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A lovely picture, dear to all hearts, is 

that of the mother keeping the cradle sjog 

with her foot, while her hands are busy 

with the tiny socks or the bigger socks, 

whose mending is sometimes the mother’s 

only touch upon the household understand. 

ing. But the mother who would keep ber 

hand upon the growing life must learn to 

deal with other points than those at the 

end of a needle, to weave stronger bonds 

than can be made of daraing-cotton, end 

to sing the music to which the young new 

life keeps step, after the cradle is deserted 
and lullabies have ceased to charm. 

Thet mothers have been doing these 

greater things all down the centuries is 

proved by the record of the noblest men of 

every nationality. The )ist is so long that 

a lew names which it is possible to choose 

should be considered suggestive of the 

riches of the fisld rather than as illustrative 

of the great, amply proven fact that the 

dominent factor in most great lives base 

been the influence ot the mother. 

Washiigtn's Mother, 

Nothwithstanding everybody's !amilia 

i.y with her history and characteristics, the 

pame of the mother of Washington bas 

rightful precedence iu our list. She was a 

beautiful girl, called ths ‘Rose of Epping 

Forest.’ She married Avgustine Wash 

ing on, a widower and a gentleman o! high 

standing end noble character, of ! “ge 

property and s considerable perscnal at- 

tractions. She was brought to the large 

old-fashioned colonial house on the barks 

of the Potoma~, where we can fancy the 

biide covertly exploring her new home and 

scanning the footprints of her predecessor: 

In this voyage of discovery she was arrest 

ed by a small but rare treasury of books. 

The fly-leaf of one revealed the name ol 

the owner, the first wife, ‘Jane Washing- 

ton.! Finding the inkhorn she wrote firmly 

beneath. ‘And Mary Washington,’ pro- 

bably the first time she bad written her 

new name. We all know how she read 

this book—it was Sir Matthew Hala‘s 

Contemplations—to her stej sons and her 

own sons; how it was reverenced by 

George Washington, and how it is t.3as- 

ured today at our national Mecca, Mount 

Vernon,where both as moteer and mistress 

Mary Was! ‘ngton led and guided ber boy 

into the manhood that made bim his coun- 

try’s leader and gvide. Here, also, as the 

Revolutionary War went on, snd ber 

neighbors th-onged her with plaudits and 

praises of her noble son—*heir idol and 

hers—she restrained their extravagant 

words, saying simply, ‘George seems to 

bave deserved well of his country, but we 

must not praise too much ; George bas no 

forgotten bis duty.’ 

When she hruid ot the surrender at 

Yorktowa she raised her hands and fei- 

vently tharked heaven that sll was over. 

She had not seen her son for seven years. 

Now he was coming home. No word of 

s‘glory” or “honors” fell ‘om his "ps or 

hers. Yet this ling among men had bis 

reward. His mother had lived to welcome 

him back! 

One bas only to recs’! the farslier stery 

of this noble mother’s life to recognize its 

moulding power upon the patriot, the sol- 

dier and the statesman. His igh temper 

and his habit of selt-conirol were like hers 

as were his principals of equity and jusiice, 

his power of dealing with*oreat and g ave, 

issues, and his habit of practical business 

detail. It was like her and like him, when 

she knew the world was regarding bim as 

bead of the nation, leader of victorious 

hosts, to say, ‘‘He has been a good son. I 

believe he bys done his duty as;a men.” 

.The Mother of Lincola. 

Abraham Lincoln’s Mother, says Mrs. 

Bolton, to whose sketches we wish to ac- 

knowledge our debt, possessed but one 

book in the world, the Bible; and irom 

this she taught her children da’ly. Of 

quick mind and retentive memory, Abre. 

ham soon came to know it by beart, and 

to look upon his gentle teacher as the em. 

bodiment of all the good precepts in the 

book. Afterward, when he goveraed 

thirty million people, he said: ‘All that I 

am or hope to be, I owe to my angel 

mother. Blessings on her memory ! 

When he was ten years old, this saintly 

mother died of consumption, and was bur. 

jed in a plain box under the trees near 

the cabin. For her boy the loss was irre- 

parable. Day after day be sat on the 

grave and wept. A sad, far away look 

crept into his eyes, which thore who saw 

him 1n the perils of bis latter life well re- 

member. 
Philips Brooks’ Mother 

In “the career of Philips Brooks we 

have the tribute of a noble life to the in- 

fluence of "s noble mother. ‘The son 

| 
Philips.’ says the Rev. Ju'ias H. Ward, 
in the New England Magazine, ‘seems to 
have inherited from bis mother the deep 
and earaest piety and intellectual strength 
which have always been his characteristics.’ 
Mrs. Bolton says: ‘Motherlove was al 
ways a strong force in the heart of Ph'lips 
Broeks. It is related tbat when someone 
asked bim it he was not s..aid when he 
firsi preached betore Queen Victoria, he 
replied, ‘Ob, no; I have preached before 
my mot‘her.’’ 

George Peabody’s Mother, 

George Peabody was a poor )iile gro- 

cer-boy in a New Encland country store, 
who yet ceme to the place where he was 
able to leave r'ne mi'ions to the needy 
and the homeless. Wohnen he went out 
into the world at eleven years of age to 

eara his ving, he +d already, tF-ough 
his beautifal devo ‘on to his noble mother, 

earned *he neme of a mothe -boy. 

Of Bayard Taylorit is ssid “at bis 

mother, a refined and inte!'"gent woman, 

who taught him to i3ad at four, and who 

earlv discovered F°s child’s love for books, 

shielded bm as far as possible i.om pick 

ing up stones and weed'ng coi, and kept 

him | om the hard work of farm life by 

claio ‘og his help in roe! ‘ng the baby, that 
thus she wight be cee for other housebold 
tasks. 

William Lloyd Garrison, 

William Lloyd G: _lson’s mother, too, 

was a noble woman, deeply re’ ‘gious, wil". 

ing to bear #)l and brave all tor conscience 
sake. Very poor, there was no chance 

for William, ei‘her in school, or college. 

When he wae seven, his mother, raving 

found work for herself as a nurse for the 

sick, placed the child with a deacon of the 

town. At s':teen he wrote an a..icle 

for the Newburyport Herald, signing 

it, “An Old Bachelor.” It was bis 

mother who, six hradred miles away 
engaged at the sick bed of a patient, 

shared bis delight and surprise when he 

saw it really in print. It was she who, 

through her long and loving letters, kept 

him in courage and gave him the inspira 

tion to battle, that lasted long after the 

hand that perned them had ceased its 
work. 

Henry Ward Beecher’s Mother. 

Henry Ward Beecher says of his moth 
er: ‘I have only such a remembrance of 
ber as you have ot the clouds of ten years 
ago, yet no devout Catholic ever saw so 

much in the Virgin Mary as I have seen | 
in my mother, who has been a presence to 

me ever since I can remembe.. D> you 

know why so often I spesk what must sem 
to some of you rhapsody of wom-n? It ie 

becavss I bad a mother, and Jt I were 

to live a thousand years I could not ex- 
press what seems to me to be the least that 
I owe to her. From her I received my love 
of the beau*ful, my poetic temperament, 
from her also 1 received simplicity and 
child"ke feith in God.” She studied liter- 

ature and bistory while she spun flax, 

tying her books to the steff. No wonder 

then that her g.eat son was an omrivorous 

reader. She wuote and spoke the French 
language fluently, painted om ivory, sang 

and played on the guitar, and was an ex- 

pert with her needle. So meag.e was the 

salary for the increasing household, only 

$400 a year, that she started a select 

school m which she taught French, draw- 

ing, painting, and embroidery, beside the 

higher English branches. With ail this 
work she tound t™me to make herself the 

“idol of her children. 

Of Wendell PF""*ps, it is said that his 

love for his mother wes a passion. ‘Her 
earliest g.it to him,” says Carlos Marty, 

‘was a bible. Her one counsel for bim was, 
‘be good, do good.”’ That bible was bis 
prized treasure for seventy years, and, 

says Mrs. Bolton, ‘Yeers after, when he 

stood up like a g.eat oak in the forest, 
beat upon by wind and storm, he never 

forgot to keep his trust where his mother 
first taught him to place it. From her 

knowledge and common sense in political 

and mercantile affairs, he judged that other 

women must be able to take part im the 

world’s work and therefore through life be 
asked for them an equal place in home 
and state.’ 

The Mother of Edison, 

Tne mother of the distingr’shed scien- 
tist, savs a recent biography, was a woman 

of sweet and strong individuality, equipped 

with a solid, if unpretentious education, 

and endowed with rare abilities as a teach- 

er. She was eminently qualified to deal 
with the plastic mind of her son, and it was 

to her judicious e¢orts, ra'“er than to 

those ot his father, that Edison owed that 

early impetus which gave such admirable 

scope and direction to bis dawr ng powers. 
Under her guidance, at the age of twelve, 

a period when most boys are inflaming their 
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imagination and pei verting thei- mora! 

sense with . ashy and sensational fic ‘on 

Edison, pe-tly .com ‘acl*nation, partly 

from over-consciousness, was wading 

through such ponderous tomes as Burton’s 

Anatomy of Melancholy, Gibbon’s Dec''ne 

and Fall of the Roman Emp‘~e, Hume's 

History of England and History of the Re- 
formation. We are justified in the infer- 
ence that through such books as these, no 

boy, however remarkable, waded without 

the encor=agemeut and compenionst'p o 

the woman who could bestow not only the 

structor’s git, but the mother’s sym- 

pathy and love. 

It was Samue! Jobneson’s mother to 

whom he said in his last letter; ‘You 

bP~ve been the best mother, and, I believe, 

the best woman in the world. I thank you 

for your indulgence to me, and beg fo:- 

giveness of a'l that I have done ill, and of 

all that I bayve omitted to do well.” It 

was to defray her luneral expenses that 

in the evenings of one week he wrote Ris 

selas, for whch he received five hundred 
do™ars. 

Bishop Hal! spe-%®s of }'s mo‘her’s "fe 

as ssint:-1"™~e. Never any lips so preached 
piety, never any soul that more accv-ately 

practiced it. He gave her credit for mach 
of the «baracter and irfluence *“at made 
him a power in the church 

“A Model for Mothers,” 

It was Garibaldi who says of his mother, 

a woman of hvmble station: ‘Se was a 

model for mothers. Her teuder aftecction 
for me has, perhaps, been excessive ; but I 

do not owe to her love, to her angal like 

character, the little good tbat belongs to 

mine P Often, emidst the most arduous 

scenes of my tumultuous life, when I have 

passed unharmed through the breakers of 

the ocean or the hsilstorms of battle, ska 

bas seemed present w.th me. I bave, 1p 

fancy, seen her on her knees before the 

Most High—my dear mother !—imploring 

— —— 

for the life of her son, and I Fave believed 

in *he efficacy of her prayers.’ ‘Give me 

th» mothers of the na*‘on to eduzate, and 

you may do what you "ke with the boys,’ 
was one of big favorite m*vims. 

In all the touching exemples of the in. 
fluencs of motherhcod, there is no story 

more tender than that of the devotion and 
the prayers that were rewarded finally by 
the conversion of St. Augustine. The heart 
coo n~-“on of son rnd mother was indeed 
‘a fe''owship of kindred minds.’ 

The Mother Of Napolean. 

The mother ot Napoleon Bonapaite was 
the mother a'+o of twelve other children, 

e‘vht of whom were liv'ng when she was 
left a w dow, at the age of th'rty-five, Na- 
poleon s~*d of her: ‘She managed every- 
thing with a prudence which cou'd neither 
have beep » pected {roo her sex nor from 
her age. She watched over us with a soli- 
citude unexampled. Every low sentiment, 
eve. ; ungenerovs rffection, was discour- 
aged and discarded. She suffered noth- 
ing but tt which was grand and 
elevated to take root in or~ youthful 
vndertakiogs. She abhorred falsehood, 
and would not tolerate the slightest act of. 
oisobedience. None of ovr farts were 
overlooked. Losses, privatione, fatigue, 
l-d no effect upon her. She endured all, 
braved 2". She Fad *“e energy of a man, 
combed w'th the gentleness rud delicacy 
of & women.’ Such was Napoleon’s love 
for ber that he confessed to bis friend, 
when in exile at St. Helena, that in a'l his. 
vicissituder, only once hid he been tempt- 
ed to suicide, from which he was saved by 
the loan of a svn of money, from a fiiend,. 
which sum he sent at once to relieve the 
distross of bis mother. 

Betcaying Buekles. 

General Drhesme was a cistinguished 
French veteran, slain by the Prussians 
after the route of Waterloo. He was full 
of resource, and bad great sk’ll and pre- 
sence of mind. At Pescara, when he was 
in great danger, a large fortress in front 
and a savage insui ection in bis rear, his 
ox dn common sense saved him. 
‘Who commands at Pescara?’ he asked a 

soldier.’ 

*There are two ’ 

‘What is the grade of the chief in come 
mand?’ 

‘A brigadier-general.’ 

‘His name?’ 

‘De Pistramaggiore.’ 
‘H's title?’ 
‘A marquis.’ 

‘His age! 
‘About seventy.’ 

‘Is he well presei ed? Does he keep his 
color? 

‘He is thin and pallid.’ 
‘Is his voice strong and manly?’ 
‘It is weak and dv'l.’ 

‘Is he lively, gay? 
‘Neither the one nor the other.’ 
‘What does he wear on bis head?’ 
‘He is powdered, and his bair is done in 

locks.’ 

‘Has be boots and spurs? 
‘No; he wears silk stockings, shoes and 

great buckles.’ 
‘Great buckles! cried Duheime. ‘Bring 

up the gins and begin firing. The place 
is mine.’ 

Hard' Question, 

‘The world is round, and it goes round, 
Uucle ‘Rastus,’ said the small grandson of 
the old colored man‘s former owner. 
‘Don‘t you understand about it ?’ 

‘No, honey, I cyan’t say I does,’ admit- 
ted Uncle ‘Rastus, surveying the well- 
varnished apple with which his little guest 
bad illustrated his argument. ‘Wat holds 
de world up, dat’s w'at I'd like to know, 
chile P’ 

‘Why, it goes round the sun Uncle 
‘Rasius,’ said the boy, eagerly, ‘and the 
sun holds it up by the law of attraction.’ 

‘Um, honey, I reckon you ain’ gone 
quite far ‘nough in yo* reasoning yet, ‘said 
the old men, with a smile of patrorizing 
good nature. ‘Tu dat case, w'at would keep 
de world up ‘when de sun‘s done gojie 
down? Answer me dat, chile.’ 

H: —] believe that my f1*her pnd your 
mother were once very fond of each other. 
She—Yes, I have often heard mamma 

say she was more than half sory they ever 
got divorced. 

Yellow will dye a splendid green b 
using Megaet'c Dyes. 10 cents ony 4 
package and the results are sure. ? 
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