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AS Al"
GIRL
OF FIFTEEN
SEES HER.

ADORE my mother.
¢ She is very beautiful and

because she likes to wear
white, even though her dark hair
16 turning gray, she comes to meet

'me in a white frock, and takes my
two hands in hers and lifts her
face—her dear, tired face—to me
to be kissed. That is one thing I
wonder about my mother—if ever
she kissed anyone. Always she
waits for me to kiss her.

There are a great many things
«girls never know about their
‘mothers. The reason is that always
they think of them as their mothers,
‘never that they were girls, never that they are women, or even
persons, but just that they are ‘‘mother.” That is really ver
selfish and wicked of them. Mothers are to blame for this, althougK
no one ever blames them because that is what it is to be a mother.

When I think about my mother as if she were another person—some one who wasn’t
my mother—she seems even more wonderful. ~ She lives just for others; tirelessly she
serves other people. When our family rise in protest—for even our family is not all
selfish—mother just patiently waits for our protests to die away—and goes on just the
same. .

" This sounds as if T thought my mother the most wonderful mother in the world—and
so I do. Her strength never fails; her self-control is as marvellous as her endurance.
Yet ‘shie is as shy as a girl and blushes pink at compliments. Although she is always
‘gracious and polite to people who may be in our house, her reticence is so great that it
exténds over a great deal I should like to know.

"My grandmother was like this, too. When I tell my mother how wonderful I think

. She,—m]?.' mother—is, mother smiles and says, * My mother"’ (meaning my grandmother)
‘“was the best woman I have known.” ~That is exactly what [ think now of my
mother, and if this chain has continued far enough back, I think there must have been
}s;ome woman some time who came from heaven—think how very perfect she must have

een.

But she knows people, although she doesn't always express her opinion.  She has
let me blunder on witg people I liked, wisely, I suppose, letting me find out for myself
how worthless they were. And all the time if I had noticed I might have known what
she thought, for if mother can't praise she says nothing. However, I have heard
her say to father that he shouldn't trust this man or that. Dad, with his bluxdering
masculine wits wanting to know why, mother would just shrug her shoulders. There's

. no reason, but mother is always right, as both Dad and [ have found.

Her wit and humor I don't know much about, although she is witty and bright and
gay, for her love of fun was one of the sacrificial offerings made to my father's sense of
sobriety and the fitness of things. Why? Why? Oh, why? But, then, of course, we
live to-day. And besides, this sounds too much like criticism.

She settles questions very quickly in the feminine way of applying an immediate
remedy ito a particular case. Workmen working in our house are always given hot tea
and coffee and the use of the kitchen stove. I have never known my mother to attend
a temperance meeting, but she accounted for the hot drinks by saying briefly, *‘ They
can't drink both hot coffee and liquor at the same time.”” Which is sense.

Our house is managed in the same quiet, efficient way. Mother settled the servant
problem by never having maids except when there was so much to do she couldn’t
do it all. She said servants were more bother than they were worth. But then, of
course, her standard of house-keeping is rather high,—so high that I am afraid she
classes me with the maids. .

Two other characteristics mark her household management: there is never any gos-
siping or any disputing.  Gossip I never hear except at other girls’ houses and not
much there, for I don’t like it—it really makes me uneasy. In our house, if visitors
attempt to talk scandal or waste time in gossip, mother stops it before it begins in some
way or manner she has.

s for disputing, of course we have perfectly awful rows—do you know any boys or
girls who don’t? -But asfar as my father and sheare concerned, my mother never could
see any occasion for.disputing—consequently no question is ever raised.

It’s quite nonsense, I think, about the modern woman being new; I believe all women
who have done things or got things done in the world are the same. Think’how clear-
headed my mother is about my education. My brother used to say, “Can’t Helen
do this or that for me?”’ Mother would say, very firmly,  Helen has no more time for
housework than you have. She has to work exactly as you do; her studies are the
same. She is not to be hampered by doing housework.”” That is what famous women
who have educated girls have written in books on education, but my mother worked it
out for herself. .

Can you guess what flowers my mother likes best? Of course, sweet-peas, mignon-
‘ette and all the sweet old-fashioned flowers that grow informally in gardens. As for

‘her other tastes, one has to dig to find what they ‘are, so completely does she efface
herself. She has always liked best what Dad or we wanted. But I know that she
prefers Louis X V. furniture and chintz to den stuff and leather. In dresses, she likes
to wear gray and mauve besides the white. We have such fun at the dressmaker’s
for I like to plan my mother’s frocks now. Mother listens patiently and lets herself
be fitted no end, and then says quietly, ‘“Is this your revenge for my having got
your dresses for fifteen years?”  Then we laugh and mother modifies the style.

As for us—pouf! It's very hard on us to have to admit it but it is an open laughing
secret in our family that mother likes us better grown up and half grown up than she
did when we were babies. ~ I think she is so strong she doesn’t like weakness in any
form. But as for care, all our relations, not to mention the family doctor—rise
up and chorus, ‘“Such healthy children.” My Aunt descends on us and
says to me, ‘‘ You let your mother do too much for you. You must stop £
it.” “What can I do, Aunt?” I protest. She says, ‘‘Your father should
stop it.” Then I giggle at the idea of anyone—even my father—getting
my mother to change her mind once she had made it up. All I can do is be
grateful for all the devotion and sacrifice, the patience and sympathy my
mother has put into my life—for what would it be %without these? And so, I

worship my mother.

“impression that he was obliging her by givin

-Not that she is always giving orders, but she
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Come to think of it
now, she had a pretty
tough time raising me—of all
the family to have caused
mamma all the anguish and
despair she must have suffered
during the early period of my
existence, and perhaps even
now, poor dear, sweet mamma
may be lying awake at night
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being inquisitive, I had to help Mamma find what she was 1 4 lt;.verythmg, Of course;
rake over the rubbish. Soon she removed an old shavin 5,?0 ing for, so I helped her
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