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THE r-'&:AsT'_ ; _THANK..
Years pass like winds that cease to blow
Like stars that !el] from heaves 8
o dome; ;
By winds ot years, hywinm snow i
; Uuqnmeheﬂ ll:ill g
4 Bome. i " TEF &
| Among the living orﬂnfdnd :
i Oh hearts we love where er ye be,
For yo# the sacred board is spread,
~ The feast of Lovemd Hemory'

Clear eyesfulfitled of hovlier light,
Clear: ‘souls" at-peace; past dea.th’a dim
s iy ks |
Through all that “gloom of ntt.or nizht
_ .. Come keep, us the day of thanks!:
The waves of storm-«:nurgeq yurs that
© - poar,
May fleck the golde:i head with foam;
By thé old hearths we sit 0o miore; .
Yet God be thauked ior Iovo and home!

Though hope and joysl' like April SNOw.
- May melg, though good or grief befali;
* For all man’s life, for bliss or woe;
Bejthanks said at this festival! |
Old homes, old hopes, old iricnda. old
days, {
~ Wherefrom full many a season parts—
For all, for all, to God be praise,
Aud most for love and kindly hearts?

THE WANDERER'S RETURN.

Every Chrisimas, or New Year's,
or Thankdgiving day, Mrs Korrest
placed a chair at the table for their
only sun and child, David, who had
leit his howe fifieen years before, st
the age of nineteen. % Siuce he lefy,
no word from him had reached thew.
The faithful beart of the wmother re-
fused to thiuk of the lad as dead, and.
#o she laid his plate at his old piace,
‘and by it placed a im.le houquet of
his favorite flowers. ;

“You see, he mnay come back at any
time, father, sud then he’d uoder-
staud that we've bqaen t!nukirng of
bim all the time.” |

The oid man shook his head.
“Bouys like David don’t come back,
Sarah. Vice drove him awa.;r,-and
vice will probably keep Lim away.
It ivs any geatification for you to
keep a place at the table for him, you
knuw that I don't object; but I wish
you could make up ','Qur mind that he
will never come back. Tuese yearly
reminders only bring 'the old pain
"back, and if 1 could, 1 ‘should like 10
forget lum altogether.” :

“No, you wouldn’s Jmnes He was
wild and dlsubedlenb. and broaght
shame and sorrow overthisith reshold ;
but for all that he’s our vuly ¢hiid,
and I'm sure we can uelther of us
_ (forget that.” | : g
1y was JUSL tifteen years since Lhe
young an Cawe hume une mght, m
& beastly state of
It was not the first| time, but the
~ first tune his fat.hér bad: -seea
bim in that cundlt,ion. He * was
a clerk in a dey guod store, uid wh‘n
be came home late| at night, his
father supposed Le had been de:ained
by his business, and w‘ent. contentedly

~ tw bed. 'lbepuor wite, who- 88k up
for the wayward boy, kuew b‘u.er,hu;
like many a geutle but "~ unwive

" mother, she concealed her sou’s “vice
from bis father, boping be might re-
form. Her husbaud *n a very stérn
_man, and’ was unspariug in his’ de-{the
-munciations of the special vice of in-
“temperaace. The truth is, she was
actually afraid to tell him. = '
‘The night 1 baye spoken of, Mr.
Forrest Lad a leter to write, which
. kept bim in the sitting roow long
‘after his usual bed time, when the
slobbering idiotic young drunkard |
reeled foto the room, his lather

_ sprung from bis® chair as if he bad

:*

'| sobbed.

= |

|eried, kneeling beside him..

lubOlﬂUﬂ‘ﬂﬁﬂ.

“I've seen him two or three
times uneder the influence of liguor.|
but never so Bad* as this, James, ; 1
didn’t tell you, because be pdunhd
(Ol‘lful'ﬂ- Oh‘ﬁnn'tbzbo hdon
him, fathier! = Pray. don’ the loit rd
_uponhmt"

‘““Poo hard]” he repedted, loaking
with angry disgesi at the young man,

Wrm chalr, tr¥ing -'lmaly to sit erect,

| With a'silly druakéh grin on his face.

“Too hard! Why, if I tarned 'him out
of the house this very night, and dis-
owh him as my son, I shodld be do-
ing right! And you have kept. this
‘from we!  How could you, how. dare
you, do it, and thus become 'respon-
-gible for this disgrace? I might have
checked it. Now it'stoo late. Look
at that idio.ic face; the stamp of the
drunkard who is post recovery is
upon it. It’s too late!”

“Oh, don’t, don’t, James |” his wife
I did
it for the best. 'Don’t say it’s too
late! He's hut little more than a
child yet, and bad compeny bas led
‘him’ astray.”

The: dmnken - boy laughed idioti-
cally‘ :

“G’long calli® me chile, ole
ooman! Bes' poker player in"town !
Los’ten dollars,  Ole Rapp’s money
though. 'I‘ook it onttil. Gov'nor
ldoks mad. - Whatermatter?”

“Ohb, hush? hush! huse !’ the dis-
tracted mother said, taking bim by
the band. *Come to bed., David!
Oh, do come.” The drunken h'oy
pushed her asidie.

""Gov nor mad! he muttered,
“Won’t be ’stuted! Gimme satisfac-
tion of geltlemsn

head sank on the table before him,
and he slept heavily.

“Lon't try and get him away,” Mr,
Forest said, sternly. -‘He shall stay
there all night. and Tl sit up with

| him. Yon heard what he said I with

a bitter luugh. “Our eon is not only
a cranward, but- a thief. Let him
stay there; I want to get accustomed
to the disgrace which fias ¢ ome upon
me, and a night with that ohject be-
fore me will belp me to realize it.

sgement out of your weak hands.”

“You won’t drive im away, James!
You'll give bim a chance! You will
givik him one opportunity to try to
reform?! Don’t turn him out into the
wicked world, to be lost forever!”
she pleaded, with sobs. Her husband
did not immediately answer her, but
at last he said:

i will not drive hl!‘l‘l away yvet,
He shall have one chance more—a
single one. I'llmake bim anderstand
that. when he can understand sny
_ﬂaklg Now leave me with him.”

The poor mother creet weeping to
her bed. She left the door partly
apen between the rogms, that she
might watch - both husband and son.
Mr Forrest sat 'rig'id:"and motionless
48 if he was ¢arved in sfosie, but the
boy slept on beavily. Towards morn-

-his seat, then raised his héad from
table snd straightened himself
up . The mother, whose eyd bad not
slosed ugh the whole of that long
night, could almost see the terrified
expression in bis eyes when they fell
on his fathers.gtim features oppo-
site. He rose unsteadily to his feet.
1 “Stop. qirl" said the father, avalk-
ing to him. “I have s fow’imrdl to
say to you. _ 5
What was said was iutnolowt

been shot. He loo#ed ut.phia son,
but did not say & work. Then he'sat
deliberately down in & ‘chair and
watched him, with such abﬁqmﬂ'
Arhltc.letfmtmuﬁ terrified wife|
Mharmb!in“bﬂon his arm,
-He shook itoff. - In a few

1

nigmedtd |and David half ftagge

voieeforurs.Form.thhu. There

~one of ‘them, he
mﬁ;ﬂ,w like & convicted crimi-
nal. Then she heard her hushband's
stern voice fur & few minnm lunger,
red o the back

Fm 'y ﬁp w gmionl. and when

he turned to her, md id, m'h"d!.dﬂ‘?ﬁm“mdwm

mauilulvoiee 9 1 'ﬂ.mcﬁd not dare ask her

: Howloaghuthh joing o, qm-bntdidnot

Sarabf” ’ ef‘rw- _ David did not sp-
Jm!"ohe

“Oll, I ‘don’t knowr

= seey

m““i MM Sﬁ&m__

a0d ‘she noticed her ﬁ\nﬂnﬁw; _
‘easy glances towards the deot ‘when- | fi
‘| ever it was opened,: She pit on her|

‘bonnet after. dinner, ar.dmdi-

‘who was huddied in b heap i a large standing at the

ness.

Ten - paces, |
pistols,” and as he maundered on, his

Do go to bed. I must take bhis man- |

ing he began to move un@asily in’

'Godmlzmrmv' e,

[muy l.othem Hrhpm

‘wid. “Where'on Ilnh in Dtmd 0~
day?’ |
_ wIsn’t he in t.ho ?ﬁ’ ‘she uked
with her beatt beati ka s pledge-
hammer. :
“Indeed. be isn’ t. He came in for

a nnnnte “early this mofaing, and

hande ‘a ten dollar bill, ahd
mumbled out something ‘about bav-
g fo.gotten to put it in the till. He
lovked pale and sick, and I'm sure

| ought to bave been in bed.”

Without a. word Mrs Forregt hur-
ried homé,

cried, passionately, to fier husband.

“You've been harsh and cruel to
-\ bim, [ know, and now be's gone
away, and I shall never, never see
my buy again!”

“1 vold him what [ said I wonld o
he snswered, ecoldly. “One more
chance 1 gave him for amendment.
Yes, I told Lim he was a disgrace, a
clinging disgrace, for [ didan i believe
he would reform. 1.gave him some
money o replace wiiat he mta, and
that was sll. I don't regret & word
1said.  Reproach your vwn weak-
Since he has chosen to.leave us, it is
perhape thé best think he cotld do.”

l.hia manner, he spared neither money

son. They traced him to a seaport
town, and then lost all trace as ut-
serly as if the earth had elosed over
him. As muments and years rolled
by, Mr. Forrest gave up expectation

mother hoped still. The father grew
more silent and sad. Time as it
passed had taught him that he had
erred in .tbe harshness aund bitter-
uess
son, and he would have liked to re-
tract sowe of his words.
two, had pressed upoa Lim. His
dession, he bad mortgaged his farm
in order that be might live; and in a
few years there was to be a fureclo-
sure of the morigage, and the old
place mu-t pass out of his ‘hands.

“It's no use striving any longer,
Sarah,” he said, drearily; “I do not
know where to look for help, we must
submit and leave the old homcstead.
Father was born here, as well as my-
gelf, and I'hoped to die iu the house
i which be died. We'll barely have
a roofover us at Myron Cottage, but
at least it will be our own. We
didn’t think much of it when your
aunt left it to you, dnd now it’s- our
last refuge.” _

“Jt will outlast our time, James,”
she said, sadly. “There’s no one to
come after us, unless David comes
home.”’

Mr. Forest shook 'his hea.d He
bad leng ceased to combat what he
said was his wife's monomania sbout
the retarn of his son.
ingisted that in the family devotions
he should be prayed for as st:ll living,
and witn a cruel pang the father at-
tered the name of the boy he be-
lieved dead.

“It will be our last Thankagwing
dinner on the old place,” he said,
the day before Thanksgiving. “A
lonely one indeed. I wonder if in all
the world there is a couple as lonely
and as desolate as we are.”

She did not spesk, but slipped her
bands in his. He pressed it warmly,

[ &

-{the faithful band which nad never

wearied in its tender care of him; aud

.+ | there the old cvuple sat, silent and
.{thoughbtful. They did not need to

ipuk. MMVO‘MNW
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“What did you say to him?’ she|

It iso’t just to reproach me.

~But though M. Forrést spoke in’

nor labor to guln some tidings of bhis

of ever seeing him again, but the|

with which he had treated bis |
Misfotunes,.

crops had failed three years in suc-,

She always |:

dreary.
e (1 1 dmsl isn’s |
mother?”’ saldt.ne old man, “IB,IL

this . svorm. -; Well, - I suppese we |

thia weather, and food enough to keep
us from starving.” .

“Is that all we Iuwe, !ather!" asked
his patient wife.- *“We bave healﬂx
-and_hope——""

- “Hope of what!?’ he asked, smiling
sadly: 1 think, my-dear, you and 1
shook hands with ho, e long a.go and
pid it farewell.” :

«Hope of a lLome where a! l these
Jongings and Leartaches will be over.
O, Jawes, what can lteep that l’rom
us.”

*You are right,” he saul solemnly.
and I needed ghe reproof. We will
make this a kind of sacramental day,
and wrestle with our griefs, ag Joseph
did with the angel, ‘until they bless
us. Why, there 'is & traveler out in
all this rain. Heé loéks as if ﬁe didn't
know which way to go

~+Ca!l him in James,” sald his wife.

I’m glad the Lord bas ‘sent seme one
to eat vur Thanksvi\ing dlnner with
us.

The traveler obeyed the call of t.he
old man, and dashed into the yatd

~$rrunger; this s ‘a heavy storm;
come and stop until the rain holds
ap,” Mr. Forrest calléd ont. ~Put
up your horse in the stable there. We
have no servauts, and I caun’t veoture
into the rain to belp you.”

1o a few minates the traveler stood
at the threshold. " A tall, well-built
man, with a heavy brown beark and
moustache which nearly covered his
face.

“Come in, come in,” Mr. Forrest
said. “Why, you are as wet as a rat.”

“Only m'y overcoat,” he answered,
in » hoarse voice, “With your per-
nigsion, i’ll stop a minute in the hall
'and take it off.” .

He was a long time gettmg off his.
coat, and when he' came in Mrs. For-
est was placing an ample mesl on the
table. The siranger walked to the
window and lovked out,

*You bave & pretty place here,”
he said. “At"least, it must be sn at-
tractive place in good weather,”

«Yes, answered the old man, with
a sigh, “we are fond of the old house
and its surroundings.” 32

“Do you live alone here!”

“As you see,” he answered, shortly.

sive.
m‘” : :
The traveler noticed that one place
there was a handsome- china plate,
and in a glass near it a bouquet of
white clbrysanthemums, Naturally
supposing it was a seat of hounor ap-
propriated to guests, he moved to-’
wards it.  Mrs. Forrest uervously
waved him back. = “Not there, sirl” |
she cried. . ~‘Please take this seat.”
“Excuse, me, madam,” as lie took
the indicated place. . “I'm afrsid you
will be disappointed in the guest you

“But dinner is ready. Take a

he ouglt to have tried to come. There
should be no vmhtphﬂﬁmnh-
gmlgdim”- :

~ “It is always vmns sir,” Mr. For-

fifteen years ago. Yom ue,lhe bas|

retuuoftbeudayl. and puts s

(e

h"““‘ﬂm,ﬂgyﬁ’ R
. “He will come back to

ﬂl there face'
1 7 4 oo

MM quld

l-r!'f!

geod thing.we don’s expect. glesﬂ in}
onght: to be thankful’ for. a,lhelt.ar,

3

1

‘t world on that 'l‘hankaglvmg Day?—

He thought the stranger too inquisi-!

expect, the storm i3 so severe. But|

est said. “Itis s notion.of my wife's | 1aw,and I'll be banged if sbe ﬁdn’t
to koep it for our boy, wholen.n'l’“"‘m"fﬁ‘bm Thm

,bqnqoet of huhvmuld#m‘ue’ar
it. . It seems to do:bec good (o " think|

Szhtu she b
|said, quietly. . “T've always felt sars|

15!.‘:3 w,.m :ci‘ i’*ld m

lmdv The, rain poured, the | come &
 win.f Blew, e -ntﬂ:h k.mred,m , She 1
the earth, the whole lu.n&mpem

snd learneﬂ" with aﬂ
rapt.um. anc‘h as for mahy ypa.u
had never expermnced “that
bad some bacek a reformed .f
I left the bouse,’ David said. “It
was only when-paying the -money to |
Mr: Rapp that I realized the -depth
of my degradation, and 1 felt as if [
could never look either of you in the
face again. I shipped as a' sailor in
a vessel bound to' Brazil, and when
it resched -there I left it, and found
work up the country. I did net

think of me as dead. .My busivess
prospered, and -then after | had ae-
cumulated some property, 1 began t'
long for ‘home, and for mopher and
for you. 'And so I harve come to see
if you still cace enough for me to take
me back.”

It was a Thanksgiving supper thoy
had “that night, for ‘the interrupted
dinner had been entirely forgotten.
Do you think that tbree happier peo-
ple could have been fouad in this

I’wﬁ?t cmmm

He Shonld Have Told tho Bull,

—_—

I like‘the fellow who is always ask-
ing or seeming to ask, “Don’t you
know who I am™ It is buman nature
to be ashamed of-beilg uoknown.
The occupation ‘does mot deprive a
man of that sense of being of 80 me

time there is nothlng a mn resenta
so quickly as ‘being -asked, “Don’t
you know who I am®

internally, if he can keep it to him-
self, of “No. [ Don’, and“I don’t care
*  There'was ouce a very im-
portant State ‘official ia Colifornia
who thaught thiat ~everybody koew
'him, or ought to know him. He, was
one day walking tbrough a l’leld,
when a bull ad:iressed him in an un-
dertone and made forbim with his
head down and borns in & pos‘tion to
raise him.  Hé was a ‘State official, 'a

B ——

and natural ‘pomposity; ' bat he'ran. | *°
He ran sarprisingly  well.  He'ran
éven better than lie did Tor office, and
h: ‘got to the fence first 'He clum-
baréd over out of breath and digrﬂtv
and foand/‘the ‘owner  of ‘the bull
calmly conitemplating the. operetion.
“What do you mean,sif?” asked - the
irate ‘official.
by liaving ‘an infafiated” animal like
that roaming over the fields™ “Well
T'guess the bull has somie right in'the ]
fleld——» “Right! Right!" Do “you
know who T am?”  The' farmer shook
'His head.” “I, 8ir, am Géveral 2l
“Why i thunder didn’t you tell the
bu‘lt!"—-&u MM Y

R-lth-—*‘lfm lmhq ﬁm
up; Brown.”

j-uMsmﬂmmm

belongs to ber, yonknow.” . ... f

always kqﬁhuphhonniéyuﬂy‘ “Bmith—You m me Q'dl'ﬂ

two ago that your m-h-hv was

I
lm‘ of [rve t

‘\:e o W
QII : 5 500

"4 Jid net méan t.d»mn any when :

writa, for I :thought - you'd rather |

importance in the world. At the same |’

-Nobody in|
creation can keep ~back the - answer |

man of dignity ‘aod political power|

~“What' 'do you ‘mésn |

|for-his: hat.” —New York Sun.
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3 “l-lbuo. Jolln yan lotbk qnihh?'
lit :
; 'Well I have mhhm!.
[ was marcied two weeks ago, and
last nightmy wife got. me on the po-
lice £
“Your wife got you on? Why. you
were ten pounds below the standard
weight when the sargeons rejected
you, and you are no heavier now.” -
“I know i, bus three days afver:
being married I ate two of my wife's
first biscuits, went before the sur.,
geons again and tipped the. scales at
the atandud weight.”—Cincianati
Tele : ¢
There was a large compuny st din.
ner the other day at the Dean’s, and |
Miss Ella was lpnklng out of the
window as if expocﬁug some une,
“That's dear Mr. Karlstop; now
we shall have some. ‘music, Fs 1t hn!:
Yes, it is! Noit ian’t. yes, l,hll'l I:h
gait I know !’ ...
“Taint his gnt eithu' dl. an® |
don’t you forget it,” Shoated a sweet
youth in knickerbockers. *Fop says
he ain’t a-goin to hwe no music-man
a hanging on his gate lnt.h you” —— -‘
But liere he was muu].ed aad dng f
ged ont of the mom.—D?hvil Free
Press.

Omaha Yout.h——“Say. Dick. wm '
your sister be at home h-;lght.?’
Littie Dick—*“Nope™’ - :
»Did she say . where: she was

“Hm she any regular mmamnr
for this evening®’ ;

*“No, gness not.” . .

~“Then maybe sbe’ll be at home.’

“Nn she won’t, 'cause Sis is » glrl
of her word.” aef :

+Her word?”’ ok

“ﬁh-qid:rmuhd ifsln'd be

at bome .[ should say ‘no, and them =

she'd go somewhere, so it wouldn’s
be a lie."__—Oinaka Eemld.

“This ladlnanddm.,lr Sunp-._ 5
n,” she said, with waidenly re-
serve, ‘and 'so unexpected, that al- :
thoagh (I confess lqmpotontlnly
indifferent; tv you, I hardly l:m
what to ssy in reply to—" :
3 “ltron are in favor of the propo-
sition,” suggested Mr, Sampson, who, |
Bke,Dmk Swiveller, is a Perpetaal |
Grand Master, “you will please sig- -
nify your assent by saying * !fe-"'=-
o+ “Aye,.” mmﬂ!y,
“Contrary?’ = - =
“no!vxhud-ed tlip alq Illll. :
npenhlatluﬂnr el 15
/11 “The nogs have it by, lllflOII- P
Jotity,” said-Mr. Sampsen. reaching
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 “WelL Jadd what isit yer areso
{anxions to tell the boyst asked
Descon Skinberry of ”the vuhu
TAnsniael” © - =
“Wall, I donno’s you'll b'lieve _r =4
“"!"emﬂfnd tell it snybow.”

&umwlm

nﬁ&""!ﬁ!l )

k"‘a i":J Mi‘z




