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"Who fed me from lier gentie breast,
And hushed me in lier armns to rest,
And on my cheek sweet kisses prest?

My mot'her.

Who ran 'to help me when I fell
And would some pretty story teli,
Or kiss the part to make it well?

My mother."

MOTHER AND BABE.

M4 Y mother!1 What visions of bygone days
LIyour memory recalls! Empliasize the my,

and it is your mother, a halo of iglit clinging to
the recollections. Tliey may have been entirely
different types of women, may have moved in
circles far separated, may have been educated or
refined, or illiterate and uncuitured, may have
liad no two' features of similarity, no matter
from what standpoint they were judged, but the
tenderness of my memories, and the sweetness of
yotr impressions,places tliem both on a pedestal,
around which everything that is good and lovely,
pure and angelic hovers, and nothing on eartli
can ever efface the influence that emanated from
their lives, and moulded itseif into our character.

The boy.,may go far wrong, may drink the
dregs of this world's most sinful cup, may drown
the thouglits and prayers of mother- in the pol-
luted cesspool of vice and wickednes;- the girl
rnay wander far from home and mother, may
sink into sloughs so deep and dark, she is lost
siglit of; but they neyer get beyond the mother
love. The world may cast them out, the fatVher
mnay in sternness denounce tliem forever, but the
longing, loving heart of a mother reaclies out
and beyond ail boits and bars, down and into the
deepest abyss, waiting to, forgive and embrace,
for, oh, the strength of her houndless love!1 Well
lias the poet immortaiized it in these wor-ds:
"Hast tli sounded tlie depths of yonder sea,
4,nd1 couinted the sands that uinder it lie;
Hast thou measuired the height of heaven above?
Then niight thou mete out a mother's love."

H APPY shouid be that woman wlio is blesse&d
with the trust of littie humnan beings, who

lias tlie privilege of directing the infantile
htliglits, who can lead and guide the littie

minds!1 I can conceive of no work more beaui-
fui, more ennobiing, tlian trainingtlie baby
tangue to lisp its first words, tlie littie tottering
feet to walk, and the innocent and unstained littie
soul -to, "walk in wisdom's pleasant way." Empty
must be that woman's heart who lias neyer iooked
into the deptlis of baby eyes, ail her own, nor
f elt the thriil of hiappy motherhood as the 'little
creature singles her out witli armas outstretclied;
wlo lias neyer pressed closely to lier breast a
littie shining liead, nor stood gazing witli admir-
ing eyes upon the sleeping darling,, witli chubby
little limb>s, and long lashes sweeping the rosy
chieeks. 'She, who lias neyer known nxotlierhood
lias flot tasted of tbe deepest, tenderest joy çn
earth, and'I have often thouglit that we mothers
do not stop ta realize ail we stand for to, our
children, those littie beings that look up to us,
as we look up to God, wliose liappiness or woe
depends upon our smiie or frown.

',If my baby were only older," 1 have heard
womien exclaim. Now, don't; just try and enjoy
e'Very stage -of that little life, from the tiny, help-
less, red-faced stranger, ail tlirough the interest-
in, evolution, unltil tliey are able toý wait upon
tleimselves. Every moment of their existence
reveals attractions hitherto uinknown; so do not
be sighing, and wishing themn older. We off en
hear the expression, "You are having youre best
time with themn riglit now,." To a womnan who is
struggling along with five or six littie anes, ail,
perhaps, under ten years of age, that souinds dis-
cauraging. I remnember when my inward ejacu-
lation at sucli a speech could be interpreted thus:
"Weli, if this is niy happiest time, Lord hl ie,
later on."

I look back upon those days and, believe me,
tliey were my happiest days, and yours, too. You
washed and fed the ittie fiock, and tucked them
safeiy in lied, and tley were pleasèd with wliat-
ever mother thauglit best, the toys, the xew
dlothes, but that changes and a new era dawns.
They grow away fromn the nest, have their p)wn

ideas of what tliey like and dislike, they decide
that they are very capable, and we know that
they reaiiy need us more than ever. So, we
realize that oui- best time, after all, is when tliey
look-to, us as an ail-wise authority, to wliom
tliey appeal to settie tlieir vexed questions.

AND wliat diversity of cliaracter we meet in'A thle members'of a famiiy, each requiring a
different method of treatment! How necessary
that we be cheerful and patient, kind-yet firm
witlial, dealing out justice tempered with Mercy,
making aliowance for tlie disposition, for wlio can
understand tlieliearf of a chld as the mother ? It
takes the keenest diplamacy and tact to soive the
well-springs of conduct in a famiiy, of chidren,
to look lieneath the surface and see their reason-

into view matters from the child's standpoint.
Sometimes tliey are not so far wrong as tliey
seem, for the unformed character can not dis-
criminate as to riglit and wrong; tliey need the
teaching whicli only a faithfui, earnest mother is
in a position to give.

In my mind are four yaung sisters,,tlie eldest
of wliom couid not lie moved once liaving de-
cided she wouid not do a thing., Her attitude
was: "I liave said -I won't, and I won't." The
second sister couid lie reasoned witli, the fourtli
could be coaxed into doing -what she had declared
she would not, but that third case seemed to me
the oddest little girl I ever met. You could
reason, deliate, coax, ail to no avail, but start a
good brisk scoiding, berate lier soundiy, and she
was won. I am often asked if I1lielieve in whip-
ping. you wilIlibe puzzled if I answered botli"ýyes" and "no." So 1 will relate a littie story
that has given me mnany a lauigl, and expresses
mny sentiments fairly wel.

It was in a raiiwvay depot, passengers waiting
for the train. A smnali boy was making it lively
for his mother, and interesting. to the impatient
travellers, by wanting everythinîg lie could think
of, asking innumerable questions, pulling and
1auling at lis mather, kicking lier shins, and
slapping lier face, and "got off witliout even a
pincli." I wili give the rest ad verbatim.

"Please, jolinnie, lie good. See liow tliey are
ail looking at us," she entreated.

"I don't care if they are," lie sliouted, making
a kick at an aid man wliose feet lie lad walked
over severai times. And then the curtain went
up on the play. With one twist and two motions
he was'seized, whirled over a pair of knees, and
before lie couid squawk once the spanking ma-
chine legan its work. If ever a boy of seven
was neatly wound up, and-the ugly taken out of
him inside sixty seconds, the work was no more
complete th an in this case.

'Thar " said tlie spanker, as lie up-ended the
boy, and placed him on a seat. "Youll feel
better-a lieap better. Hated to do it, you know,
but saw that you was a-sufferin' for it. Beg
your motlier's pardon for interferin' in fâm'L.y
matters, but you set riglit thar till the train
cornes in."

The boy "set," and ýa calm stole over the
crowd. Tlie aid man turned to liýs neiglibor and
said: "He puts me in mmid of my 'Willyum
wlien lie was a kid. Thar was times wlien nothin'on airth would put good'iatuir' into him, but a
good, sound-spanking."-

So there you have my opinion. There are
some natures that seem to positiveiy sufer for
a good castigation occasionaily. Nothing else can
takethe place of it, and if you "spare the rod
you spoil the chid."

B UTI neyer for accidents, no, nor for mnischief
when it is niot wilful, would I slap a child.

Tliey break a disli, tear their ciothes, fail into
the nd. Surely we all encouintered those things
in our dhildhood, and liow grateful we were
wlien we escaped punishment. A rod is cruelty
in those cases; the child is sufficiently punislied
by the resuilts. A dark closet, and being, sent
supperless ta lied wili neyer confrant mie wlien
I arn called ta accourit for my stewvardship. The
liorrors of the firsfr on a nervotis disposition, and
the ruined healtli of the second, on a chld's
craving stomach for food! Put tliem into a liglit

roomn if their offence deserves isolation, and feed
thefi~ with'bread and water, but neyer lie guilty
of letting a child sufer the pangs of hunger ta
mete out a merited punisliment, or draw upan
their imagination terrors that are stamped there
for life.

Tlie tone, the look, shouid have a meaning.
Baby, came, mather wants you," should mean

exactly that, and teacli baby that lie must give
heed ta that caîl. It takes patience ta enforce
these littie things, but a few lessans impress the
fact on the litie mind that tliey must put things
back, that tliey must came wlien calied, and tlie
way is paved for ail future years. A path of
obedience lias been hewn out, and tliey do nat
expect ta swerve from it, but make it a purpose
mn lfe to foliow in the straiglit une of authori'ty.

j HINK the greatest compliment I ever re-
Iceived, at least the one I mast appreciate as

a mother, came thraugh a remark made liy one
of my chidren. A neiglibor told me of it. Slie
had made this observation: "Oh, but your mother
may have forgatten about it." She said lie
ioaked lier straiglit in the eye, and said: "Do yau
think my mather ever forgetslier promises? S he
is not that kind of a mother; she'll do it, because
she said she would."

It is often difficult ta keep a promise, but with
chldren,' so mucli depends upon the non-fulil-
ment. Their trust is gone, the confidence shaken,
tliey liesitate ta believe in the future. I have
lieard niathers console littie ones wlio fretted at
their departure, assuring tliem with a god-liye
kiss that if tliey dried their tears, and remnained
at home, tliey would bring theinisarne candy, a
promise tliey neyer thouglit of again until they
spied the expectant littie face at the window or
gate. I did that' once, but wlien the eager littie
ones ran ta meet me, I punislied myseif ta the
extent of going back, tired as I was, ta the near-
est store, and purcliasing the promised treat.

We cannot lie too careful about keeping aur
word. A child msbeliaves on the street, or in
churcli. They know. better, and you whisper
that you will punisli them when you reacli home.
Do youi do it? Invariably you do not; good con-
duct lias been re-establislied, your awnr annoy-
ance lias passed, and wvhy renew the unpleasant
episade? Let it go, it is surely the quietest way.
Yes, it certainly is mucli easier ta candone a,
fault wlien it is al aver. But w'lat about the
chld's faitli in mother and lier promise? Mare
than once I astanished the members of my house-
hoid by quietiy taking by the liand a perfectly
gaod-na.ured laoking chld into the privacy of
motlier's room, and administering wliat was ta,
me a very lieart-rending but necessary punisi--
ment, for a wilfui disobedience that I feit it was
fia kndness ta my dhild ta averlaok.1 Oh, yes,
mother, if the rule works one way, it is also gaod
in the other.

It need only lie a serions talk, a reprimand,
or. perliapsý confinement mn a roorn for an hour,
mnayhap la.hand bold ont for a couple af siaps,
but if you have pramised a punîshment, fuifil it,
and in future tliey will know exactiy wliat you
mnean, as well as what to, expect if tliey ignore
your commands.

There is fia time a mother is piaced at- sucli
a disadvantage, as wlin she is away f rom home.
visiting or travelling. It is then the homne-train-
ing courits, and the mortification ihat mothers
endure is iargeiy that of their own making. The
fanits are nat so glaring seen at homne, but when
canfronted witli tlem before strangers, and the
inality, so apparent, ta make any impression
upon their child autside of a dawnriglit whipping,
makes thetn resolve tliat the future enforcenient
of obedience will lie exacted ta the last tai.

But that is socrn forgotten, the rigidl systemn
relaxes in time, it is reaily taa mnch trouble ta
always insist, and thus the character of the chid
sufers, as weil as the nerves of mother. Wlien-
ever I sec sudh mistaken indulgence-realiy anis-
ing f rom indolence in persisting-1 always Say
ta myseif, "Poor . waman, she is preparing a rod
for her awn liack." Sooner or later, she under-
stands that she bas spoiied a naturaiiy good dhild
by the i.ack of a gentle firmnness which shouid lie
a pramninent virtue in a wise mother.
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