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THE HOME CIRCLE,

IF MOTHER WOULD LISTEN.

I mother would listen to mo, dears,
Sho would froshen thoe faded gown,

&ho would somotimos tako an hour's rest,
Aud sometimos a trip to town.

Aund 1t shouldn’t bo all for the ohildron,
The fun and the cheer and tho play,

With the patient droup on the tired mouth,
And the * Mother has had her day 1™

True, mother has haid her day, dears,
When you wero har babiea three,
And sho stepped ahout the farm aud tho houso
As busy ax over & beo.
When she rooked {ou all to sloep, doars,
And sent you all to school,
And wore herself out and did without,
And lived by tho golden rule.

And so your turn has coma, dears,
Her haic ts growing whitoe,
Aud her oyes are gaining tho far away look
That poors beyond the night.
Ono of theao days in the morniog
Mother will not bo hero;
She will fado away tato mlence,
The mother so truo and dear.

And, if mother would listen to mo, dears,
She'd buy her a gown of silk,
With button’s of roynl volvet,
Aud rufiles as whito as milk,
And she’d lot you do the trotting,
‘Whilo aho sat still in her chair;
That mother should have it hard all through
It atrikes mo isn't fair.
—Seloeted.

A MOTHER'S SEORET.
BY DR, MILLER.

The mother’s lifo 13 not casy, however happy she may be. Her
hours aro long, and her load of caro 18 nover iaid down. When ono
day’s taska are finished, and sho acoks ber pillow for rest, sho knows
that her eyos will open 1o the morning on another day fuil aa the
ono that is gone. With children about her continually, tugging at
her dross, ohimbing up on her knee, bringing thoir ltttle hurts, their
quarrels, their broken toys, their complaints, their thousand
questions to her, and then with all the oares and toils thavare bers
and wth all the interruptions and annoyances of the busy days, it
is no wondor 1f sometimos the atrain s almost moro than ahe can
enduro in quiot patioence,

Nevertheloss, wo should all try to loarn the leason of gentloness
in our homee, It 1s tho leason that is needed to make the home
happinocas a little like hoaven's, Home is meant to be a place to
grow in. It is & school in which wo should learn love in all its
branchos. It is not a place for selfishness or self-iadulgence. It
should nover be a placo where a man can work off his ill-bumor
after trying to keep polite and courteous all day outside. Itis not
a place for the opening of doorz of heart and 1ipa to lot ugly tempors
fiy out like 1ll-omened birds, and soar about at will. It is not a
place where peoplo can act as thoy fael, however unchristian their
foelings may bo, withdrawing tho guards of sclf control, rolaxing
all reatraints, and lotting their worso gelf have sway. IHomo is a
school in which there are great lifo-lessons to be learned. It isa
plase of aclf-disciplino, All friendship is discipline. Wo loarn to
glve up our own way,—or if we do not wo nover can become a true
friend.

It is well that wo should get thia truth clearly before us, that
1life with all ita experiences is just our chanco of learning lova.
The lesson is set for us,—** Thou shalt love;” “As I Lavae loved
you, that yo also lovo one another.” Qur ono thing is to master
thialesson. TWoare not in this world to get rich, to gain power, to
become learned in the arts and aciences, to build up a great
busineas, or to do large things in any lino. Wo are not here to get
along in our daily work, in our shops, or schools, or homes,
or on our farms. Wo are not hero to preach the Qospel, to comfort
sorrow, to visit tho sick, and perform deeds of charity. Allof
thoee, or any of theso, may be among our duties, and they may fill
our hands ; bat in all our occupations tho zeal businecss of life, that
which wo aro always tostrive to do, the work which must go on in
all our experionces, if wo grasp lifo’s truo moaning at all, is to learn

to love, and to grow loving in disposition and character.

We may loarn the finest arta of life—~musio, painting, svulpture,
postry, or mey master tho nobloat aciences, or by means of reading,
study, travel, and converso with refined poople, may attain the
beat culture ; but if 1n all this we do not learn love, and become
mors gentle in spirit and act, wo have missed the prize of living, if
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in the midat of all our duties, cares, trials, joys, sorrows, we ¥
not dsy by day growlag ‘n awostness, In gontleness, In paticnce, in
mosknoss, in unsolfishnoss, in thoughtfulness, and in all the branches
of love, wo sre not learnlng tho great lesson aot for us by our Mastoer
in this school of lifo.

We should be gontle abovo all to thoso wo love tho best. Thero
is an inner otrclo of affection to which each heart hasa right without
robbing others. Whilo wo arc to bo gentlo unto all men,—nover
ungentle to any,—Thoro aro thoso to whom wo owe speoial tender-
nees, Thoso within our homo belong to this sacred inner oircle.
Much in sald of the {mportanco of religlon in the homo. A home
without religion is dreary and unblest indeed  But wo muit make
sure that our homo religion is truc and roal, that it is of tho spirit
and life, and not merely in form. 1t must be love—love wrought
out in thought, in word, in disposition in act. It must show itsolf
not only in paticnoo, forbearanco and self-control, and in swoctnoss
under provocation, but also in gentle thoughtfulnosscs, aud in little
tendor yain all the family intercourse,

No w. ount of good roligious teaching will ever mako up for the
Inck of affectionatoncss in parenta toward children. A gontloman
said tho other day, “ My mothor was a good woman, She insisted
on her boys golng to church and Sunday-school, and taught us to
pray. But I do not remembor that sho ever kissed me.” Sho was
& woman of lofty principlo, but cold, undemonstrative, ropressed,
wanting in tenderness,

Tt mattara not how muoh Ribla.roading and prayer and eatachism.
saying and godly teaching there may be donse in a home, if gentlo-
ness in lacking, that is lacking which moat of all the young need in
tho lifo of their homo. A child must have love. Love s to its lifo
what sunshino is to plants and flowors. No young life can ever
grow to its beat in a home without gentlencas.

Yot there aro parents who forgot this, or fail to realize its
importance. Thore are homes whero tho sceptro is iron, whero
affection is repressed, whore a child is never kissed after baby days
aro past. A woman of genius said that until sho was cighteen sho
could not tell time by the clock, When sho was twelve hor father
had tried to teach her how to know the hour, but sho had failed to
uuderstand him, and feared to lot him know sho had not understood.
Yet sho said he had nover in his life spoken to her a harsh word.
On the other hand, however, ho had never spoken an endearing
word to her ; and this marble.like coldness had frozen her. After
his doath she wrote of him, * Hia heart was puro—but terrible, I
think thero was no other like it on the earth.”

1 bavo a lottor from a young girl of eighteen in another city—a
stranger, of whose family I have no personal knowledge. Tho ohild
writes to me, not to complain, but ask counsel as to her own duty.
Hers ia a home whero love finds no adequato exproasion in affootion-
ateness. DBoth her parents are professing Christians, but evideatly
they have trainod themselves to repress whatover tenderness thero
may ba in their nature. This young girl is huogry for home love,
and writes to ask if thera is any way in which she can reach her
paronts’ hearts to find the treasures of love which she bolieves are
locked away there, ‘¢ I know they love me,” she writes; ¢ they
would give their lhives for me. But my hoart 18 breaking for
expressions of that love.” She is atarving for love’s daily food.

It iz to be foared that there are too many such homos,.—Christian
homes, with prayer and godly teaching, and with pure, consistent
living, but with no daily bread of lovingnoas for bungry hearts.

¢ The lonely hoart that knows not love's
Boft power, or friendship’s ties,
Is liko yon withering flower that bows
Its gentle head boucged to the quisg
For that genial aun hath hid its light,
And, sighing, dics.”

An carneat ploa it made for love’s gentlenoasin homes. Nothivg
clso will take ita place. Thero may be dno furniture, rich carpets,
coatly pictures, a largo library of excellent volumes, instruments of
muaio, and all loxurics and adornments ; and there may boreligions
forms,—a family altar, good instruction, and consistent Chrustian
living ; but if gontleness is wanted in the family intorcourse the
lack is ono which loaves an irreparablo hurt in the lives of tho
children. )

It is one of tho auperstitions of an Indisn tribe that thoy can
send their love by a bird to their doad. YWhen a maiden dics they
imprison a young bird until it first begins to sing. Then they load
it with kisacs and caresscs, and set it at liberty over tho grave of
the maiden who bas died. They boliove that the bird will not fold
ita wings nor closo its oyes until it has flown to tho apirit-land, and
delivered its precious burden of affestion to tho loved one there.
It is not uncommon for twenty or thirty birds to bo unloosed by

diflerent relatives and fricnds over tho same grave.

There are many poople who when their loved ones dio wish they
could send thus by some bird-messanger words of love and tender-
ness which they have never spoken while their frienda were olose
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