looks he will do very well.” But she was really pleased
when she knew the child was to be called John Wesley.
Among her ten grandchildren “John” had only been
given as a second name, and I knew it was her favorite
name.

I have a vivid memory of the first night we were left
alone with the baby. I was all right until I heard Mrs.
Law’s footsteps going down the stairs. The baby was
~ asleep in his cradle, and I assured Mrs. Law that I would
get along all right. But when the darkness settled in, and
the streets grew quiet, I began to be afraid. What would
I do if he should suddenly take sick? He might have
colic, or even a convulsion.

I pretended I was asleep. I did not want Wes to know
I was frightened. Then suddenly we clutched each
other’s hands in the darkness. He was worse than I was,
We were almost afraid to breathe. The baby slept on.
He might not have been so composed, if he had known
he had two fraidy-cats to take care of him.

But he grew and thrived and every day absorbed us
more. Talk about the influence parents have on chil-
dren! It is nothing to the way children change their
parents! My heart was always tender towards children,
and I would do anything for their pleasure and comfort,
I ‘'was brought up in the tradition that a mother who
neglected her baby was the lowest form of sinner. One
woman in our neighborhood was branded for life when
it became known that she had made no preparation at
all for the child who was coming. She said she did not
think it would live. She might better have robbed the
collection plate or killed a policeman on duty. But z
new responsibility came to me after Jack was born, as I
thought about him and his future. All children now
were my children. I remembered the story in Uncle
Tom’s Cabin about ‘the colored woman who was ordereq
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