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FROM A MOTHER'S DIARY.

strangely tell
His waated strengih will
all return
In pustures green

And Ope will lead his tirsd feet
Where flow the eco! Lfe-giving springs,
And fresh the baimy air will blow
With hesliog in s Heavenly wings;
The views of Tim#, destod below
From heights exalted will be seen
Bathed in o never-izding sheen.
How blurred mine eyes not o have known
The angnl stamp upon his face
il uow, nor ennglt & singie ray
Of il the light that tlled the place
Wherein my patient darling lay!
How <ull mine curs not to have beard
Celestial tones in overy wond!

Alr=ady on lis chlidish brow
Shines forth the diadem of gain,
But my hend the erown of loss
& = doep te crael thorns of paln, -
1 faint and siol: besesth Lh's cross, j
And ery: 0 Saviour, Thon must give
Thy strenzth or else 1 can not live!™

.
Iow wearily tha days go by
Now that this shadow, dark and ehill,
Fushrouds my home forevermore!
Lonely the house aznd deatlily still;

forefinger, “you may be of
walking lecture on tem

wre none of us loo strong.
to temptation’ is my own daily preyer. I
won't give you s half dollar; I'll do better
thqy that.  Con I trust you!™

speals to me as you

placently.
myself; tips the scale at twenty-five pounds,

the hand; you were enguged to
micest girls in town. Now look at

A Christinas I'oem. you! Poor, brokcn-down, friends and re-
L spoctability all gono together. O, Job, Job,

. you're good for nothing!—unless,” snd the

T Vangs l...'. Deacon bocame i snd shook his

SOMe USE &S B
»

Job Harkins wiped his eycs with the back

of hts hand.

sl I pit; Job; indeed Ide. Weo
Il, I pity you, For gy

“Yes, you can, Id?e-mn- Nobody ever
a.l'

The good man hesitated. “He's perfectly

sober for once,” was the thought that de-
termined him.

“Well, Job, I'll try you. I've got some-

thing for you to do right off, that I know
from past experience nobody can do beiter.
I'll give you a dollar, a bed to-night, and
such & Christmas dinner with my help, as
you baven't bad sioce we sent the tur-
keys down to tho army. 1 want Lo keepyou
from the tavern to-morrow. Look there!"

Heo pointed to the stately occupant of the

fowl-house.,

“Hy thunder, what a buster!" was the

admiring comment.

“Higgest in town,” said the owner com-
“I've fatted him carefully for

ust as ho is. I'm going to have & dozen Bt

the table to-morrow; the young man from

S

Through the closed shutiars to the fipor
Struggies the Heht, with ghostly glars,
As if some [Heless lonn were there,

And now my other children come
With carcful steps, subdued and slow,

And with puthetie nterest
Ana eyes that often overflow,

Hushing their harmiess sport and jest,
They sit beside the sufferer,

And to his lesst wants minster,

Too weak to lic now in my arms,
Within his Hitle bed he sleeps

In broken rest day after day,
While ever near the shadow creeps,

And I can only watch and pray,
Sitting with clecched and idle hands,
Submissive to Lthe dread demsnds,

1118
How beautiful his face bas growal
The saintly wisdom of the skies
Lingers upon his infant tongue,
A lustrous glory fills his eyes.

My soul when first its awlul Hght
Smote through the durkness on mwy sight!

The holy Christmas time draws near,
Fraught with its promises of joy.

One wish alone has power to thrill
The bosom of my dying boy—

clse would.

“ BY THUNDER, WHAT A RUSTERI"
Oh, with what egony it wrung the West that my daughter Sally is about to

marry will be there. And that great bird I
want you to kill, ciean and dress in your
very best style.”

“T'll do it, Deacon.”
“Now, mind! I'm trusting you as no man
I understand that some of

To live till then—O God, falfl thoso godless fellows of the village are go-
His pitcous prayer! then willingly ing to have a turkoy-raffle at the tavern to-
I'll give my angel bisck to Tace. uight. Oneofl the wrolches had the impu-

0, let me see the olden light
Of porfect joy his fice cxpress
To hold in memory evermore !
Ban!sh tlie look of weariness,
The eager, glad surprise restore—
Oue joyous laugh, one stout of gloe,
Would 01l my Lheart with ecstasy.
i Iv.
| Thr nizht moves onward toward the mora,

dence to come here this morning avd offor
me five dollars for that turkey, just as he is.
1 told him I wouldn't take his weight in gold
for him, for that purposc. So you look
sharp; they're none too good to shoot him.
Now, Job, goshead. Got boiling water and
kuives, and any thing else you need, from
the kitchen. The hatchet is behind the

: door. Work fest, and be justas faithful
I The suaduws break nud flee awsy, . i
! And whilo the starry curtains part :“:‘:l‘:“‘“f“] as though the turkey was your

Angels procinim: "Tis Christmas Day.
From restless dreams of pain I strt
} And heor the old hosannas roll
I In waves of prace across my soul,

Thou art not here, my geatle boy,
Yet oh, what joys this hour are thine!—
The anchor of enduring hold,
The pearl of wondrons price divine,
The tuneful harp of precions gold,
The fruits from off the healing tree,
r The crown of life etlernally,

Around me lie the paltry gifts
1 gathered for his longing hands—
The books, the toys, a burdred things
The loving heart alone commands;
| Flut what are these frall oferings
‘ Boslde the lurgess Heaven bestows
Amid the raplarous repose?
[ * Glory to God, good will and peace ™
1 Aguin tlint matlchless anthem rolis,
Onn volee [ know—thine, thine, my child,
The whelming storm of grief controls.
A calm succeeds the billows wild
And gives me also grace 1o say:
“ Glory to God " this Christmas Day.
JULIA H. THAYER.

JOB'S TURKEY.

A True Story of tha Contennial
Christmas.

L
1. LOSING IT.
THINK it will do,”
suid the-deacon,
Lholding the door of |
his fowl-house partly
open, where the
turkey was slecping
away the late De-
cembeor afternoon.
Deacon Solomon
Cleghorn was sixty
years old, round, fat,
rosy end dignified.
He wore ruffies st
the bosom and wrisls
of hia shirt. His doep bass almost
drowned the feebler notes of others at the
meeting-house. Ho was the terror of the
boys who misbehsved themselves there.
But he was rezlly kind benesth a severe
munner.  Fle was a good citizen, fond of his
home and his fumily: and be dearly loved
good catirg,
ound leok of satisfaction that st
first beamed apon bis broad face now gave
way to one of parnlexity,

“It's a task 1 hate,” he soliloquized.
 But I never could trust Job Harkins. ™

The deacon wouldl have resented sovere-
ly any mention of that profase saying:
* Spoak of the devill and be’s sure W ap-
pear.” But ithe time-lonored saw was
never better llustrated thun st that mo-
ment,

41 say, Devwoon —, ean't you give me
half-a-dollar'”

Descon Cleghorn tarned and saw o man
sbaut thirty-five years oid, clad in a rusty,
soiled swit of somebody’s cast-off clothes.
Hia face was thin and bore marks of dissi-
pation. He was bhungry-locking and had a
nervous. twitchy way, that spoke sadly of &

2 late debauch. He looked, and was, every
thing that the Deason was not.

*Job Harkins, you wretched person, swhat
brings you hero!”

“T'll tell yon, Deacon.” The man spoke
whiningly, yet with a certain sir of assur-
ance, us if he knew 1o whom he was talling.
“To-morrow's Christmas, you know. They're
goiog to have a big dinner at the tavern—

fixings. It's been o good while since I've
had a swell foed likke thut; and 1 thought
mebbe—for old esoquaintance sake, you
know—that you wouldu't mind giving me
the bhalf.”

Some pity was mingied with the severity
olthbl:lwn'shnh

“Job, you know how I've tried to help

“Q, yes: you've been very good to me."
“But you won't be helped. You will con-

The brief December day was doclining,

It was almost sunset when Job Harlins,
with his preparations all complete, and his
materials about him, bound the legs of the
victim, piaced his nock over a log, and with
one swinging blow of a sharp axe, decapi-
tated him.

“Bravo, Job!—done like an old cavalry-

min! Was that the way you fellows used
your sabers?"

Job lookod ot the man who had just cau-

tiously climbed the rear fence of the dea-
con's premises,
den behind it for the last fifteen minutes,
overheering the whole conversation.

He had, in fact, been hid-

“Don’t you bother me, SBandy Badger. 1
want to do this job quick and well. Go *way,

aud lemme alone.

**Younecedn't be so tetchy, Job. Iguessa
fellow might wateh you. Boein® you handle
the hatchet so cleverly pat me in mind of
tho great cavalry fight I've heard you tell
of. Which was it

_ Any provocation to talk about his servies
in the war was sure to draw Job out, as his
cunning tempter well kaew.

“Don’t know. BMight hayve been Brandy
Btation; might have been Yellow Tavern.
Both big fights.”

“Was you in both of "em, Job"

“Yes, indeed ; and in a dozen other small-
cr ones.”

“Which licked in those two

“We did at the Tavern; v’ other one they
called a kind of & draw.® 1

Bo the talk went on until the turkey was
clesned and dressed.  Holding it up. by the
leg, Harkins said:

*Now, ain’ that u beauty! More 'n twenty
P ds d L T really belicve,"

“Splendid " said Sandy. “Bo mow you're
done.  Job, toll us who commanded there at
Brandy?"

“Genoral Pleasanton, of course, ™

“Fighting Gineral?"

“You bet," said the veteran, with enthu-
slasm,

* Job—let's drink his health "

Mr. Badger produced a square flask.  Job
hesitated,

“1 doa't want to.”

“What's the odds! Your work is all
done. You ain't going back on your old
mm r, be youl™

argument was firresistible. J
dranlc. "

Hewss & lost man from thal moment.
His tongue was loosed; he talied and
drank, and drank agzin. The craflty rascal
plied him with the flory stuff, meorely mak-
ing a protenso of drinking himseif. He pro-
posed the health of General Sheridan, pnd
Job cothusinstically drank it. He drank to
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i
i
g.
|
!

0y what ssel! we do!" said Mre. Cleghorn,
wrisging her hands,
“And 10 think that

will be here to morrow
pouted.

«F believe T'll go out to dinner,” lsaghed

young Clarice.

“It's too h‘?“r" voled twelve-
year-old Bolomon, , reofully.

“We mus: make the bosteof it,” said the
Descon. “Such trials are seatio test our
Christian equanimity. Sally, if the Captain
is half the man I think be is, be won't mind
it. He's eaten hard-tack snd bescon on
Christmas before now.”

“But what shall we dof” Mrs. Cleghorn

red.

“Boil & ham; that, with your fixings,
must do. What cun't be cured must be en-
dured.”

*Hut the minister——

“Weil, Dorothy, 1 should hope the min-
ister's piety don't depend on turkey for din-
ner. [ shall tell the story at the table, just
as it is; and they'll have to make the best
of it, too.™

This view was finally acquiesced in al!
round; in fact, there was nothing else to
do. Mrs. Cleghorn and her girls busied

“ iy Won't that be
jolly!" Ted was the
next speaker, and in
the excitement of the
~ moment he forgot
himself so far as to emit & small, faiot
whistle.
+Stop that noise over there,” said o stern
voice, the owner of which looked out from
behind the folds of the evening paper with

themselves in the kitcl Captain Brud-
street arrived before breakfust, and young
Sol, reconnoftering at & parlor window, re-
ported more hugging and kissing than he
had seen in a year. Excepling the youmger
sister, who stayed ot home to care for the
preparations made, the whole family at-
tended an extraordinary centennial Christ-
mas meeting. They listened to a sermon an
bour and twenty minutes long, and the
deacon sang with unusual unction. Attwe
o'clock all were gathered about the long
table at home, with the minister, the doc-
tor, the lawyer, and their wives, und the
. It was a bountifully spread
board, even without a turkey.
The “grace before meat” was said, and
the deacon, with a slight “ahem!™ was
about 1o proceed with his apology and ex-
planation.

Then something very astonishing to him
ocourred.

The door into the kitchen opened, and Job
Harkins appeared, shaved, hair uicely
brushed, and with a clean white apron.
On a great platter he bore aloft thoe missing
turkey, done to a beautiful brown, wmicely
garnished, presenting a perfect picture,
“Just out of the oven, sir,” said Job with

solemnity, plscing it before the
.

The murmurs of surprise and approval
caused by its unusual size allowed the good
man and his family time to guther their
wite, and appear as though nothing un-
usual had happened. A boisterous inquiry by
Master Cleghorn as to where tha! came from,
was promptly suppressed. The Deacon’s
spirits rose; the feust proceeded ; the turkey
and other viands were amply discussed, and
before the domestic brought in the pies,
fruit and coffee there were lsughter, mirth
and conversation all around the table.
When young Solomon briskly said to his

“I"LL TAKE TOAT TURRET!"

clder sister; “Sally, don't tread on my
toes—I ain't Captain Bradstreet," there was
louder laughter and some confusion.

Job Harkins waited on the table, and
when the company retired to the parlor he
sat down with the domestic and the two
men who labored in the Deacon’s fields, and
ate, as he had been promised, his best
Christmas dinuer since 1564. At nineo'clock,
when the village guests had departed, Job
was summoned to the parlor. He came
slowly and difidently.

“Harkins," said the Deacon, “you've re-
deemed yoursell and surprised us. How
was it!"

Job looked doubtfully at Clarice, who
laughed mischievously.

“He wants me to explain, father,
“I contrived a little plot when I found that
the great turkey was safe. Job brought it
here just after you all went to meeting. 1
stuffed and roasted it myself. telling the
girl to suy nothing about it. Thon I made
Job stay up in the men's room till dinner
‘was ready, and he had his instructions, as
you have seen.”

“It was a deception, Clarice,"” sald the
Deacon

“It was well done, anyway," said Ca
Bradstreet. i

“You've beem saying that I couldn’t
cool,' said Clarice, stoutly, to her mother
and sister. “What do you think now?"’

“8he's awlul clever,” put in young Bolo-
mon.,

“ButI don't understand bow the turkey
caune back,” said the Deavon.

*8ir," spoke up Job, with a shaking voice,
“your deserved reproaches last might
seemed to sober me all at once. In two
minutes I resolved that I'd have that tur’
back, or somcbody would ba hurt T took
the hatchet and started. Knowing where
those fellows would be locked up together,
I went and knocked at the door. They
wouldn't let me in. I burst itin, and thers
they were; two dozen of them round the
table throwing dice, with the turkey in the
middle of it. They didn’t seem to like my
looks, or the look of the hatchet. Theyall
fell back aa 1 walked in.

* Ul take that turkey,” Isaid. If any
man gets in my way, I'll split his head.’

“Nobody offered to stop me. Right or
wrong, I had it in me to do as I said.”

“1 believe you would have done it,
Job Harkins,” said Captain Bradstreet
“There's an old soldier sound in your talk;
it’s just like you. Don't you kuow mel"
and the Captain offered his hand.

“To bo sure I did, sir, as soon as I saw
you. Butit wasu't for me 10 speak to you.
I'm not the man I was, "

“We'll find the man in you, Job,” was the
reply. “There was one there adozen
ago, and I believe he's there yor.™
“Why, wkere did you know Job!" Bally

i

a frown. Joseph Rexford was homely
enough, taken st his best, but with an ugly
frown added, he was terrific, though prob-
ably not aware of it, for people seldom get
before a glass to make up ugly faces,

“They were only talking a littde about
Christmas,” said Mrs. Rexford, tim-
idly; the wives of such men are o
timid, or else, in very bravado of despair,
intolerable scolds, and Mrs. Rexford could
never be that.

She would have been the sunniest and
sweetest of little women, had she not been
clapped under a bushel by Joseph Rexford
ata very early stage in their married life,
and, as might be supposed, she was pretty
nearly extinguished by this time.

“Christmas!"” he contemptuous-
Iy. “All nonsense and folly, they'd better be
tendin’ to their rethmetic or a shellin’ them
secds. I had to work evenin's when I was
their age, an' hadn’t no time to be hatchin’
up foolery."”

“All work and no play makes Jack a dull
boy,” gently remonstrated the wife.
“They're not too old to enjoy a little recrea-
tion, Joseph, and I wish we could give them
a little Christmas treat.” Bhe wondered
afterward at her own boldness, for she did
not often venture within reach of the lion's
claws, or, in other words, her husband's dis-
pleasure,

He looked ot her in astonishment ; he sup-
posed he had her subdued, and the idea that
she conld propose any thing that be had just
put his foot on as **foolery”’ shocled him.

“Mrs. Rexford,” snd his voice was a bit
of condensed harshness, “f thought you
knew my mind on sech trifiin’ years ago,
and I want you to understand once and for
all, J won't hare i," and the big foot came
down on the uncarpeted floor with asnap.
“And you young ones, stop your samivelin'
over there, or I'll give you something to
snivel about,” and the mighty potentate
glared over in tho corner, where little Nan
was strugeling with a sob of mingled terror
and disappointment, for at her mother's
kind words it scemed so easy to have just a
little bit of Christmas, at least.

“Darn him" whispered Ted, clinching his
fists, and shaking them at the household
monarch, who had again wrapped himself
in his newsaper. “I'll run away, sea if 1
don’t, an’ I'll have a Christmus tree every
day whon [ get big.”

His jacket would have needed no further
dusting for months to come, if the parent
could have scen the belligerent action, but,
fortunately, the paper was not transparent,
and Mr. Eexford was deep in an article on
the Irish question.

He looked up presently; he had the com-
placent feeling of the bulldog, who comes
up uppermost in the fight, and could look
upon his vanquished subjects with amiable
condescension. *‘1 guess those Britishers
"Il find they can't always abuse them poor
Irishers,” he said. “They'll find out, sooner
or later, that it don’t pay to aller play the
tyrant.”

Mrs. Rexford received the information
with a proper degree of humility, and only
s subdued, “hm-m-m,"” escaped her lips,
but she thought to herself that it would not
be necessary to cross the occan to find a
tyrunt. if one were urgently needed, and
wondered rebelliously if it was always
going to pay Aim to assume the character
he so deprecated in his British neighbors.

Bedtime came, and Ted and Nan, with
little June, crept off toward their beds., No
cheerful, “good-night, papae,” with the kiss
which gsweetens slumber, and ushers the
children into o happy dreamland; Mr.
Rexford's soul would have recoiled at such

would like.
“Jane,”” said Mr. Roxford, tery.
from village with an Ted
hand. “I dont know what ever youw'll do, | and then
but I'll have to leave ye for awl -down the street,
n:prini::m‘rm' mﬂ’“a hM he would buy i
3 It was either duty or and
pleasure took him from bome. had the ~
“Why Johu's dead. an they telographed | He had spent fully twenty-five dollars ks
me to come and 'tend the funeral, sn’I |this imaginary way, when he observeds
s'pose it's my dooty to g stranger come out from one of the stores,
“Of course it 1s, Joseph,” replied the and walk away briskly.
wife, “and Pll get slong all right. Billy He had a pleasant face, stepped off

Grant will come over and do the chores.’

them as could be expected, and this, com-
bined with o sense of duty, procured his
absence from home ut this opportune mo-
ment for the children

SBuch an event had only occurred once or
twice in their life time before; oases in the
dreary desert of their experience, which
were looked back to with delight.

“How long shall you be gone, Mr. Rex-
ford!" asked the wife. She could not
mourn for the brother-in-law whom she had
never seen but once, and whose attitude
then hed not been such as to inspire affec-
tion, and & faint hope was springing up in
her heart that for once the children could

his ‘would him to restore it to the
have a holiday worthy of the name. i =

owner.

That jsunty gentleman was just gotting
into s bandscme sleigh as Ted turnod the
corner. and a.;ay he went.

*“Mister, mister,” screamed Ted st the top
of his voice, which the bells drowned, and
then began & race—Ted running for deas
life, the horses trotting along with no ides
that they were pursued.

The boy’s legs did him good service, how-
ever, and at lust he succeeded in attracting
the attention of the driver. “What's this,
my lad!" he said, kindlv. “Want a ridet”

*N-n-no,” panted Teddy, all out of bresth,
‘“but you lost this, sir, and I picked it up,”
and he held up the package.

“Well, well, did I ever,” said the geatle-
man, feeling hastily in his pocket. “What a
careless trick. And so you've pretty near
run your legs off to cateh me, eh!”

“I guess they're all whole yet, sir,” re-
plied Ted, with a smile, and yet puffing with
the race. i

He handed over the box, while the stran-
ger ok out a fat pocket-book. “Christmas
is coming, my boy, and may be you'll like am
extra bit of surprise money,” be said, good-
naturedly, as he handed outa fve-doline
bull to the astonshed child

“Oh, sir, that's too much,” and Ted of-
fered it back, quite overwhelmed by such
munificence,

“Well, I don’t know about that,” said the
gentleman, *“ibat box contains a watch
worth two hundred dollars, and by the time
1 had advertised it ana paid a reward, it
would have cost me double the amount, be-
sides the chances of my finding it aguin, so
on the whaole, I think 1 am rewarding you
very moderately,” and he buttouned his
overcoat over box and pocket-book resolute-
1y, and prepared to drive on.

A whole arena of Charistmas presents
danced through Ted's happy brain, as he
thanked the generous gentleman for his
gify, and they parted with mutual good feel
ing.
“If 1 had such a father aa that," solilo-
quized the child, “what a good boy I'd be.™

“1f 1 had an honest, bright-faced boy lilke
that,” said the gentleman, “what » happy
father I'd be.”

Ted had never beforekept a secrot from
his mother, and it was the hardest work o
keep from telling his adventure, but socrots
were fiying in the air apparently and ha
held on to his with true Christmas tenacity.

He had suspected by this time who waa
coming on the train, and ho was on time =
the station with Doll :he had also wisely con-
cluded to wait a bit for her adviee und as-
sistance before spending Ins wealth.

Aunt Nan stepped off the train when it
came in, looking rosier and jollier than eves,
Ted thought, as she hugged him up close to
her warm fdrs, and she had thoe faitest
sachel and the heaviest basket he hod over

SMISTER, MISTER " EXCLAIMED TED.

“Ten days anyhow, mebbe two werks,”
he answered.  “The widder "1l expect me (o
scttle up his affairs, more or less.”

Ted looked at Nan with & grimace of un-
utterable delight; if the futher had scen it,
it is doubtful whether duty even could have
urged him from home, certainly not without
administering a spanking all round.

“Get my things ready as soon as youn can,”
be resumed, “for I want to catch the three
o'clock train, sure, and you, Ted, get the
hoss harnessed so'st to take me to the
dapot.”

“Yess'r,” replied Ted: no danger but
that Ted would do his share, and be on time,
too.

Nuan was on hand, like a Jack-in-the-box,
to spring at every call, and bring the soap
and the towel, the blacking-brush and whisk
broom, for Joscph Rexford loved to be
waited on, and his toilet for a journey, long
or short, was the signal for a series of
gymnasties, participated in by the whole
family.

Half-past two came, and Doll was at the
door, and Ted, with a very unbecoming
shade of happiness on his countenance, held
the reins.

“ You'll want some mouney, I s’posel™ said
Mr. Rexford, y for him, as he
drew on his overcoat. “There's five dol-
lars,” and he passed the precious morsel
out from a roll of greenbacks, gingerly; he
was nol a poor man, by sny means, and
could have given her twenty-five just as
easily.

“Yes, Joseph,” she replied, meckly, as
she tucked awsy the bill; she did not intend
he should ever see it again, or an exhsust-

“8TOP THAT NOISE OVER THERE."

sentimental doings, childron being, in his
eyes, necesaary evils, from which to extract
the greatest amount of work with tho least
amount of love and money.

The mother rose, lump in hand, and fal-
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lifted.

‘There was a perfect jubiles of welcome
when the party reached home, und Aung
Nan took her namesake and little June inte

ive report of the uses made of it, either.
“ Wall, good-bye, Jane,” (he drew on his
gloves) “don’t let the young ones run over

you while I'm gone." i 5 to" thed
No, Josepls,” she replicd, demurely, | Ber Warm embrace, r complete sar-
with an inward smile. prise, for they had never dreamed of such @

happy arrival. “The little dears,” ssid

He went out; there was mosilly demon- | JPEY OIS 0 and Mrs. Rexford made

stration of affection st parting. A kiss from
those stern lips would have been an aston-

Nan turned a somerssult; she was a fine,
loving child, and would have been as happy
as & lark, under favorable circumstances.

brillisntly
trimmed as it might have beon, it was =
wonderful tree,

popcorn, gifts, un-
til the chil were neariy wild with do-
light when they saw it

A long pail, full of some mysterious com-
pound, had been sitting in a tub in

could not blamo the child for the ebullition.

Ted returned in due time, and the de-
parture was an assured thing, and the boy
already held up his head with an accession

much in even & weelk's time, and

Mrs. Rexford’s plans were chiefly in the

line of & merry-making, such a one as they
hadt never been allowed to have.

Her first move was a letter toa sister,

living twenty miles away, withan invitation
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