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PLEASANT HOURS.
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A Christmas Legend.

. Wanrsc the shounaker of Aptwerp catno W

. lie,

" An b foar and trembHug fuied the Lord

st High,

S Ao the suestion stern and awful, ** \What

| hast thon

c bt the Rang ol raith and heaven dune
bl o 7

“Lanl,” he ausweral, Yothers servo thee,
I adone

Hase bo twlent, npught to ofler ut thy
throne;

Uuly Uus ond tung to thee, latd, dure |
tell,

1 pleasedd the children, and they love

mo well™

Then the awlal hash that folluwed e the
nk_\'

Suddenly was bioken by a pleading ery

18y the vorees of the childien that wose

It the steeets luhlub‘huut thu ity prayihyg
thus

“ Dear Lotd, we melmely, Themonksand
the astuts
u the city shound,
tnt since thu shuemakor died not nan
Huve wo anywhere found
Who can play the gaues that the children
love,
And play them zo well,
Or tell us the tuley of the olden time
Ho only could tell
Phere is no uvie o sing us the merry old
‘Ullb’ﬁ
As he used to do,
Or to wintle us tuys, for the rest forget

Low
i (If they ever knew )
 Dear Lonl, thero ute boly monks amd to
) apure
' fu the streets of our town g
Tale one of than up te heaven, and send
T'he shostmnker down '

¢ Cane the sudden wondrous shining of the
' simle that hights the skies,
Aa the hang of hanenanswered, * Labourer
in my vineysid, rige|
Thuugh thou didst it for the childien, thou
hast done it unte me,
While « child oy earth is ljving, thou its
Ivang saint shalt be v

Still we Gud the little children; stil) their
saint lives on the carth;

And when cones the glorous evemng of the
Chirist-cluld’s holy birth,

W ith strasige prower of specch and miotion
o he from bud W land,

S gtteny blessings for the children every-
where with cager haad.

Whete no other smnt may enter he comes
i withont a word,

And litn cunmng and his prescnce mean the
coming of thy Lord 1

—Eva L. Oyden.
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A GIFT OF GOD,

Grandmother s Chnstmas 8tory.
1Y ROSE TERRY CGOKE,

s Por the a naalt staud in thy lot.”

"Twas an awiul Winter. We folks
that live way up amongst the mountains
. gets used to cold and snow, but the's
a difter botwixt Winters for all that,
and 1 never saw such w one ag "twas
when we got our gift from God. But I'd
better begin to the beginning.  Eben
and e was, s0 to spusk, pivneers in
the 1egion we sottled in; ‘twas way
up on Wild Cat River, as fur abuve
Jackson a8 Juckson is above Conway,
| but there wasn't no settlpment betwixt
‘ us and Gorham in them days, that is

é:o say unly a few houses huddled to

gether thirty milos apart, like sheep in

a storm. But we was furthor'n that
from anybody. T weonder now, being
old and broke up with work and rheu-
matiz, how wo done 1t, but sviwebody’s
got to begin, always, and we wero
young and strong and poor. Ebon's
folks hind tep vhildren, so it behooved
him to play round and get off his old
futher’s hands. I hadn’t anybody but
Eben. 1 was an orphan and bound
out to his mother, and as far a3 T
kuows T hadn't kith nor kin, Miss
Dart wasalways good to me, I will say
it, I had to work, but so did she, and she
wade of me pretty near as much as
though I'd been her own. 8he had
three wirls of her ten, but they come
last, so they couldn'’t help any. Eben
and o always fellowshipped, snd wheo
it come to it that he made up his mind
to clear up & spot in the north woods
und make his home up there, he asked
me to go nlong and T said I would.
1'd besn to sugar camps too much to be
afraid of living in a bark sha, tv, and
then I set by Eben considerable. So
we went up one day in the spring.
By stage as far as we could, then hoss-
back, for his folks giv us a hoss and
a cow, s0 I rode one and he drove
tother, first by a sort of a road and
then up a track to where the' was an
intervale and a big spring; he'd been
up there the year before and built a
big shunty ar’ « barn, and sowed corn
into the intervale, ar? backed the most
of it down to the road, an’ 8o to the
nearest mill, so’s we had meal and
milk to live on, but we had to sell the
hoss, once ploughin’ was done, we
couldn’t keep him. Dear mo! how I
talk. But when I think of them old
times seetus as though I couldn’t stop.

Well, days and yecars went on; we
had six children born up there in the
woods, boys all of 'em and by the time
the oldest was twenty the was a
travelled road went up to Canady,
along ’tother side of the river. And
wo had a considerable nice farm ; he'd
cleared an’ planted an’ set out apple
trees and put up a saw mill, and we
hnd a plenty to cat and drink and do;
but the land was too straight for us,
same as it was for the sons of the pro-
phets in Scripter, for thero was Joseph
was 20 and 'Liab he was a'most 19
and John he was 17 and Lorenzo was
twin to him. The’ was two more, but
they died ; that made it kind of hard
for me, 'twas so lonesome to lay ‘em
away out in the lot, with nothin’ to
tell if "twas cats or children lay under
them heaps!

Well, Joseph got onecasy; there
really wasn't cnough for four of ’em
to do, so he took a feyer to go.off and
settle for himself outin Ohio and 'Liab
wanted to go with him, so we didn't
hinder 'cm, and they went and done
well; and now I've got great grand-
children comin’ up on good farms out
in the Western county that I havn't
never seen; ond now I'm a’most 90
"tisn’t likely as X ever shall seq ‘em;
but then I don't kuow 'em and my
boys i3 gray headed old men.

Johin and ‘Renzo stayed by the stuff,

-

but one Fall they was out in the woods
a choppin’ and a tree fell the wiong
way and catched 'Renzu’s leg under o
bough on'tand broke it dreadful,  Wu
had to send thirty miles for a nateral
bone setter, and he said "twas o terrible
bad fracture, and the Loy'd go limpin’
all his days, if Le didn't have o go .u
crutches.

That come hard ; 'Renzo was a’most
19 then, an’ he an’ John was like two
wild creturs together when work was
done, skylarkin' and jumpin' fences,
and trappin’ and fishin'; and now all
that was done with. I suppoze I sot
thinkin’ of it ~ue day, for 'Renzo turn-
ed his head on the pillow and said,
kind of swilin’, “I can fish, anyway,
mammy!” I thought I should have
bawled right out then but I didn’t.

Well, "twas harder whon he got out
o’ bed and found what he couldn’t do,
and it kip' gettin’ harder; and John
seemed to fedl just as bad as he did;
so that Winter he went off a luinberin’
over to the Maine woods and we three
was left there by ourselves; and when

John came home in next May he give |.

us to understand, seein’ Lorenzo was
limpin’ round now with a stick, that
he had took a farm on shares with
a feller that bossed his job at lumberin’
and would strike out for himself if pa
would give him histime. He wouldn’t
ha’ gaid a word about it if 'Renzo had
beon helpless, but he was to let Jim
Marsh know how ’twas as quick as
ever he found out.  Eben give in and
I hed to, but I did feel real put about
for Lorenzo, cut off in the spring of his
youth, as you may say, and set by,
whilst all the rest was goin’ off abroad
and settin’ up homes for themselves.

I kind of mistrusted there was some-

‘thin’ back of farmin’ to John's idee of

goin’ off; so I asked him who was goin’
to- keep house for ’em; and le looked
out.o' the winder and said “Sary”
was,

“Who's Sary1” says I, innocent as
a biled turnip.

“QOh, she’s Jim's sister.”

“ A maiden lady1” saysI.

“No,” says he, sharper'n barbarries ;
“She’sa gurl.” .
I didn’t say no more.
Well there we was.
smart enough that Summer to milk
and plant the gardin and chop some
wood in the shed : and he liked to fuss
round with the fowals somne, and come
hayin’ he raked after the cart quite a
little; but he had real low spells,
’specially i€ we hapened to hear about
the other boys, which we did sometimes

in the Sumnmer season.

1 felt real bad for him ! scemed as
though I couldn’t blame himn none, and
I'd Lived too long to think of blamin’
the Lord. But I ain't oneof them
that hush up things and slide round ‘em.
I like to lock trouble in the face and
see just how long and bread 'tis, and
what it's good for, and then 1 can set to
and bear it the best Tean. So I said
one day to 'Reuzo, who was sittin’ on
a log out in the chipyasrd, lookin’ as
downhearted as o shuared sheep,

right over then.  1'd opencd the gates

"Renzo got |’

“'Renzo,” says T, “apeokit out,” sags -
I, wtwon't ba half 8o bud'if you fordh
it to . the sunshinn” The tews

when the pund was full,

“ Mother,” says hie, when he'd ketch
et hold of hiwself again, *sonntiues
it dues seetn as though [ eouldu’t bear
it. Irehan't ever go out into the waorld
like tho othor boys and bave o home |
and a wifo.”

“No," says I, *'tain't likely you
will.  But you'll hive a home hirg
'Renzo.  Pu caleulates to lease you the
home farm, seein' us you got crippled
workin' on it. And if you will be
best off to have a wife there’ll be uns,
for ye.”

“1 don't kuow where,” he said,

“No moare do I; but the Lord does,
and what he’s give ye to do now is to-
‘stand in the lot,’ as Scripter snys, und
do what you can where you be.”

"Renwd got religion two years be
fore in u cump wmeetin’ down to Bart
lett, so 1 wasn't talkin’ to o deef
ear, ' '

“You cheer up 'Renzo, and read
your Bible and loole at the birds with:
out barn or sturchouse are fed,” as
hymn book says; uin't you of more.
valoo than them1”

Lorenzo looked up kind of cherk
“Mother,” says he, “you'd ought to’
have Leen a doctor and » minister too;
I feel Letter o’ ready.” '

1 laughed und went off'; when you've
druv the nail up w the head "tain't no
use hammerin’. Well, the Fall went,
by, and 'Renze, kep’, on gettin' more.
and more handy with his leg, if you,
can say ’tis gettin’ -handy with a leg,.
and his sperrits got up, and he was
real chork. Bben owned up that "twas
a terrible help to hear him whisthi
round again. _

. #T hain’t said nothin’,” says pa, * but
webbe I've felt the more.”

"Twas Decetnber before sleighin’' sc,&!
in, but on the twenty-thurd day 1t puy
into snow and blow, I tell you that
was a storm. . The weather was as;
cold as cold could be. 'Twas all that,
Eben and "Renzo could do to foed. the
critters, thoy had to shovel .as they:
went and shovel as they coma. '

“It snaw. and blew,” as the sayin’ .
is, all day. the twenty-fourth ; and oune
time in the evenin', ‘Renzo said it
seemed as though he heerod Lells, but
I didn't, but then I'm hard of  hearing
anyway, and.so is Eben. :

Twenty-fifth it stopped, and pa set
out to see if he could drive a ox sl
down to mill, but.he couldn’t naways,
but he sees somethin’ atop of the dyift
clear out in the raad. He hollesed to
"Renzo to % ich the shovel, and betwiat |
‘em thoy dug out apparently 8 dend |
body wrapped up in loak and houd
and shawls, so they knowed "twas a
woman, Thuy fetehed hor in just like
a log, and laid her on the fvor before
the fire, and she was .white and stil} as
tho dead. Pretty soon she.begon to
gasp and.open her.eyes, sud I said to
the men fulks if they'd get out of the
way sha'd prolnlly be, leis; scared

.
|
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