58 WEST SHORE.

THE WEST WINTER.

Thierr's & otek of rose st the mouniain line
There's & toneh of rose, swesthourt,
And & vweep of guld where the purple mists

Have rolled for & space spart.

There's & flight of birde on the froeted liwa,
There's & fight of suew birda, ywen,
With thedr little, tromnlous, Anitering winge

And thair twinkling, glancing foet.

Thare's & breath of winter seross the sir.
The faintest of breathe my o,
fhat what owre we for the cold and snow,
O the wet wisd's loasly meonnt

Thwre's & sltar Lonch of ross on your thrusl.
On cheak and o8 beow so fulr,

Aud your sar burus warm s u crismson shell
I thie soft duak of your balr,

Your feot nre lightae than snow birds' are,
And your benrt s tha san’s own gold,
And yuur sonl be whiter than snow flowers ars,

Whiter, but never so onld.

She had dragged a plow through the hot fleld the whale forenoon, and
ahe now sood reating a few moments while her master reflreshed himself at
the cool spring beneath the maples. A beantifol, silken-costed tharough-
bred came prancing down the adjoining pasture, and pavsed to look at her
with cool, inquisitive oyes. There was only a fence between them—only 1
lenioe.

" Why, what ia that dreadful thing tied to you? " asked the thorough-
bred, In sesming smaseinent. '

“ Oh, that," said the old plow mare, wearily, “‘ that is a plow. [ dmg
it behlnd me from sunrise ontll sunset, and 1 am o tired when night comes
that | stumble o every sap, and groan when I lis down in the stable.
Now, you,'" she added, wistfully, *' you have nothing to do bat look beanti-
[l mnd enjoy yoursell. How happy you must be! "

“* Why, now, when yoo speak of it,"” replied the thoronghbred, thought-
fully, ** T ean not say that 1 am happler, really, tian you, althongh you do
bave to work so hard. You see | have a reputation for besuty, for form,
for carriage, for style, and most of all, for winning races; and 1 tell you
what "—here she sighed heavily—"' It is no easy matter to keep up such a
reputation. | musl be slwayn on my guanl and observant of appearances,
far ane fulee step, one loat race, one look of weariness, one falntest blemish
ol my beanty, would lose me everything. And oh!" ahe added, with ear
nestiess and passion, ' there Iv nothing on earth 8o ssd a8 for onn who
b heen & lsader (o have to fall back and se another take her place! o |
have 1o conceal all real feeling, and nothing wears oot one's heart and
strongth Hie that.  Yoo," abe continoed gently, “ you work hasd, and all
the world knows it snd pities you. There in always a aigh for the workers,
you know, bul who ever heard of anyone pltying & thoroughbred 7 "'—and
sha langhed rather bitterly at the mere auggestion. ** Beaides,” she con:
tinved, ** one who ls a laithful worker need never be alrald for the fulure;
but for me—why, what would become of me If 1 Jost n lew rmoes, or if |
ahould bave a touch of spavin and loose my slegant step® No one would
want me; 1 would be turned ool to die.  Now, there comes my trainer, and
U shall have to go.  And although my station does not parmit of my talking
with plow horsea, sotnehow It has done me good 1o sy & fow words to you
who look o thed and worn onk, Good-Yye! And remember that this world
In not s path of roses for any one."

" Now, who would have ynessed," thought the old plow mare, aa she
plodided homaward that sight, ' that & lovely thoroughibred conld have any-
thing to worry hee? Heews 10 me It would make work easier for ua plow
horses Il they'd say & kind word like that 10 us oftener, xnd not pretend to
be po moch happier than we!"

Then ahie rabbed ber noss conlentedly agalnst her master's arm ; and
bor supper seemed awootor that night than |t had seemed for & long time,

1 s wlmont sure Uiat 1 have never prasched a tomperance sermon ; but
[ am now yolng to give you one, so briel that you will not become weary,
and va trathiul thas you will not forget it. We will taks it for granted that
you are & woman, that yoo do nol balleve in ** drinking ocosionally,” and
that you love some man whose whols sonl (s yoars, and who yet tries to
roasan you oul of your ** ideas " oo this subject becauss ho considers them
poctillar wnid- hum—ear—oxaggerated. 1 beliove that thers s only ane per

gon i the world who can thoroughly reform 8 man, throngh and through,
and that ix the woman b loves. You ¢an Dot ACATE & man into snything,
you ¢can not drive him, nor can you Weep him into your way of thinking.
Bat if be has habits of whica you do not spprove, you certainly aa' 'uy to
bim: * When you have lived the life that pleases me for ons year "—two
years, by-the-by, is better—" then, and not befors, you may coms to ms
and 1 will let you love me, 1 will wait faithfully, but until then you may
not come near me.”" In this way, I promise you that you will find out
whom he loves best—himsell or yon; and it is bettar to find it out befors
you taarry him than alterward. Yon say, © Whiy, now, you ean not expect
to find & perfect man, can you?" And 1 reply, with lively emphaaise—for
the mere soggestion makes ona rather aghast—no, my dear, no; of all
things, that yon certainly can not expect. But you oan demand with rea-
son that, whatever his past life has been, if he desires the keeping of & good
woman's heart now, he shall herealter load 8 clean a life ag your own.
You can not reastonably expact him to be faltless ; bot you can with u clear
consclence demand that he be viceless—1 never heard the word before, but
itis & good one. Ba strong. When clinging lo your own convictions of
right eanses yon most unbappiness, bo sure that you are in the right. Only
the weak yield to escape mental suffering.  And it may be something, dear,
when you stand trembling &t the gate of death to be able to ssy: ** Father:
1 had no talents; but through my love, my tenderness, my never-failing
sirength and patience, and my prayers, one man has led & betler, troer life
than he would have led without me."

Tha sun lay at the moantain line, and looking across to the land over
the glorious vea, e set every window to flaming with gold, while every red
chimney looked like a pillar of flume. 1 stood in the full glary of the sun-
sot, and [ eaid: ** Is there o sonl ko dead that it would not be glad in such
beanty? 1Ta there a heart so dumb that it wonld not sing? An ear so deaf
that it would not hear? An eye so blind that it wonld not see? I there
within reach of that beautiful sun & care so heavy, & sorrow so crushing, &
#in 80 black, that it wonld not be lightened for & moment if it turmed ita sad
oyes westward?" 1 turned, and lo! 1 heard the clanking of chaing. And
[ anw three men, in charge of their keeper, go alonching by to their prison,
after & day's bard toll i the strests, The xon set the shovels on thelr
ehonlders agleam, und he mude every link of their chain & link of gold, and
he cast cheerful flames in the walls of their jull—but thay saw not, heard
not, felt not. The iron doors opened and closed behind them, and thay
cared not for the gold that flickered upon them, for they knew that the iron
wua anderneath. And I thooght: * Ah! eare may be lifted, and sorrow
healed ; but win chains us down and makes us deal and domb and blind for-
over,"

The dream of most men's lives ia o have & wife and & home; but how
many of them make personal sacrifioes for the happiness of thoss wives,
and how many.ol them help to make of thoss homes anything higher or
better than places in which to eat and to sleep? 1 heard & man fay the
other diy to the woman who loved him whén she remonstrated with him
for being away from home: * That is as it should be, my dear. Man's
place is aut in the world ; it is where he belongs. And when 1 come home,
be it day or night, T want 1o find my little wile here—here whore she be-
longa.””  Whareupon the little wifs, not being one of the too crednlons ones,
lnnghad irreverently. ' Home i the place for a wife," abe said,

her protty head, sagely; ““and it is the place in which s hoaband shoald
apend his lelsure time,"

There come times in the life of esch of us whin soime one we cared for
and trusted hurta us deeply, doals us & blow that blinds for a MOoment-—ao
kean and unexpected and croel it is—to senss and reason and generosity.
1t may be that the power of retalistion is otm; and (n the firet passionate
kmazting of that hurt, we may reach oat an eager, eruel hand to return blow
for hlow, Hut wait, 1 tell you there will be more plensure to you in the
simple blue of the sky and the peaceinl chanting of the sea, if you lot each

hiurt, each unkind word, pass by in grisved silencs f
senl. Dear heart—wail, S RSy

How many, many hesrts best laster in hnated pity while th
flashed over the world that Emma :\hboumdyil::,:nd m.:,m
eyed that bud never seen her grew dim, and hearta that had navee loved

bur:un # slgh to ane who was not only & aweat singer but a lovable woman
b well!

—

To live to understand that all your lile teaching has bean wrong, and

to know that it ia too late to anl
e ekt fnlearn the lesson-—is thers anything sadder

—

Imaginary troubles are the hardest coss to hesr,




