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ANODE TO A TURKEY,

DY WALT MARON,

Written for the Christmas CovRrinn,
A wigh for the grim old turkey,
The relic of ages gone,
That lved through the deear Thanksgiving,
To perish on Christmns aawn,
L N

The waves warss wilil, the skivs were dark,
when Noab landed his famous ark ; the hiss
ing rain in torrents fell, the ark was tossed
by beaving swell, Ho heard the shrieks of
those who teled, by climbing trees to dodge
the tide, of those who tried to gain the shore,
but only sunk to rise no more.  For days and
days the torrent poursd, for days mud days
the billows roared; at lnst old Noah landed flat
upon the heights of Ararat. He open flung
the heavy door, to let hix clreus reach the
shore ; then oame the beasts abreast in palrs,
the chipmunks and the polar bears ; the os
trich amd the kangaroo, the jointed snake
from Timbuctoo : and at the end two turkeys
came-—the maie was gray, and halt and lame;
it hend was bowaed, its oyes were blind, it
was the father of its kind ; snd we should
happy be, | say, to have this noble fowl to-
y: TIE
A sigh for the gray old turkey,

The relic of ages dark,

The parent of modern turkeys,

The patron of Noah's ark.

CHRISTMAS THOUGHTS,

BY H. T, DOBBINS,

Heo was n poor, forlorn looking sort of an
Individual and be looked evens more forlorn
than he really was as he shambled along one
of our streets the other evening.  Every once
in awhile he would stop, look into the brilli-
antly lghted shops resplendent in holiday at-
tire ond filled with happy things of gift-seek-
ers, only to turn away and resume his weary
walk. His tattored clothes, his almost shoe-
loss foot and his hardensd visage all botrayed
the fact that he was 2 nomeless wanderer,

Despite the ravage. of exposure and general |

shiftlossness it was oasily soon that he was
yot a young mms, not even thirty at the far.
thest. Sitting hore by my thresdde to -night, with
the warmth of the glowing tire encampassing
me about, while without I hear the wild wind

whistling, the image of that lonesome-looking |

figure—lonesome though on a crowded street
—comes up before me,  What caused him to
become a wanderer upon the earth ¢ Why
does he choose to lead the life of a nomad,
unloving and unloved I Alns ! No one can
toll and few take trouble to inguire, Perhaps
in years gone by he was the idol of some lov-
ing mother in some happy home,  Some
guardinn angel may have whispered sweot
lullabys into his childish sars and soothed his
troubled fears as only mothers can mul do,
Bome father's bands may have guided his
youthful foot steps in the lnbyrinthian paths
of knowledge, and stayed his hands with the
wise counsel of experience. Bome sister's
elinging love and sweet companionship may
once have held him close to the magic in
Auence of the home cirele, and kept him from
the bane of evil companionship,  Perhaps in
some for-off eastern home an aged father,
a white-hadred mother, svait and watch for
their boy, the pride of their hearts,the joy of
their early married life, whose chihlish prat
the still rings in their cars.  They wateh and
wait for im ; but he comes not, nor will he,
The wasted yoars of manbaod rest upon his
head with added welght, and the jovs, the
hopes of his eaclier lfe are  but dead sea
frait on the lps of time,  But not knowing,
wulll thoy wait amnd wateh and yeart for his
return, until flsst one and thea the other
sinks beneath the weight of years, drop into
the nameless sleep and are lnld ot rest ben.
enth the waving grasses and green sod that
grice the city of the silont,  Maybe, nobiody
knows and nobody cares. He is only o
tramp. Whether the force of adverse elr-
cumstances, the swesping awav and been ing
of every tie that held him to the things he
cherished, whether the inserutable workings
of Divine Providence, or the more worldly
but expually invisible workings of the unwrit-
ton law of capital aml lnbor, forced him out
into the workl to prey upon mud in return
be kicked and cuffed by the more sarthy of
us, we are not aware, Be it os it may, he, and
hundreds, nsy, thousands Hke him, are turn-
od loose upon humanity .

You, whose bright homes ring tonight with
the morry laughter of happy volces; you, to
whom Christimas is bat the harbinger of joys
to come ns well as Joys pressat, look upon
this poor outeast in pity. Turn him not
nway from your door in these glad times of
festivities, He s only o tramp.  True, bt
be s one of the sme great brotherbomd of
man to which you and 1 and all of us belong,
For him no Christimas dinner is sprewd, for
him no gifts are brought, for him no loving
words wre spoken,  His Hie is a blank,  He iy
only & teamp,

On thils precious Chrlstmas evening when
the incvnse of grateful thoughts ad prayers
rise from the altars of many happy  homes,
let there e mingled with them  wn ¢ vison for
the ouwtenst and the wanderer, And in the
midst of your nolidey  rejolcing  reiember
that there are many to whoam Christis is
a stranger and its reputed joys but s myth

The tlre on the health baros low, tha wipnd
lowder and lowder whistles us it sweeps thiro'
the bare lmbs of the maples, aud dn fan
oy aoe the poor unfortunate, shufling and
shambling, Cude from my sight as b sooks
the yepose of some sechnded nook whers wild
winds blow ot

Waon dor i o aldl thelr Cheistimns purcelinses,
our readers will think of the humbiles news
paper seribe.  Remember our office s now iy
tho new Burr block, or our postoflfice drawer,
which ts quite large, is numiber 65, or A0 e
CREOATY W Ve B RXPress wWingon thnt will
onll for all large puckonges.  But we want it
distinetly  understood, linmondds will uot
be o vpted
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THE PAST

" Written especinlly for the Christmas CovRIiER

All silently, bedraped in tralling garb

And shrouded in the sable shades of night,
With solemn pace the Old Year stalks away,
And sw Ceps the threshold of the sombire Past
Farewell, old friend, and, tha' thy relgn iv o'er
And Youthful Hope usurps the car of Thne,
I'ho' bright and beauteous be the lovely boy
Amid the garlands of the coming vear,

And like o star o'er dark-rolled waves at night
Thraws o long gleam athwart thy shadowy realm
I'en yet, oh Seer! While all the busy world
Hestows no thought but on the Future hour,
Lot me, with thee, in all subdued delight
Dwell In the dreamy valleys of the Past

What tho' the sun of Hope in brilliance sheds
His glories o'er the Future's falry fields
Humblw I'll walk with thee where Sorrow’s moon
In midnight silence walks the blue serene,
And where the myriad silent stars appear

To charm the chastened vista of the Pust
What tho' frondescent in the Future vear,
" The bursting verdure decks the smiling carth,

Amwid sohere the mypiad si/cul sfors
Tor charm the chostoned

,p;"lf‘..n
et of the [ast

Yoot stitl, Old Yeur!

Like Dante with his Viegil, thro' the grooves

with thee 1'd choose 1o roam,

S eath whilch th' autiomnal teeasures of the Puast

softlv-tinted leaves

Lie thickly strown —win
All mtely plead for notice as vou riass,

And gleam with vichly paloted breasts, and thus
Remirvor in the matrix of the miind

A thowsand mellowed thoughts that had gone by
"Tis sald Al §s uncertain "neath the sun,”’

But vet, oh Paraclete!  7hy Kinglom stands
Eternal in petrean posted Past ’

The waves of Violence and Accldent

Lo vain roll on —they cannot change the Past,
Nor can we by weakness - e'en shiould we choose,
Forego one single ltem of thy power

Not awful Fate hierself can wrest fnom thee

\ single moment of thy changeless relgn

But Mem'ry's harp and long-vibs Ing wires,
Shall seem to ring along thy corridors;

And, like a long swept wave, come rolling up
To present hour thro' portals of the Past

—R. M. R,

[1€T.
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CHRISTMAS ON THE MOUNTAIN.

WY M, MUsMHNRLY

Wirltten for the Christinas Covmien
When the sun rose this Cheistons morming
| upon n Christimss day not many  years ago
I ronnndd the southern wide of the “hamp" snd
shone down through the keon, frosty alre upon
an old homestond and farin house that seemed
Lo hinwve elimbed an high ns it was  possihile to
ok, ne the rugged, rough and timberel  slde
of the ol mountain,  Age nid docay markad
this omly sign of eleilbation that, in the warm
sinimer days markod more than the halfway
point to tounrists mnking the ascent, amnd s
stood out in the  frosen, stlent  surroundlags,
nhove the yollow birohes, the  Josifloss besch
vl the Bilaek esdmrs, it looked above the reach
of Christimns chiser  awd  Christmnas olines,
For two long wonths the deifis had piled high
along the mountain sides wd the  dreary-
vodood slements Tuud suppianted the sighs of
stnier hirvews in the sonttersd  ploes, still
higher on the mountains, for many  brief,
oarly winter days.  Wat, If the old homestead
looked drear amd frosen far up the mountain,
thiet pnorminn was a grand one from  the old
farm house, looking over the tops of the tim-
bored bills off into the vallpy, where, two
milow distant, at the very foot of the moun
tndn nestlod the gquiet village that, for nearly
A contury, hivl grown s unchanging as the
monitaln nhove It Tv is inno way necesary
thut this Hetle village be callod by name, but
i you wish, eall It Underhill, From the
| homestand on the mountain the long wreaths
| of simoke msosnding from the olustersd howse
lof the village, grow Into small clouds in the
| wtill morning alr, and the village church
| #plres and the dome on a Httle clineoh slightly
| podataxd from the others, shone  in the  wun's
rays ke burnishsd  sliver. Bayond the vil-
| lagge the lnndsonpe widenod and s long  white
| T nrlied the fromen iverand still boyond,
fulrly resting on the horigon, was the long
whitte pinin of frogen  Inko  with, rising  still
| bayond it in ludistinet Boes of (. sonroely
discernable from the blue of the sky, were
[ the long lines of mountaine boyond  its west-
! orn shore,
The old homestond that, on the eminence,
innrrl-u-k--l this vista, had it history. Upon
| thin western slilo of the mountain, in the days
Jof the revolution, n detachment of Green
| Mountain boys had built signal fires to warn
the sonttersd inhabitants that Borgoyne, with
| s army of invaders from the north, was
skirting the Inke on his march southwand,
From one of the signal stations the folest had
beon fired and It was upon the black clearing

e, that o plonecer, after independonce hnd

been gained, planted his home in the wilder

noss, and  for & century fathers, sons and
grandsons, content to live whore Life began,"
hael wrung from the cold, rugged mountain
idde, mll that thelr frugal necossities  demand.-
wl. The old house had grown from o block
house of L 3% to & farm house of no mean pro-
| tensions that, for many years, hind on Joyed
the distinetion given by a red coat of paint,
bt s iy of its occupants had done, it was
now going back to ohildhood and the red was
rupldly disappearing, amd the lomensd boards
ruvealad the anclent tmbers of Its oarly
LAl 1)

At the old farm houss on  this particular
Christmas morning, of all who had called the
old place home only two  resmsinesd, and for
Hiree sooro years thelr home had beon on the
motntain, It was the father and the mother
| who, like countless other futhers and moth-
| orn, b bovn Joft behbd when the  children
| b flown out fn the workl from the home on

the mountun, 1t is noedloss to say  that on
this Christmas morning they thought of
Uhristmas days in the years long gone by,
| when the old bome rang with laughter on a
| Christias morning, snd the little home pros-
ents went nroutnd | In the yYeurs bofore a little
yollow hadred girl had boon laid in the church
yurd under the hill aud before & sturdy bry
Welit out into the workl, amd  into  the west,
Lo Join the pash and throng of modern dnys,
1 s bewn o long sinee we have heand
from Charle,” the mother had said  several
tines the day before, and there was Just such
o wistful ook, us comes only to mother's
wies, s whe movid from place o place iy the
ol howe v this Christinns morning,  The
gl obd custom of - church upon  Christmas
duy Dind not been banbsdisd (o the litue sillng
uneder the bl and ms the almost  indistinet

himes of the bells i the little town called to
them om the mountain, the fathor assumed
good cheer mid Leightensd the hopes  of th
mother, who il beon nll the  long years up
ancd down beside him, with the prophecy that
the madl that day should bring them o letter,
nud thiere was a cheorful eoho to the pr phecy
i the distant whistle of a train  that  echosd
slong the mountains from the line of rosd
boyond the hills and the river in the valley,
It might not have been, but still it somed Lo
the father md the wmother that the white-
baslred man whao spoke to his peaple on that
Chirlstonns morning, that he, oo, was hokding
o lnmp of prougse 1o them s bo spoke of the
faitn of the fatbors, of the falth that followsd
oty brought Joy not sorvow, and of the day
~tar Lt should areso in thelr bearts.  From
the chareh it was bt & low stagps Lo the vil
lnge store thinl possessed the adided dignity of
post-office, nnd the father thought with a
sinking bhesrt of the lonelines of the day, @ nd
the home, and the mwountain, if the letter did
not coni . and he went to the tar cod of the
Litthe store whoere the rows of boxes stoend be
fore n table and s chair, and he  Jooked
through the glass and aroun | the great sl
number that ball coversd the little square of
Rhmss—and the letter was there! It is needlos
to dwell upon the happiness the rest of that
Christinas day (o the old home on the oun
tain, for the Ohristons gift that came that
day was priceles to them, for it told that all
that was left theo on the sarth had pot for-
gotten e old bome, that a oy conld Desoutne
o nwn, mnd a waidersr sl vet that at
Corstmns time he would not forget the fath-
e and the mothor and that they loved him
ovien as the Chirist ebild loves) bumanity in the
long ago when the morming stars sang togeth
“i A AF the wiiderer froun his monstain
chiklbood boine could have seon the father
and mother in the twilight loking from the
window over the darkensd panorwms of the
morning, up at the stars in the upper belg htsg
b u..uf-'l have known that the most priveles
it at Christmas tiow s o letter home,
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