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His mind wandered irresistibly to
thoughts of BMolly Coddle. Was Molly
Coddle dead, too? He would soon see.

“Mamma,”

“Yes, my dearest.,”

“The bed burts.”

“My poor baby.”

“Won't you rock me—just this once?”

Molly  Coddle was  everlastingly
stueleled.

His mother made a eooing sound, the
way a cat does when she eomes baek to
her busket of kittens, and euddled him
in her arus. She put him ioside the blue
wrapper and tucked the ends around Lis
feet. He lay in o warm, dark nest. It
was zoft and lacy. When he put up his
Land there was u loeket to play with. And
all the time he was voeked. [t was lovely.
te was happy.

Wees he happy? Surely; yet why did
tears slip from lis eyes and wet hiy
cheek? Wy did Le feel as if he lad been
spanked- -und had not done anything at
all?

HAlannua.”

“Yes, sonny.”

“Faw glad I eame baek”

“Irom where, dear?”

“T don’t know—hut
away 2

haven't. L becn
“Onee I was afraid so, my darcling.”
“Well, 'm glad 1 ecame huck.”
“And T, my owi”
“Mamma.”
“Yes, haby.”
“Tell e a story.”
“Onee wpon o time—" ghe hegan, and
stopped.
1w ou”
tiime -

“That’s the way.

“Onee
stopped.

He waited, wondering.  The lips that
were pressed regretuily against his eurly
head were harren of tales and helplessly
wwnorant of their sweet witehery.

TTow dim the light was! Tlow cool the
stillness! And  the  house—he
dreamed a house eould he so sileni.

And at sight one seems to he traly,
truly one’s self—uot the self that oilier
people want one to he
tome.

apon i again - she

never

as in the day-
One dares say anything.
“Mammnia.”
“Yeg, Rex.”
“You ave crying.”
“Yes, my hahy.”
“\Why 77
“Because I
hay a story.”
She kissed him, aciually Tissed  with-
out stopping to consider that she might
eive him germs of sowe sort, diplitheria,
mayhe, or that lovely long word that
makes one think of potatees-- tubereu-
losis,

annod tell my lttle sick

The kiss pat eiraentous strenwtl: into
hig weak arms, and he flung them tightly
around her neck and elune there. e
was not afraid of germs. He liked {hem.
He liked his mother, too—now. She had
turned into the kind that other hovs have
—-the kind ihat tags around
and tickles one in the ribs,
things up—the proper sort.

“Never mind about that story, mammas
never mind,  T’d like 4

“What, dear?”’

“Something 1o eat.”

Eating between meals was nsually never

after oue,
and picks
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to be mentioned, never to be thought of.
The middle of the night was, from iis
very nature, between meals. Rex knew
it, but he took chances that this third
bugaboo was weeping over the towb of
Molly Coddle and therefore inoperative so
far as he was coneerned.

“You are hungry?
lad.”

Slie really said it. She seemed actually
excited over it. She put him gently back
info his hed, and then she few into the
next room and awakened the nurse. Fo-
gelher they set to work and prepared lim
something. He got it. 1t was hot—rather
thin, perhiaps, but fairly comforting.

“Mamma, T want to go to sleep.”

“Good-night, precious.”

“But, mamma— 7-*

“Yes, boy.”

“The bed hurts.”

“Then ¢ome to mother's arms, Rexie”

She took him-—she did.  To and fro, in
i drowsy nest, he was rocked inlo Sleepy-
town, The rapture of it was almost
enough fo keep him awake. But it (il
not.

He was right.
Oh, Rex, 1 am so

a
o

When morning eame he was in his bed,
and the nurse alone was on guard.

“here 1s my manmmna "
“Sleeping.”
“Sleeping?

1

The sun is shining.™
“Bat she is tired. She held you until

davhreak.”
“Break? [

hreaks.”

always wonder what it
“The darkness ! said the nurse, smiling.
“TLook !
She raised the eurtain.  For the first
time in many days he saw the outside

world, Tt wag too glaring to look at for
long.  The trees were so green that they

hurt his eves.  The leaves flashed like the
sun, The green seemed to llame and hurn,
Had the trees always heen so blaging and
beautifnl?  If so, why liad he wished for
anything more exeiting than just to he
allowed to go oul and get eloser to the
glory? Tle nurse drew down the curtain.

“Here is yowr breakfast” she said.
“You have solid food this morning, vou
see. Yon are muel better. You will soon
be well”

The dab of milk teast looked anyihing
bul solid—positively airv—to one who
could have made away with o saddle of
nutton.

“How niee that was,” he sighed, finish-
ing . The word “niee” annoyed him. It
was s0 short.  Being the pith of the sen-
tenee, it ought to be longer.

“Please get me my dietionary.”

That muell the nurse did; but she was
adamant about letting him look inte it.
She compromised by reading him a few
things that he fell the need of. What he
wanted worse than the dietionary
that new mother of his.  Ile longed
ached for some comfort.

Wik

anrl

“Where 1s my mamma?” was his con-
stant question.  ITe had bethought himsel?
of several thonsand indulgences which he
intended to hint for, _

Finally she appeared. Oue would never
guess she had been up all night, so trim
and fresh was she, so snug as to bell and
so high as to eollar.

“Oh, mamma,” he eried, rapiurounsly
holding out his arms, “T have had a
squeamish breskfast, and 1 think P’d like
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some squeamish ple for dinner.”

“Saueamish ?? said Mrs, Pettison, huri-
ing a haughty look at the nurse.

“Squeamish ?” said the nurse, easting
an appealing look at Rex.

“It is in the dictionary,” he answered.
“You read it yoursell. It says, squeamisl
means particular, nice.  That’s what the
milk toast was. That’s what 1’4 like the
pie to be”

“Little boys should use words that they
understand,” advised his mother, quite in
the old way. “And vou will eateh eold if
you hold out yonr arms. Pt them under
the cuilt.”

“But P like yon 1o rock me”

“Roelk ?” queried the mother with aye-
brows drawn very higlh. “A big hoy like
vou does not require rocking, 1t would
he ridieulous.”

“It wasn't ridiculous last might, was
it? asked Rex. He really wanted to
lenow.

His mother ansterely Iaid her finger
aeross her lips.

“IMishy” she said, “even a sick little hoy
must not be impertinent to lis mother”

Impertinent ! Rex's ehin quiversd. 1Te
wiklly east about for something te say,

The glass of waler at lis hand gave him
an idea.

“l-T—want a drink,” he wornmured,
Ieavy tears were in iz cyes, It the dis-
appoistment. in his heart was heavier still,
“I want a drink! 1 want a driak!”

“Well, why don’t you take it?' asked
his mother, in tones ol eritieal CXASPOr-
tion.

Wilh utter despair e hronght the rlass
to his lips and tock n gulp. The water
was harder to swallow than marbles. His
task done, e turned hig Tuee (o he wall
and lay silent.  ITe— miserable ho— was
better; and, horror of Lorrors, he would
soon be well,

e

MATERNAL MORTALITY
PROBLEM

{(Cantinued from puge 28)

A

“searing”  the mothers-to-he, and  thus
making matiers worse, rather {han hetter.
Of conrge, there should be no wanton
searemongering;  but “What is  wrong
with the truth?”  Surely it is high time
that our exeessive maternal mortality
should be recognised, adnitied and dealt
with ontright, rather than that the truth
sliould eontinwe 1o be hidden from those
nmainly concerned, and that the mothers
should be left Lo die needlessly, as heve-
teforey in a fool's paradise. The poliex
of the ostrich is no use lere! We may
rest assured that ovne beneficent result of
the present diseussion and publicity, fol-
lowed By mueh carnest thought and cou-
certed action, will be to make muternily
mueh safer for mother and ehild thae
ever before during our iime in New
Zealand.

Let ns all deeide to play eur individua!l
parts  honesily, wholeheartedly, and to
the best of our abilities, and let us all
pull together in the spirit of the mofto
of the Plunket Socicty :—

“For the sake of Women and hildren,
for the advancement of the Dominion,
and for the honour of the Empire.”



