “So
you would like e to tell you a story—
would yon?”

And now the mother east into story
form that conversation which took place
between Jeeus and His disciples.  She
pictured the seene on the plane of the
child’s experience as graphically as she
could. She made much of the fact that
some of the diseiples were continnally
telling their Master that they loved
Him. Onee again, with only a mother's
gentleness, she said: “And do von love
me, Janet?  Tesus gaid to Tlis diseiples:
‘If ye love me, kecp my command-
ments.” ™ And then, pointing to the
book on the floor, with almost divine
gentleness, said: “Tanet, if yon love me,
vyou would keep my commandments—
wonldn’t you, dear?”

There scemed to be a parting of a
great clond away in yonder western sky,
and a last unuually bright ray of light
scemed to brighten the ehild’s face as if
it came straight from heaven, and she

i« coming.”

slipped down from mother’s knee, and
in a moment the book was back on the
library shelf, and the child was back in
her mother’s heart,

The question is, which was the better
wiay, the father's or the mother’s?

I think that father knows, for as, un-
obzerved in the deepening darkness, he
watehed and listened, with touched heart
and glistening eye, he said to himself,
“God bless the mother; she knows the
better way.”—Sunday-sehool Times,

“Time was—Is past; thou can’st not it re-
call;
Time is

small;
Time future—Iis not; and may never be;

Time present—is the only time for thee,”

thou hast; employ the portion

Dorothy Knew Her Bible.

Little Dorothy Drew was the subjeet
of an exceedingly interesting article in
a late issue of the Young WomanasThe
following aneedote was told: Dorothy re-
fused to get up one morning, and when
all other means had failed to coax her
out of bed, Mr. Gladstone was called.
“Why won’t you get up, my child?’ he
asked.  “Why, grandfather, didn’t you
tell me to do what the Bible says?” ask-
ed Dorothy. “Yes, certainly.” “Well,
it disapproves of early rising; says it’s a
waste of time.” Mr. Gladstone knew his

Jible better than most men, but he was

not equal to Dorothy. For onee in his
life he was nonplussed. “You listen,
then,” went on Dorothy, in reply to his
exclamation of astonishment; and, turn-
ing up her Bible, she read the second
verse of the 127th Psalm, laving great
emphasis on the first words. “Tt is vain
for you to rise up carly.”

The Quiet Girl,

The quiet ®irl never wears high colors
ir. the streets; you do not see her flaunt-
ing brilliant checks, when they happen
to be in style; when high hats are “in”
she does not pile hers so high that it
sweeps the cobwebs from the sky; she
does not wear the longest train to her
tea-gown, nor the greatest number of
bangles when bangles reign.

But beeause she does not chatter and
giggle, and make herself conspieuous at
matinees, does not announce her con-
victions on all oceasions and all subjects,
and profess her admiration at every
hand’s turn, 1t must not be supposed that
she has no ideas nor convictions nor en-
thusiasms.  She is quiet beeause she has
uo  power to make hersolf heard, to
change her condition, or because she is
maturing that power,

In the meantime, it is the quict girl
who marries earliest, who makes the hest
match, who fills the niches which her
more brilliant sisters leave vacant; who
manages the tervants, runs the sowing-
machine, reriembers the birthdays, lis-
tens to the reminiscences of the old, and
often keeps the wolf from the door.




