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LOVE'S LEASON'S.

“Ome after one the season’s go !
First, merry langhing Spring,

Hard chased by Summer, who in turn
Takes flight on joyous wing.

Then Fall, the saddest of the year,
And Winter next,” sang she ;

“But ah, the dearest time of all,
‘Love’s searon’ sure must be !"

Hpring, summer, fall and winter time !
The Spring first dawned for her

When love, with whispers low, began
Her heart to warm and stir.

Spring swiftly then to smnmer changed,
And ne'er was sky 2o blv

Nor ever days so bright v
Ho joyous, rare and true.

bloom,

But summer could i
And soon, with
She felf the ehill of autumn time,
And saw the changing skies,
O Sammier ! what of all thy bloom !
What of thy vows of love !
Andl ah ! whence eomes this sudden gloom
Oer all around, aliove ?

it live for aye,

SLEpIFise,

Spring, summer, « wintertime!
Alas for spring’s bright dawn !

Alas for suriuner’s fair, sweet bloom !
Wihere Las its gladness gone ?

Ly winter’s storms bereft of warmth,
A maiden's heart lies dead |

Ah me | that from her life £o soon
Love's scasons should have fled |

WESGIVING GUEST.

EY LOUISE DUPRE.

“We hoold be thankfuller if we were going
to have turkey, and plum-pudding, and nuts,
and raisine, and everything nice for dessert ; if
we were going to have lots of company, and
lived in abig houee, like we used to. We
should be a good deal thankfuiler, sbouldn't
we, mamma 7’ said Say, with ma
fice at the cold joint of meatl that was
as their Thanksgiving dinner.

“We ought to ba just o thankful for what
we have, my dear,”” gaid Mrs, Hamis. “We'll
mke bel that we have just as good as any-
body, and forget all about the turkey and plum-
padding.  Poor folks should be just as thank
Tal as rich oncs.”” She tried to speak cheerful-
Iy, but gharp-eyed little Say saw that her eyes
were moist.

“But T'do want plum-pudding. [ sarnt be
thankful?” shouted Will, in most unorthodox
rebellion.  And he began to ery lustily.

“Be quiet, Will,” said Say, “and I'll tell you
the story mamma told me last night while you
were sleeping.

“XNo, no.” persisted Will. “I will have—"

“Once there were two little brooks bom side
Ly side upiin a great mountain,” began Say,
and his tears were stayed with. surprising sud-
denness.  “Now these were merry little brooks,
and they played together for a long time in a

little green hollow on the top of the mountain ; l

but when they grew larger and older, and their
voices, so clear and ringing, were heard far
down in the valley, their' queen thought it was
time they should be doing something in the
world, and bade them set out for the river as
«oon as they could. And they were glad enough
to obey her, for they were tired of running in
one little green place.”

“I say 1 want plom-pudding !” piped Will *

again, the absepce of giants making the story
rather tame to his critical ears.

But Say went on, never heeding the inter-
ruption. #So they started together one sun-
shiny morning. They took great leaps oyer
the rocks ; they struggled through little fairy
furosts of fern.  When it was dark they sang
to themselves to keep from being' frightened ;
and whet it was bright they laughed and shont-
ed so that all the birds began to mimic them.
And at last, after they had travelled very far,
they found themselves in a merry green mea-
dow. . 315G

‘What a wide world it is I' gaid one little
broek, blinking its eyes with surprise.

‘And what a bonnie one!” said the other,
tripping a bluebell that stood in its way.

They found so many friends in the meadow

" -that they could bardly get along for greeting

this one and that one. There were the daisies,
keeping house in little grassy tents, who sent
them an invitgtion.to dine. - The roses nodded
at-them, and begged theth ot to hurry so fast.
The birds pressed them to attend a grand con-
cert in the woods mear by. The butter-cups
rustled their satin drésses, and begged them to
come and sit at their feet, if only for one mo-
ment ; and the bees, though they were always
80 busy, balf promised to keep holiday with
them, if they wonld wait. b,
‘Let us stay,’ said ome little hraok ta the
other. ‘See how dark 9ur path'is growing be-
fore us ; and it is sa pleasant and Sunny here,

and there are sach werry folks to keep us com-
{pany. Burely, we need not hurry to reach the
Iriver ; and we have travelled such a long dist-
ance. Why shouldn’t we have a holiday now ?
But the other little brook said :

| “No I bave bad holidays enough, and T shall
hasten on._ The gueen said it was time I was
Inluin; some good in the world, and I long to be
in the river, and help carry the Leautiful ships,’
‘ ‘Well"said the other little brook, ‘you can
1 20, but I shall stay here until nightfall. And
I when you are in that dreadfully dark wood, you
! will look back at me playing in the sunshine,
and wish you hadvstayed with me, I'm sure,’

So they kissed each other good-by over the
nose of a bluebell, and went their separate
ways. It was dark and tearful in the woodls ;
the trees frowned down on the little brook like

tall grim giants, and it could.not see the sky.
| But it kept heart by singing a merry song;
and before it had time to grow discouraged it
reached the river. The great wide sky, with-
out a cloud, was bending over it, and all the
waves were filled with strange beautiful voices.
It feit great sails rustle over it; it seemed to
be carried along in the arms of cool winds, with-

| » 2 .
jout any effort of its own; and its heart was

| filled with a delight it had never dreamed of !

| before.

“But the little brook found it so pleasant in
| the meadows that he forgot after a while that
there was any other life than that ; that there
was anything to do in the world but to kiss a
daisy-bud and flatter a rose. When he did get
tired of it at last, and remembered that he was
on the way to the river, he found that he had
lost his path ; and after a long and vain gearch
for it, finally died of weariness in the noon-tide
heat. And nobody remembered or carcd any-
thing aboutit, only aforlorn little bird, that had
loved its singing. He came and mourned a lit-
tle in its vacant place, but he thought, after all,
what a foolish brook it was, for it might have
lived forever, when it only lived a day.”

Will looked rather bewildered, but seemed
deeply impressed by the rewarded virtue of the
good brook, and clamored no more for plum
pudding. Say had made the moral of the story
rather more prominent than her mother had
done when she told her.

“Mamma,” said Say, after a little serious me-
ditation, “things happen to everybody else 3
why doesn’t anything happen to us ? Every-
thing’s always just the same. Nobody comes
to see us, and we never go to see anybody ; and
you do nothiug but just work, work, work, all
the time. Thereis Hetty Eaton, she’s poor,
too, but her unele came home from sea one day
and brought her a parrot ; and sometimes two
aunts come to see her. Then there’s little
Mary Murphy, she's awful poor ; her mother
washes, but she’s going tohave company to-day.
Her mother told her she might invite Bridget
Collins. I wish I conld invite somebody to din-
'ner. Wonldn't it seem thankfuller to have
| somebody besides ourselves, anyway 7"

“Who would you invite, my dear ? said Mrs.
Harrig, laughing. I don’t know of anyone who
would be likely to come, with the exception of
“old Unecle Toby. 1o would be highly flattered

by an invitation from you, I've no doubt.”

Unele Toby was an old ‘colored man, who
sawed wood in the neighborhood, and with
whom Say was very intimate: She was socially
inclined, ‘and made friends with him in the

sireet.

“Unele Toby has been invited to his daugh-
ter's, and he is going to have turkey for din-
ner,” said Say, regretfully.

The unfortunate: mention of turkey ronsed
Will again, who, after the quieting influence of
Say’s story, had been meditatively pulling off
the head of his sister’s rubber doll.

+ “Don’t fret, Will, and FIll take you out to
walk, after I have helped mamma set the table,”
said Say, coaxingiy.
| “Mamma, if T meéot anybody while I'm out—
any very poor body, perhaps—who would not
be likely to have as good a dinner as ours, may
| I ask her to come and dine with us ? May. 1
ask anybody that I please 2 I'll only ask one.”

And, Mrs. Harris, whose thoughts were far
away in happier Thanksgiving days, said yaes,
though she had not heeded Say's question. |

8o Say smoothed every wrinkle out of the
snowy table-cloth, arranged all the dishes with
the nicest care, and after everything else was
completed, she plucked a bright scarlet blos-
som from her geranium, and shading it in - the
most artistic manner with & few green leaves,
placed it in the eentre of the table in a little
crystal vase.. The sunshine dcame in, and made
a great brightness of its rich petals; the glasses
sparkied like silver, and Say thought things did
begin to look a little like Thanksgiving, after
all. It was a clear bright day, with just enough
snow on the ground to make it look: like: win-
ter. Say's shoes were so thin and old, that her
feet were cold, but she had ‘grown ‘so light-
bearted-all of a sudden, that she did not mind

it all
(!

trudged sturdily along by her side.
something good, Will—something very goods
remember.

“I'se been good to-day, haven't I?”
said Will, doubtfully. He had “implicit
faith in Say, and the idea of any good thing's
happening made him refloct that he might
be shut out in the cold. The bad boys in
Say's stories wore always as merciiossly
punisho as the good ones were vigorous-
ly rewarded, ;

“Weil, pretty good,” said Say, wishing
to be as indulgent as her conscience would
allow,

“T think I should be gooderif T were to
have some candy,” he remarked, as they
stood before the tempting window of a ¢on
feetionor's shop.

Say never could pass that window with-
out peeping in. It was a little consolation
to be allowed to look at such good things.
There was a great candy castle in the cen-
Itre, with a liftle candy lady standing in
I the door, taking aview of the tompting
i heaps of bonbons that were piled up in her
tdooryard, Will wished he were in her
lace.  Then there were dainty little bas-
| kets full of chocolate cream drops, and car-
!'mels, and wine-drops ;. gilded sheaves full
of rich-colored fruits, a pgreat cake under a
white frosting of lillies ; and in the midst
of this wilderness of sweets, in the ecourt-
yard of the castle, played a clear{ittle foun-
tain, whose trickle was wonderfully suges-
tive of melled sugar.

“Couldn’t you get one, one checkerberry
peppermint ?” pleaded Will, catching at
Say’s dress. :

“No, dear, not to-day. I haven't any
"pennies.  Some day I will.”

“Well, I can't be good without it,” he i1y, Sarah ?

{ announced, desperately ; and began

; with all his might.

| “Dear me!” said Say ; “I ought to have

{ known better than to stop here with him.

| Will, you must stop erying, or I shall take
you home now. Some day I'll buy you a

i lot of candy, if you'er good.”

“Taintfno use to be good,” said Will
despairingly. “I has been good.”
“What's the matter with the little boy ?”
said a gentleman, who had been standing
|near for some time, strangely observant
of Say’s pretty wistful face under the old
red hood.

himself,

from the spot ; but a ray of hope had crept
| into his greedy little mind, and he refused
i to stir an inch.

“Will you tell me what your name is ?”
said the gentlemen, coming nearer, and
bending over poor mortified Say.

“My name is Sarah Fairlee Harris,” said
she, smiiing np into his face.

| “T like him, he locks good,” she thonght;

i “and he is so handsome ! He looks like the

{ picture of the brave knight in my story-
0ok.”

The gentleman changed color, and look-
ed down at the child’s ragged old boots
and folded gown with an expression in his
face that puzzled her very much,

“And what's the name of the boy that
want's candy ?” he said, pinching Will's
c¢hubby cheek.

“William,” said he, smiling with great
amiahility through his tears.

“Well, I suppose he may as well have
candy, if he wants it.” And he rushed in-
tp the store, before Say could say a word,

“O Will ! what will mamma say ? You
Just the same as asked the gentleman to give
you candy I"

Will couldnot be brought to feel his guilt,
but expressed himself as being confident
in his own goodness, and was quito satis-
fied with the world just then.

In a fow minutes the gentleman appear-
ed, perfeetly laden with dainties. Sucha
reckless profusion of ehocolate cream-drops
caramels, eg soa-nut cakes and kisses had
never fallen to the lot of either of the chil:
dren before,

“Q sir, how ve;
exclaimed, “But
not like it.”

As for Will, he could hardly believe his
own senses ; and his eyes shone as mach
with wonder as delight,

“Do you live ncar“l;wro ?" asked the gen-
tleman, I believe I used to know your
mother. T used to know her when she
was a little givl, no larger than you are!
Weren't younamed for her ? - Yon certain-
ly ave very like the little Say Fairlee Lused
to go to school with.”

“Why, how nice,” said Say, “to think
that you used to know mamma when she
was a little girl | T was pamed for her;
papa named me.” A

There was a bitofa cloud on her friend’s
face when she named papa that did not es-
cape Say’s notice,

good you arel’ Say
am afraid mamma will

| you'd likze to know her agnin

“Wants candy,” said Will, speaking for

Say blushed, and tried to draw him away |

]

|
|

[

took a newly;married pair aside and said, %
want to give you this advice, my children—
don't. try to be happy’ Happiness is a shy

Thanksgiving day, she always looks Dack
to it 4s the most “delightful Thanksgiving
duy of lier life.
Mrs. Frank Marsh, for its thankfulness has
rveached through all thoir other Thanksgiv-
ing days.

¢

“Mamma’ rays sometimes that she feels as if 'you'd come home \':ia us,” said she art-

something were going to happen ; and T feel | lessly.
|

edzactly so now,” she remarked to Will, who  and 6o "-"'“I"l mamma, 1I'm sur

“And jvs 80d she hesitated —“we ain’'t’going to have

“I'd like to have you dine with us,
I'm sure, only—"

turkey or -plum-pudding ; not a nice din
ner at all,  We ave very poor, you know,
and mamma has bad to work very hard
since papa died, to get any dinners,”

“Then your papa is dead ?”

“Yes,” said Say, sorrowfully, “he's heen
dead ever. since Will was a wee bit of a
baby—a very long time.” = And shedid not
approve of d)nc gentlnman as highly as she
had done, because he really looked pleased
that her papa was dead.

“I should be delighted to g6 home with
you,” said he . “I'm a stranger in the vil-
lage, and a hotel Taanksgiving dinner jsn't
likely to make cne feel very thankful.”

“I'm afratd yon wont like our dinner ;
it's pretty bad, but then, we ean have co-
doa-nut cakes for desse: f

Lought' so
many.”

t. voui
t, you

But before they reached home, her fenrs
on that segre _had entirely vanished, and
she waa sure that Mre, Mar:li+he had told

the vers
o8 well as
with Iim in-

her what his name wis—was
nicest gentleman she ev
the hanlsomest. Shech
cessantly
tneir house. She confided to him 2!l her
little trials, all her little joys, and all mam-
ma's grief and troubles and he listened
to her with such an interested sympathetic
face !

“Wont mamma be &'prised ?” she sail,
leading the way into*the poor little kitch-
en, that served them a8 dining-room, and
sitting-room also. And mamma was 8'pris-
ed when she saw the tall stranger enter in
such an unceremonious way. |

“I invited some one to dinner !”
ed Say, triumphantly,

“You surely haven,t forgotten me entire-
#tid the strangerlapproaching

saw,

ted

cry . .
10 Y | Ror, and holding out his hand.

“Frank!” she exclaimed ; and grow so
white that Say feared she was ill.

Then to the little girl's utter amazement;
what did Mr. Marsh do, bat put his arm a
rouud her and kiss kor! Say's sefise of
propriety was dreadfully shocked, and she

' looked on with soverity.

But things grew worse and worse. Mam-
ma placed her hand gn his shonlder, and
cried, and he comforted her with all sorts
of endearing words and tender nssurances.
And they talikted about things that she did
not understand 4t ‘all—comeothing about a
mistake, and losing aletter’; and all the
while they seemed to' forget that thete was
any .one but themsélves in the world. Will,
taking the advantage of their absorbed
state, had eaten all the cocoa-nut cakes.

“My dear little Say,” said Mr. Marsh at
last, after they had said everything they
had to say, ten times over, according to
Say’s idea, and the. forgotten dinner had
grown quite cold on the table, “you didn’t
know how dear a friend your mamma was
tome. Do you know shé promised to mar-
ry mo long before ever she saw your papa?
Then-something happencd—a mistake was
made, and we were separated. She thought
that I had ceased to care for her, and I
thought she had ceased to care for me; and
we never found out the truthi of the mats
ter until it was too late. ‘And now after I
have missed her ali these long years, she
has promised again to be my wife; and if
I have my way, we are to be married this
very day. What do you say, Say—will
you be satisfied to_have me for a papa ?—
Are you glad you invited me to come and
dine with you ?”

Then Say repented of her severity, and
accepted him as her papa very graciously.

“Mamma,” she whispered, full of delight

to see her so happy, “I think this is the'

thanfullest Thanksgiving we ever had, aft-
erall!” And Will, with his mouth full of
the remuants of the candy-feast, agred
with her fully. ; i

It was a thankful Thanksgiving, «uly ;
and after that there was a ver

life for Say, und_ her mother, Will.—
. W and-he_took

Mr. Marsh was a rich man and
them away from the miyaable little place
where they lived, tofis own boautiful
home in town, the wry next.day. - Ile and
Mrs. Harrts were married in the morning,
and Say stood ap by her mother’s side dur-
ing the ceremony, the most dignified littie
bridesmaid in the world. And though she
has sever since then been obliged to cat a
eold dinner in & smoky little kitchen on

And so indeed do Mr: and

- -
A well-known divine, in his wiseold age, once

until she reached the door of

ifferent '

{ ago is und@niably her own, '«

gy ———
A Change of Faitl

The Rev. Fathor Francis X, Jacqnemet
a priest of the Roman Catholie Chairel, has
sent his resignation to Archbishop Bailey,
announcing his abandonment of tht: Cath-
olie faith, and his retiarn into the ehurch
(the Presbyterian) in which, he says, he
was born and raised. Father Jagnemet has
been ‘attending the young ®men’s prayer
meotings at Dr. Leybwin's chureh during
the present weels, and Wednesday nigzht,
18th instant, he publidly renounced his
vows as a Roman Catholic priest, and sig-
nitied his “adhesion to the troe principles
of Calvin.””  He then said : .

“I return into -the ehureh in which I
was born and raised, fully eonvinced that
itis the ehurgh of the true gospel, ~which
is simplicity and purity. My mother was
a strict Presbyterian, and 1 was reared in
a regard for the true- prineiples. of Calvin-
ism. Since I was ordained a priest in i3¢0
I have been in many missions in this coun-
try, and in Europe, Asia and Afviea. If T
separate myself from the Catholic Church
it is not that [ have anything against any
oness 1 esteem the Catholic head of this
dioce ¢.  1le has always been kind to me.
My heart knows no hatred, no hard fecl-
ing against any one. I have, in a eommu
nication to the i Archbishop, indicated my
formal secparation from the Roman Catholic
Church, and now réunite myself with tho
primitive, the mother church in which I
was born."”

Father Jacquemet is a native of Geneva,
Switzerland, and was ordained a priest in
this country in 1869. = Since that” time Lo
has begn a missionary priestin‘the United
States, Cuba, and various “portions of ,Eu-

-{rope, and has recently-been connectod aith

St. Peter’s Church in Baltimore.
e Py

The Troy Times tells this for a flict :
“A ludicrous scene was withessed oh a
Renselacr and Saratoga train‘the otherday.
Amnewly-married couplo entered the car and
took a’ seat. The: hishand. wanting ' to
smoke, left his wife and wentinto the smok-
ing-car. The bride bogan to doze; arik while
she slept a strangor entored the ear, arid ax
it was crowded, quistly toole a sent beside
the young wifé. . Shortly she n to'fiod,
and, doubtless imagintniz that her hwshand
was still in the seat, gently reclined 'to-
ward the stranger; and soon her head ' fond-
ly nestled on his breast. At this jmmctare
the husband returncd. e stood in mute
astonishment in the uisle until the lady a-
woke, and realizing tho situation; drew back
in amazement, suffasod with blushes.  The
stranger explained, the husband was satis-
fied, and the wife tried hard to appear un-
concerned.”

R

“Faint heart never won fair lady” 13y
be true,; but when your girfs father /ears
a number twelve with a Scoteh so and
takes r:lrti('ular pains to show yerftis dog
kennel and armory, and you foei+0r knees
giving way, your teoth “begin # roll and
your eyes to chatter, then in 4ch instan-
ces, the saying is not appliest®-

N e

Sour one writes, both graefully and foreibly,
“T should be glad to see e Pparents tnder-
statid that when they sp-d money judiciously
to improve and beautit theis home, they gre
| paying their childrer® Premium to stay thero
:m much as possibl o enjoy it ; but, whem they:
spend money up-¢cessarily on fine clothing and
Ijewellery for aeir Ch,ildm' they aro paying.
 them a prer<0 to spend their timé from hoime
| —that is, # those places where. they: can at-_
| tract ) Most attention and make the most
' disph.” | :

A plainspeaking Notth v minister was
‘asked one|day how it happened that,' consider-
ing the godd example supposed to’ bt set' be
fore them, £0 many ministers' sons should tiin
out ne'erdoweels.. “That's easily nccounted
for,” said {the worthy diyine. . 4Ye see, tho
deevil kens he canna got iaud o' the geese, so
he just mak'’s ugrub:non\g {.be pm?:rfl .

A fashignable lady says her hasband.is
the latest thing out.

mpt to form an’ opinion of a
woman's weight by her sighs. ~ *
Early to&)bd and early to rise ‘\Hyiﬂ be all

in vdin if y'Pp don’t advertise.

A commgn suer—A lawyer, P S Ho
is likely to|jbe: a drain o his clint, ;-

Why is ﬁ nauglity boy 'like ‘the Totfar
. ‘ o mako{ “ma” “lmu‘l."'gr

A philojopher has discovered . that; wen
don’t objeck to be. overrated ;except by as-
8€880rs., ../l 5

Brown hys that, altho

h & Wwoman's
6 ‘can mever
be induced to own it. 0 Wi

nymph, and if you chase her you will neyer

catch her ; but just go quietly on, and do your

“If youused te know mammaonce, p'raps
And [ wish

duty, and she will come to you.”

Tt is’ siggested {hat lerouun,h would
maks good police-ofiicers, as they e e

4 customod Fo tuking goople up. ., o

|




