
Around the Hearth
By JENNIE ALLEN MOORE

"Remember a word spaken plainly
May blight every effort and plan,

Which a ýkind word would help In attaining;
Then say a kind word when you cati."

APPRECIATTON.

W E were having a telephone talk.
"I enjoyed your page so 4nnch this month,"

&be said.
"Thank you; 1 arn glad you liked it," I responded.
"DO yon know,"1 she said, "I believe if I bad been

given any encouragement when 1 was young I coul
have been a writer? But no one ever helped rny
efforts by a word of praise, so I gave up trying."

I laughed so long and so merrily that she caugbt
the infection over the wire, and joined in my mirth,
asking: "lWbat are you laughing at, what have 1
said to amuse you so muchi?"

"Just the idea of it," T rejoined, "to think of you
waiting to be encouraged! Why, my dear, T would
neyer -have written a Une for publication had I
waited for my friends to assure nme by a word that
I wrote anythÎng worth reading."

"Vou surely cannot snean that. Your pen is so
facile, they must have recognized you had talent."

4'Well, T always enjoyed wielding tbe pen, but no
one belonging to me can ever claim credit for as-
sisting nme, if ever I acquire any renown along lit-
erary fines, for any compliments that came mny way
from my own family were solicited, and you 'know
that kind do not carry much weight."

"But surely your husband îs proud of your
achievettents, IT know mine would be."

Again the 1nierry laugh rang out as I answered,
"T do not think he even reads my page, and T arn
sure the boys would cousider it extremely dry stuif."

"t seems that 'a prophet hatb honor, save in bis
own country' îs true in most cases," she saîd.

And it ks. We take it for granted' that our
friends know we appreciate their work, and seldom
speak the helpful word that would cheer and ligbten
their labor, and help tbern to aspire to bigher ideals.
We are so prone ýto criticise instead of praise, to
throw a damper on their soaring iambitions, that it
would almost scenm as though we felt it necessary
ta act as a "wet b ]ne, est the elation they feel
over their successî shouild disturb their equilibrinen.
Tinis they miss the assistance we could render by a
kindly word of encouragement or sympatby,

1 once stood lookiug at the quiet features of
a womau in ber last sleep, and ber busband in
broken voice saidl, "She was always a good wife to
me." T wonidered if be ever told ber so. In my

scra-alwn1 have Pasted a clirpping wbicb reads:
"Praiise yvour wife man, for Hae' sake praise
yotir wife. Don not wait until ber ears are dulled in
deatb bexfore yau say, 'She bas been a good wife to
alno.' Mnyýi a woman will be -buried in a rosewood
casket, wbose beaýrt a starved fo>r a kind word."

In e2nother album 1 lend these words spoken by
a iman: "If T could only once be-ar her say that I
pleased ber," and thlat one sentence revealed a world
of longing for a simple word of commendation.
Many a kind-bearted man, wbose best efforts to
ple-ase and provide for, have been met wth dîscon-
tent and upbraiding, will leave a wife wbose after
years willî-bc filird with remorse as she reflects upon
ber impatient words ind exasperating manner, And
many a true loving wife plods on tbrougb tbe weary
years, ever at ber post of duty, managintz the home,
training the family, and ever longing witb an un-
speakable desire for one tender word, a caress, -kind
sympatby, which she neyer receives. No wonder
life hecomes bitter and monotonousl No oul of
gladness poured in occasionally to keep the wheels
of life rurning smocothly. 11he trivial .faults are
given prominence, and a system of "nagging" is
adopted, 'Loo often unqloticed by the persons thern-
selves, but very apparent to others.

9We bave been married twenty years," a woman
wrote, "and neyer once lias my busband sbown one
word of sympatby to me, or to the cildren." That
souinds alinost incredible, but there are natures so
cold, so sternly repellent, that we do flot doubt ber
assertion. H1e was a pillar in tbe cburch, too, but
there was no beauty in his.cast-iron religion. Alas,
and Jlas, tliat sucb tbings are true! We are too
scant withi our praise, too) slow to show our appre-
ciation, but ever ready to pounce on a fault, too
basty and sharp) with our tonigues.

"We have kindly words for the stranger,
And smîles for the somnetime guest;

But for our own the bitter tone,
'Pligh we love our owa the best."

T sthe little attentions which furnish the spice

oflife, the quiet side-speeches breathing of love
and tboughtfulnes for esach other that bind our

bear'ts together, not the public demonstrations of

affection we often witness, the "my dear" at the
beginning of a sentence, not only between husband
and wife, but among society friends, and which oft-.
times carnies sucli bitter irony in its wake. It would
seem .to be used to ýswatbe the cutting sarcasm that
is meant ta burt, the prefix intended to accentuate
the wound. For instance, '*My dear, can you flot
spare time ta superintend the meals somnewbat, these
vegetables are utterly tasteless ?" or "My dear, you
are stunningly gowned, but -miauve is your color,
and so suitable for your age." (Her age, forsootb!
Herein lies the sting!)

1 know a man-be did not die young, either, but
'lives and mnoves, and bas bis being' to-day, who
âlways pats bis wife's band after a littie "evening,"
and teils ber bow nicely sie liad everytbing arrang_
ed, and liow good the refresbments tasted. He is
quite opposite to onîe I heard described by a lecturer.
"I -was ba'ving dinner at a farnibouse, and sucb a
good meal it wzs. The little woman had excelled
berself, and wben she asked ber liusband after bis
third helping of pudding, 'Jobn, is the dessert good?'
lie drawled ont, «Oh yes; it's aIl rigbt.' T felt like
hitting him a crack over the ear. Why couldn't be
bave said 't couldn't be ýbetter.'"

Some men are ashamed to be beard compliment-
ing their wives; otbers are afraid it will spoil tbemn
sbonld tliey bestow praise too often; and tbere are
others wbo are too awkward to offer congratula-
tion. There are women, too, wbo accept every-
tbing as a matter of course; men do îlot need praise;
but, blcss yon, tbey do. What are men, anyway, but
boys grown np, great babies indeed, and tbey like
being pettcd and mothcred? Just here let me tel
the womcn wbho fail to practice this little art, that
tbey are making a grave mîstake, for men like ap..
Preciation and kind words as well as tbey, and a
judicions application of praise secures many a favor.
But, there now! Don't give away the secret. 0f
course there are exceptions, men wbo exjst only for
tliemselves, upon wbomn praise and blame fali alike,
just as there are women wbose bearts bave grown
calions under years of silence and indifference.

&4 OOD niglit, fatber." said a young girl of four-Gteen, as she waited for ber good niglit kiss.
"'You bave been very wilful and disobedient

to-day, T do not want to kiss you to-niglit."
Trhe girl turned away, ber beart embittered by

thie stern reproof, and rejection of tbe usual caress.
"I will qlever kiss bim good nigbt again," sbe mut-
tered, and she neyer did. lie bad failed to appre-
diate the fact that sbe was no longer a cbild to be
corrected according to bis idea, for tbe minor fanîts
of tbe day, and sa lest the token of affection whicb
bad neyer been omitted. even on ber nauýgbtiest
days. 1He failed to realize that sbe bad passed the
stage of existence where lie could nag at and-check
ber for petty offences; be could not understand that
there cornes a time wben cbildisb pnnishmcnts will
not avait, but rather saur and barden the spirit of
the cbld. Had be been a wise parent lie would
bave known that 'bis customary kiss would have
softened ber and Ibronglit repentance; lie would
bave known that the beart of a woma.n beat in the
cbild's body, that lie no longer could bold ber in
contraI by fear of bis displeasure; that lie must trust
to tbe early years of training ta bring forth the
fruits of 'bis "line upon line, preccpt upon precept"
tcacbing, and tbat the inust do tbis or that bas to
lie surbstituted by "don't you tbink you bad better
do tbe other?"

Re 'made a mnistake, as do rnany others. As the
years rolled hy, it must bave burt liim, as the trutb
was forced home to hlmtnthat be bad flot appre-
cîated tins filial act. wbich niay bave beexi largcly
a natural impulse beginning in babybood, ibut ripen-.
ing in meaning and devotion as she grew older. But
be had spurned lier approacli, bad lost this priceless
token of love. H1e was too prond to ask for it, the
steel bad entered his own beart, and be accepted
the sbaft. and bore the results of- bis r4.sb speech
in silence, just as înany another fither or mother
lias done, wben in a moment of intense anguisb or
passion, they bave driven from home the son or
daugbter by "Neyer cross my tbresbold again," or
"I disown you forever, you are none of mine."

Have you a girl or boy in their teens, this im-
pressionable age wben tbey feel that tbey know
everything. wbcn they are mergîng into, young man-
bood or womanhond; wben tbey resent being cor-
rected, wben their thouglits, their ambitio)ns, and
physical nature are ail undergoing a change fromn
cbildhood's dreamn to the more mnature years of dis-
cretiun? Look well to your tongue, to yanr teinper.
to your demnands uiponi their obedience to your every
whumi, for they are thinking out problemns for them-
selves aow, and xnany a natuirally sweet-ternpered
child bas [been transformnej mto a morose and sullen

disposition by bein*g watched and questioned, and
called to account for very trifling faults. Better
temper your judgment with a sane levity than lose
the kiss of your boy or girl, a boon that ouglit to
lie precions to any parent.

IF we bigger and oIder folk desire and enjoy being
iappreciated, how mucb more the children, for

tbey feel tbe hurt of being overlooked in very
tender years. "ýMamma. do you love me any more?"
said little Bessie, as ber mother hugged and crooned
over the tiny baby brother. The dear little ones,
many a heartache it has given me tD see tbe two-
year-old toddler quite forgotten in the joy of the
ncw baby, the -deposed little rnonarch deserted, and
the usurper receiving ail the homage. "I don't like
papa, 1 don't like miamm-à, I don't like that baby,"
my little sister wailed. So. instead of foolisbly
teasing the little ones by telling theni tbat no ane
loves tbem now, just ýkeep a margin of worsbip for
the ruler wha bas been ýousted from bis tbrone.

There is notbing sadder in ail1 the world than the
wistful, yearning eyes of an unloved cbuld. A little
girl was visiting ber friend. She saw the mother ap-
proach and after adjusting bier daugbtcr's bair-rili-
bons drew bier close and kisscd lber, then turned to
bier and did likewise. She asked if she was kissed like
that cvery day, and being told tbiat it bappcned many
tumes a day, she said tbat bler maother bad not kissed
bier since she could remember.

Oh, mother, is this you? Do you give your chul-
dren the chance to tell sncb a thinge? Have you a
starved little burnan being in youir home. enduring
childisli troubles wtbout the aid of mother's mnani-
festations of l'ove? MaUy God belp the lîttle bungry
being wbo %was g ivenl to yoni for youir mother love
and protection, and may the sanie all-wise Father
enable you to lay the little bead upon your breast,
and speak words of tenderniess, anîd do it nozv. The
traps for Young feet are ma&ny, and as in the Vision
of Mirzale, tbey may drap ont of siglit, and lie lost,
and tbrougb the long years you may strctcb empty
arrns into the darkness of remorse.

Coffee-Cakes and Cupid
N%. 0 American mother would ever admit that she1'4 set out witb intent and purpose to marry ber

daugliter off well. Mathers bigli and low vum
and avow tbat Cupid must take bis course.

But that only shows wliat subtle psychologis
mothers arc. They have a strange way of know-ing just how far General Cupid bas progressed in
bis campaîgn agaînst the valvular citadel. Wben lieis in bis last trenches -and rcady to charge, tbeymake their daughiters miove their forces frorn the
uptown restaurant to the home; froni the after-
theatre supper to, the home lunchean.

It makes no difference how boncst a, mother
mnay lie, she knows many tricks in the trade of love.
She knows that whocver was responsible for the oldadage that the nearest way ta a man's heart wastbrougb bis stomachb bad first-band itiformaM~on.
But she bas gone a step furtber than the proverb-
mnaker, for she bas added that it mnust be donc at
borne, and flot at a restaurant. She knows that bier
dangliter neyer looks more cntrancing than wlienpouring a cup of tea; she knows that a hotel dinner
witb thirty-five minute waits between courses neyer
mclt's a lover's heart s0 quickly as peanut.'butter
spread on sait crackers by a young girl ini tbe priv-
acy of bier own residence.. Thus iît is that themather manoeuvres to bave ber daugbter pass the
coffee-cakes in a quiet baur in the bomne. The
Young Rnan Ilooks ahead and secs lber going through
that deligbtful operation at a breakfast table of bis
own in a tinw to corne. The ircuit bctwecn bish eart and bis stamacb is complete.

The glare and glitter of a restaurant wbere ittakes tbree boys ta open the door does not affect
the Young man's beart nearly as rnucb as a tete-tI-tete over a table laid for two in a ginl's own horne.A waiter with a number an his coat can't compare
to Hulda wîth a. smile on bier face.

iO f course the younig mati neyer tbinks of it;ineyer enters the ginl's mmnd. The mother merely
sutggests ta the daugliter that she have the youltgnati ta lunch saine day; and, presto! Çupid bas
twvanged bis bowstring. Truly, mothers <nove iti a
my'steriaus way their wonders ta perform.-LipPin-
Éett's Magazinse.
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