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THE SEASONING.

1I have broughit your dinner, f.-tther,"
l'he blacksmithi's daughtcr said,

As site took frorn her arms a kettle,
And lifted its shining lid.

"Tlice's not any pie or pudding,
So I will give you this,

And upon his toil.worn forehiead
She lcft a childish kiss.

The blacksinith took off his apron,.
Arid dined ini happy mood,

WVondcring rnuch at the savor,
Hid in his humnble food;

Whilo all about him were visions,
Puill of proj)hetic bliss,

But lie never thought of nlagic
In his little daughtcr's kiss.

While shc with hier kettle swinging
Mcrrily trudged awvay,

Stopping at sight of a squinoel,
Catching some wild bird's lay.

And 1 thought how many a shadowv
0f life and ihte ive would miss,

If always our frugal dinners
Wcrc scasoncd %vith a kiss.

-Selczei.

WTIAT ONE MOODY HOUR DID.

At a Iatc hour one nighrt, a poor old man, wcak, with hunger, and stiff
with coki, cntered a police station to ask for lodgings. Whilc lic sat by
the stove, they hcard him, groan like one ini distrcss, and the capain
iskcd :

"Arc you sick, or have you bcen hurt ?

"It is litre," answered the old mnan, as hoe touched his hreast. IlIt ail
cme back to mie an hiour ago, as 1 passed a window and saiv a bit of a boy
in lus nighit-gown.

WVhat is it ?" asked the captain as hne sat down beside the man.
Il I is hcart-achc. It is remorse,» the old man answcred. I have

lid theni gnawing away lit my hicart for ycars. I have wvanted to die-I
have prayed for deah-but lifo stili clings to this poor old frame. 1 amn
old and fricndlcss, and worn out, and were some whiel to crush me, it
would bc an act of incrcy."

He wiped his eyes on bis ragged slcevc, made a great effort t0 control
his feclings, and %vent on:

IlForty years ago I hand plcnty. A wifc sang in uny home, and a young
boy rode on iny kne, and filled the house with bis shouts and laughter.
I sought to bo a good man and a kind father, and people caillcd nic sucli.
Oîîc nighit 1 came home vexcd. 1 found my boy ailing, and that vexe<d
mc sill mort. 1 don't know wvbat ailcd une to act so that night, but it
sccmed as if cvcrything were wrong. The cluild had a bed beside us, and
cvcry night sinco he liad heen able to spcak, hie hid callcd to me bofore
closiung his cyos in slecp, 1 gond nighît, my pa ?' Oh, sir, 1 hear those ivords
souinding in rny cars cvcry day and cvcry hour, and thcy %vring my old
hicart unmil 1 arn f.int.Y

Vor a moment hoe sobbod like a child, thon ho found voice to con-
tinue :

IlGod forgue mni, but I %vas cross to tic boy that night. W'hcn hoe
called to, me gond xiight, 1 %vould flot rcply. 1 Good night, nîy pa H' ie kept
caE*iing,.tnd %wrecc that I %vas, I would make no answver. H-e must have
thoughit mc aslccp, but finally cuddlcd down iih a sob in his thîroat. I
wvanted to get up and kîiss him, but kcept Nvaiting, and waiting, and finilly 1
fcll Isleecp.'

WVcII ?" quericd thc captaili as the silence grew long.
"'hon 1 a'xoke it was day. It wvas a shriek in xny cars which broke

rny slumbers, and, as I startcd up, my poor wvife callcd, <' Oh!1 Richard 1
Richard 1 our jamie is dcad in his bcd l' It %vas so. Hc wvas dcad and
cold. Th-eo vcrc tcaîsson bis pmaie face-the tears lie hand shcd when
lic Iîad callcd, lGood ilight, iuuy pa!' and I luad rcfusod to answer i I %%as

dumb. Thon remorse came, and 1 was frantic. 1 did not know when
thcy buried him, for I wvas under restraint as a lunatic. For five long
years life %vas a dark midnight to flic. W'hen reason returned, and I wcflt
forth int the ivorl, my %vife slept beside Janmie. My frionds hand for
gotten nime, and I huad no mission in life but to suffer remorse. 1 cannot
forgeot. was alnmost a lifetime ago, but through the mist of ycars, across
thc valcy of the past, froni the little grave thousands of tuiles away -1beiar
the plaintive caîl as I hoard it thiat nighit: IlGood niglut, my pit l' Sond
me to prison, to the poor-house. anywhcrc, that I may hiait long cnough
to die i I arn an old wrcck, and I care flot how soon dcath drags me
down."

H1e was tendercd food but hoe could flot cat. He rocked lis body to
and fro, and wcpt and sobbed ; by and by, Nwhen slcep camne to him, they
lucard himn whisper:

"Good night, niy boy, good night, my jamie."

Angry words ire lightly spoken,
In a rash and thoughtless hour;

]3rightest links of life are broken,
By their deep insiduous power.

Hearts, inspircd by warrnost feelings,
Ne'er before by ainger stirred,

Oft are refit, past human healing,
By a single argry wvord.

Poison-drops of caro and sorrowv,
Bitter poison-drops are thcy,

Woaving, for the coming morrow,
Saddest memnories of to-day.

Angry uvords ! 0, lot themn nover,
Froin the tongue, unbridled slip;

May tie heart's best impulse evor
Check them, ere tlîey soil thy lip!

Love is much t00 pure and hîoly,
Friendshîip is too sacred kar,

For a momrets rockless f011>',
Thus to desolate and mar.

Anguy uvords are lightly spoken,
Bitterest thoughts are rashly stirred,

Brightest links of life are broken,
13y a single angry wvord.

-seleed.

PARTNERS.

I uvas sitting one day last iveck b>' Mrs. Graves' little work-table, en-
gagod in the delightful tisk of teachuing her the shoîl stitch, in crochet,
when tho door uvas burst opon as if a cyclone wcre coming, and lier ton.
year-old boy bounced in. Ho mado me a polito bow, it is truc, but I feît
that ho was a ver>' unplcasant occurrence, for ho stumbhed over my foot
and upsot our basket of vorsteds and scizcd his mother round the ncck
for a whispering in a thoroughly tumultuous and uncomfortable way. He
rcccivcd a gontle robuko for bis undue haste ard carclessness, and per-
mission, evidcîatly to go to the bureau drawer, whcrc I watclaed hlm up-
scuting a pile of dlean handkoerchief.% and bringing forth in triumph-a
fishing hool

"Doos your mothuer ahvays lot you treat ber places that way, Frank?, 1
nskcd.

The briglit, cagor face turned upon me uvith a surprisod look, and thon
wîîlu a sunny glance across the table, IlOh, nmothor and 1 are partnors.1"

I>artncrs 1 I foit a suddcn pang in thinking of my own wel-rcgulated
nursery', wluose clock.likc nules permitted no such invasion of My places
b>' my young folk.

I won't go above -the dam, mothier," were tic boy's parting words, as
the door closcd 'wvith a bang that alarrned the plaster.

"Frank is flot alwvays so noisY>')» apoioiscd h 'is nuother. "He is ver>'
nmuch c\citcd just now, and I mnust savo my little lecture about his want of
consideration until it %vilI1 bc more likel>' to avail sonmething."


