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timoay of one stately lady, whose home twenty
Years ago was the scene of vearly New Year's
receptions. “No other social funciion on my
calenidar was such fun for the guests and so
iittle trouble for the hostess. The decorating
had been done a week before, and a few fresh
flowers were all that were needed. Given
Lright lighkts. a Jdozen pretty girls to help en-
tertain, the simplest cakes, and plenty of mild-
v exbilarating punch made {from a recipe that
my Kentucky grandfather deelared harmless,
and success was assured. When six o'clock
cape you had seen all the nice men of your
acquaintance undisturbed by the usual influx
of other women, and had sent them away at
peace with the world in general and full of
the spirit of neighborliness.”

Meanwhils, upsiairs in the library window
seals curied the family small fry, watching the
procession as it passed, commenting with ju-
venile frankness on the tollets of the callers,
ccunting ihe visitors as they came, listening
of voices downstalrs, the girls hug-
ging close to the sash, the boys making daring
letours to “peek” through the balustrede, re-
turning to report what young ladies were sit-
ting on the steps with what young men, and
‘0. in some cases, what they were saying.
Leager tiptoeing prowls, down the back stairs
to the lair of a friendly cook, led to quick and
jubilant returns with offerings of cake and
claret eup. wherewith the hours might be be-
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of those who had filled the
pews, especially that of one
man, the governor of the state,
whose aquiline profile, flashing
eyes and straight, glossy black
hair formed a never-to-be-forgot-
ten personality.

Watch-night hvmns have a
personulity of their own, as
those of Christmas or Easter, if
net so widely known. They are
natnially serions a2nd a Lit fore-
boding, with a touch of the mel
ancholy that is associated with
the rapid fght of time.

The year 1= gone, bevond recall
With all its ww and fears,
Wiih all its bright and giaddening
smiiles,

With all iis mourners’ tears,

i |
; ) is an old Latin hymn to a com- |
; mon meter tune that illustrates
the tendeney of this branch of
hymnology. Charles Wesley has
been most prolifie in
this thought.

vouicing |

Wisdom ascrile
praise,

To God who leathens out our days;

Who spares us yel another vear,

Amd makes us see his goodness
here,

and might, and

is an oid faverite. Often just |
on the stroke of midnight anoth- |
er of his voiced the feelings of |
the congregation, that begino- |
ning: l

Join, sll ¥& ransomed sons of grace,
g joy prolong.
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GREAT FUN 7O WANIER
LP AND 308N THE '
FRENCIPAL RESIDENCE JTREETS
ix, wh twinkling street A hit more joxful I= the spkndid. qeaintly
he cal : to retreat. frregular.
3 way ta start the New
2 friendly one, that left Cor % w o pursue

allers with a glow of human
iast as warmth for many a

day. And if serivusness were lacking, the
samic decude 1 joved New Year's call
ing found ilsell at one with the cus
om ©f watclas serviee, For, In “our
town as in mavhap, it was the
thing to spend g hours of the old

1¢ quiet sericusness of praver and

sacted song. Children had their share in

this. for fathers anid mothers had not in
that simpler time learned to fear the :.:i'.'?:lg
of definite religious instruction to their soms
and daughters. It was clear and plain that a
child must be trained in the way he should
g0, apd watch night was a part of that train-
ing.

And, indeed, no voungsier ever tried teo
bez off. Thers was first of all the joy of doing
the vnusaal and the fun ef sitting up past his
bedtime. So vou hied vourself to the nursery
ccuch or the sitting-room lounge, after a hot
supper, an old-fashioned winter supper of sau-
sage and fried potatoes or scalloped oysters
and muffins, and took a long, leng nap. At
half-past tea, father waked you, tucked yom
into cup and overcoat, and the family party
started out under the cold stars, smow crunch-
ing under foot, to the nearby church.

Not so veryv long ago the writer came
across an old chromo, of the sort that looks,
in a dim and favorable light, like a fairly de-
cent oil painting. In its day it had doubtless
been the chief ornament of a well-furnished,
comfortable parlor. Now it cluttered the win-
dow of a second-hand shop, dingy and out of
sorts with fate. But even in the unflattering
light of a dusty show window, it had a certain
charm for the one who found it. It was the
picture of a watch-night service, such as she
had once known so well. Bright moonlight
flood-d the scene, bringing out in sharpene:d
detail the snow-laden boughs of drooping elms
and the Gothic spire of a small sione church.
From stained-glass windows and opened door
came streaming the warm glow of shaded gas
jets. From village streets fHocked men and
women and children, stopping to say a word of
greeting as they passed into the vestibule. The
spell of the picture took her, with the speed
of the magic carpet or of the seven-leagued
hoots, back to the New Year's eves of her girl-
heod.

So she had walked with father and mother
and a sleepy small brother. Just so the trees

had looked in the frosty moonlight. And just
as warm and softly glowing had been the
stone cherch, through whose open doors came
the resonant strains of the great organ. She
remembered with aching vividness the faces

| cubator.
| These birds hav

| better than they knew.”

fermentation of the
L, end is surprised when bkis
gulde proceeds to burrow into
quest of eggss. But when the
er, after removing the top lay-

from without.
habitat is equable;

tures is small
iittle chick, fully feathered and
o v, the secret is o2t. The

the tropics. But the birds lay only
The mound is
Thus air is ad-
mitted to ventilate the eggs, and
light enough to put the newly-borm
chicken on the track of the outside
The mound is, in fact, an in-
cubator in the rough, practically
adapted to the needs of birds living

' e
| brushwood pile must surely be an in-

I Seeing one for the | for us to see that the mound acts
Ma.aya { fret time In a Malayan forest, the | like a gardener's hotbed. The slow
-3 | traseier takes It for a mere heap of
heats it from within; the tropical sun
The climste of their

tween the night and day tempera-
The wvaporation that
follows a heavy fall of rain reduces
Ly temperature considerably even in

in the dry season.

e surely “builded | J00sely put together

It is easy

vegetable rubbish | World.

the diFerence be- | In a warm climate.

Hotel Keeper and Robber.
A remarkable exhibition of presence
of mind stands to the credit of James
Dennis, an Australian hotel keeper, | gone—Westminster Gazetie.

It was easy after this to go home fllad with
aspirations, resdvy to begin new
diary with ambitious resolves that were bound

Inftiest

to o'erleap themseives because of their very

lofliness There was cone wateh ght when
there drifted into the ken of the child the |
poem that has since meant to her, as it Jdoos
to many, the very spirit of this dav. From the |
choir gallery, just before the midnight hour
came the softened chorus of a sirange melody
Then into the silence of the vanlied church rose !
a wonderful message in a voice that bore con
viction to the listoners. It sang to the organ
and the bwshed accompaniment of the cholr:

Ring out, wild bells, to (he wild skies,
The flving cloud, the frosty light:
The year is dyvinz. in the night:

Ring out, wild beils, and let him dle \

Through the whole of the splendid poem it |
swept, on to the triumphaut conclusion:

"Ring in the Christ that !s o be™

To the child the most Jdramatic moment of
the eveninz came just on the stroke of the in |
coming vear. While outside whistles blew and
giant crackers exploded. bells elashed and
clanged. inside hands clasped hands while to |
gether they sang the good old standby, “Rles:
be the tie that binds” before the hush of the [
benediction and the glad chorus of “Happy New |

|

Year's” that concluded the service.

There is another sort of quiet usherinz iu
of the baby year that is conducive to the ool
resolve that counts so easily under favorabl:
conditions. There were those in the old days,
as there are in these, who felt that after the
gala afternoon the happiest way of all was te
sit quietly about the fire, chatting with Balf a
dozen congenial spiriis. singing a bit it the
spirit moved, reminiscing as old times came
back in the hush., and ending with the silent
toast and the dash of sentiment that makes |
“Auld Lang Swyne™ the fitting song for such at
moment.

That some such happy honr may begin little
1911’s first appearance is the best wish one
can offer 10 friends.

_Let the auspicious morning be cxpressed |
With a white stone distinguished from the
rest.

So the stately Dryden has put the same
thought. Mayr it be t{~ue of us all

- - —

whose death was recently reported.
One day he found himself behind his
own counter locking down the muzzle
of a revolver held by a villainous-look-
ing fellow who was requesting him to
put up his hands.

He mmised them, but protested,
“Surely it deoesn’t take two of you to
bail me up.” The robber, who had
come alone, turned his head to see
who the other man might be. In a
flash Dennis's own revolver was out
and the rascal's opportunity was

| had been turned

| marked 320.
. nrice, but Edith Benns had.

| everrthing new.

| lcoked stunning.™

| company of an

Her Mother’s Economy

By CLARA INEZ DEACON

Eunice alwavs dreaded the comlng
of spring because there was always
the distressing thought that just when
all the ljving world was putting on

| its bravest and best she must go forth

as usual wearing that old black leg
horn hat.

Eunice's mother iad bought the hat
which was the best of its kind to be
had becaunse it was always her rule to
get the best or go without. In vain

| Eunice begged for cheaper things and

the privilege of having them changed
occasionally.

AMrs. Lys was English and obdurate.
As she had been dressed she dressed
her own daughter. Tte leghorn hat
and twisted and
coaxed into some semblance to pre-
vailing modes wuntil Eunice was
ashamed to take it to AMiss Adams,
who was too conscientious to spoil
it and thus make necessary the buy-
ing of new head-gear.

This season the styles were varied
and bewilderingly beautiful. Day
after day Eunice lingered betore the
enticing piate glass windows of Miss
Adams’ millinery parlors whence long

| ago the black leghorn had come to
| admire and vearn and
| that sickening sense of futility which
| hurts to the very soul

choose with

She knew ex-
actly the kind of hat she wanted—r
white horsehair with a froth of wilk
10w plume zbout the crown. Miss
Adams had just such a hat and it was
Eunice had not seen the
In fact,
Edith had tried on the wonderful hat.

“And, oh, it's the swellest thing,
really, Eunice!” Edith said. *“And 1
looked-—well, of course, it's out of the
question for me. My mother ecan't
afford $20 hats, but your mother can.
You ought to have it since you want
it so badly. And anvway it's time you
had a new hat. You must be deathly
sick of that old leghorn.”

“I am,” admitted Eauance,
swallowing at a sob.

“Well,” said Edith conclusively, “all
1 can say is, if you don’t have one you

faintly,

Desperaticn Had Lent Her Skill

needn’t expect Ward Royce to po
you much attention.™

Eunice knew that. Her throat ached
s0 miserably that she could not an-
swer.

“l1 saw him with Belle White ves-
terday,” Edith went on with the frank
crueity of vyouth and personal inex-
perience. “She was dressed to kill—
You know that big
black hat we both liked so much—
one of the first Miss Adams showed?
Well, she had on that bat. And she

Still Eunice did not answer. She

went home helplessly unhappy to find | 12 her slightly surprised mother.

her mother sitting in the cheerful |
overflowing work-
hasket.

“I'm making over the slceves of
your shirtwaists, dear,” she said. “T've
found that by using a smaller pattern
I can cut out all the worn places. The |
walsts will wear for a good while ver |
And 1 find.” went on Mrs. Lys bright.
Iy, as if she were imparting the most
pleasing information, “that I canp turn
your plaid skirt. . It isn't faded a par-
ticle on the under side. That comes
of buring the best material Always
remember that, dear. The plaid skirt
will do very nicely to wear with your
shirtwaists all summer.™

Eunice’s lips quivered. ‘Ward wounld
never look at her again. Men thought
so much of a girl's being well dressed

“1 suppose,” she said, making ges.
perately one last appeal, “that if I am
to wear that old skirt and all those
old waists, I can bave a new hat to go
with them, can't I, mother?"

cald. “Why, 1 expect that hat to 49 3
vou for two seasons yet.

.nf-llunlm was silent. But that Fl‘:;
after she had gone to her youS sk_
cat a long time by the window, thin
ing and crying.

EI won't{" said Eunce to nersell,
softly, for her mother slept 0B t.h:
other side of the wall, “but before
sleep I'll have a session with that l;:_
I'll never again take it to Miss Aﬂﬂ_ k
| to have her city trimmer laugh at i
| Eunice had never trimmed a hat I3
her life. She felt a fierce pleasur: nOW
in stripping the faded pink roses {rom
the black leghorn, and she wheedied
the limp brim to assume Stab ity
Then she applied some ribbon apd her
best belt buckle after a manner whiich
she had observed in Miss Adams’ Win-
dow. She was amazed at her own
achievement. Desperation bad lent
her skill. She tried it on before the
glass. It was not unbecoming. Then
she crept into bed. .

She showed the hat to her mother
next morning. :

“It looks well,” was Mrs. Lys' only
comment. _

“I'm sure,” Eunice said, speaking of
that new resolution which had come
to her with her success, “I could learn
to trim hats for other people. I should
like to know how to earn money.”

Mrs. Lys looked paimed. “Why, my
dear child, why should ybu wish to
earn money?"” she asked. “There is no
neced. You have enough of everything
now.” g -

Eunice was disappointed. She knew
how her mother felt, but if only her
mother had known how she felt!

That afternoon Edith Benns cam®
running in. *“Oh, Eunice, come with
us!™ she said. “We're golng on the
river—Hal and Kitty and I and we
want you. Do hurry. They're waiting
now, down on the bank.”

“Put on a hat, dear,” said Mrs. Lys.

Eunice put on the leghorn. After
all she felt a shy pride in the fact
that she had trimmed it herself. And
she wanted to h-ar what Edith would
say. What Edith said was character-
istic of her charmingly sarcastic sell.

“If long association is endearing
you must be awfully attached to that
hat,” she remarked. g

As for Hal Kinch, Edith's irrepres- '
sible cousin, he had an appropriata ]
“What member of the !

conundrum:

vegetable kingdom does Eunice's bhat )
resemble?” The answer, of course.

was “The liveforever.” He Also g

warbled a song: “Shall good old leg-
horns be forgot " to the tune of
Auld Lang Syne.

“Look, Eunice!™ cried Kitty. “Look.
Ede! There's Royce and Elmer Brent
out there in that cance™

It was, indeed, Ward and Elmer.
And when they saw the goarlet in the
larger boat they shouted greeting and
paddled toward them. At that mo-
ment Eunice thought—she was mever
sure—that she felt something touch
| her hat as if a pin was being stealth-
| ily withdraw. But before she had tima
to lift her hand to her head a smart
little brecze came ruffling over the
l water and whisked her hat from her
head. She gave a little cry as shs
saw it go, dipping and skimming on
the current in the direction of the
canoe.

It was Ward Royce who rescned
that hat finally at the risk of a good
wetting. He handed it to Bunice drip-
ping. a hopelessly sndden thing. )

=
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Hal was weeping elaborately, with
one eye on Eunice, whose face was
scarlet. She felt joy and shame and
relief all at once. The hat was a
wreck. Surely she could never wear
it again.

Ward Royce detached Eunica from
the others of the group and walked
home with her that afternocon. Ha
varried the hat and pieced out Eu-
rice’s explanation of the catastropla

“You couldn't have pinned it sa
curely,” Mrs. Lys said. “Well, you
may go and get another hat dear.
You shall choose for yourself this
dme. You are quite old enough. Oniy
got something handsofhe and woa-.
able and remember I do not wish -
pay more than $15."

Eunice bought the white horse: . -
hat with the frothy willow plur:..
And then because it was such a K.
some hat that it put all Bunice's othe-
belongings quite to shame Mrs. Lys
decided that she must have a dainty
lingerie frock to go with it

So it came about that Eunice w
as charmingly clad that summer
even she could wish to be.
cause she looked so sweet
so sweet Ward Royce paid
kind of extravagant attention
only ends in the ome perfect
though he maintained with the
lute conviction of the man in love

0t
L

Mrs. Lys looked at her da t
frank amazement. “Why, ch‘;l‘dh!'?rs;:I

He Didn’t Say

“Gentlemen,” he began as he stood
on the post office steps, “¥ou have all
keard of Joseph Cannon, and it is
needless to explain to ¥ou that he
has been speaker of the house of rep-
resentatives for many vears past.”

(Cheers and groans.)

“He is called the tool of trusts by
some and an angel by others ™

(Hurrah and hisses.)

“Just which it may be is not for
me to say. Like other men, he has
his good and bad points. There is an
insurrection against him ™

(“Put him out!™)

“It may preva:l and it may not.”

(“Hurrah for Joe!™)

“At the coming session of congress
hamhar&e!ectedorbemaynot."

S B s

o ink h
P e e will and some

(“No! Yes!)

“But as for me, gentlemen—as for
me—"

t (“Let "er go!™)

“urwmo.lhavemthhtahle

he had learned to adore her not

the willow plume, but under the
black leghorn.
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