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WINTER.
BY ELSIE WARWICK.

Dear me! how I do hate
the winte: ' gaid Mazy
Leslio, a8 * entered the
cheerful breakfast-room

“Sister, I just thint
winter is the jollic
of all the seasons
Spring will do for girls
and May-parties, but
wo boys like snow,
and cold, and sleigh-
ing, and skating; give
me winter every time,”
said Frank,

“0 yes,” admitted
Mary, “all that does
very well, and I like
the evenings around
the fire,and the games,
and nuts, and spples;
but dear me, Frank,
what will you do with
all the wet, sloppy
days? and even when
it ig fair, and you are
sleighing, what will
become of the poor
who have little food
and less warmth?
Yonder goes little
Susan Miller and her
father now home to a
cheerless fireside, L am
afraid, for Mra, Miller
is gick, and it takes
every spare dollar to
buy medicine and
food. I eay give me
the spring.”

“ My daughter, may
be one of the uses of
winter is to teach us
to share our comforts
with the less fortun-
ate. I think it will
be a neal plessure for
you to go over after
breakfast to ses Alrs
Miller, and take her a
nice lunch.

“Yes, certainly,
mother; and I think
if thore is one bless-
ing my mother covets
above all others, it is
tho blessing promised
the generous hand.”

“X am quite sure
one of tho uses of winteris to make
us thankful for the many comforts we
are able to sharo with each other,”
said Mrs. Leslie, ~.’ling,

“But, father, t:ll us really and
truly what winter was made for 37

“Winter is nature’s night—her

24 "THE anow ! the snow !

treasuring up her reserve forces,
Spring comes with its buds snd sum-
! mer with its blossoms, and then autumn
with its golden fruits, after which
great outlay of beauty and wealth,
mother earth gathers back to her
bosom tho sap of the vegetable world,
and says to winter, Close the windows,
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Jock all tho doors, and wo will work
{within. Then while all this upper
‘world i3 locked in an icy embrace, the
silent, hidden forces are at work in
nature’s laboratory, under the super-
vigion of the great Alchemist, porfect-
ing the processes by which the duil

> Beason for reouperation-—the time for|earth is to be transmuted into golden

grain and rich {ruitage. Frank, what of seed.life, and lo! in a few short
would you think of a man who spent | days the world puts on a robe of a
his strength continuously, without ever ’ thousand hues. Summer continues
resting, or one who would deal out his ' the work, and the buds develop into
money day after day without ever;gorgeous flowers of exquisite propor-
gathering in.” , tions; then autumn comes and fills

“Surely he weuld be a foolish i barn and store-house with rich pro-
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{ vender and luscious fruits; and then
again in turn comes
winter to recall the
wandering energies of
nature into the world’s
treasure-house in safe
keeping for another
rovolution of seasons.”

“1 guppose we must
simply endure winter
and live in hope of
the coming spring,”
aaid Mary.

“Yes, dear, the
spring is a certainty
after the winter, and
it has been generslly
conceded that the
harder the winter the
more luxuriant the
spring, and & hcavy
snow is called the
poor man's fertilizer.
The wir.ter is a stern
necessity, and is =
forcible type of our
night € death before
the joyous resurrec-
tion.  *low can the
grain of <corn live ex-
cept it first die?
Frark, go to the
library- and bring me
Thomsion’s Seasons.
Lord Lyttleton said
of Thomsan’s pocms,

spendthrift,” answered Frank. |

No line. whick, amang,
o line. which, dyizg, he
conld wisk to blot.

Surely he is worth &
hearing, and we will
xead what ho says
abonttheses sons being
a picture of .life:

Behold, foud man,

Seo htze thy pictured lifc :

Eunss some fec years

Thy flowering s pring, tho

summer’s arﬁent
stisugtis,

Thv sober antwrnn fading
into age,

And pals concliiding win-
ter comes at last
And shuts the scene . . .

Virtue sole survives,

Immortal, never-failing fciend 10 man,
His guide to happiness on high. .lud sce,
'Tis come, tho glorious morn! the second

birth
Of heaven and earth .
Tho storme of wintry time will quick Iy yass,
And ono unbounded apring encircle all.’

“Just 50, my Mary, would it be if
our desr old mother earth were to
give us spring and summer always.
There is great wisdom in the economy
of God’s universe, Winter's frost and
onows mellow the ground and hoard

up 8 supply of gases which ‘neath the
genial spring’s sunshine swell the germ

“0 dear me! well, the winter is a(;
- . ?‘!g.



