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Luis  park that
New Year's cove
“ Jooking to the east
eaw under the tow-
v ering white crests
of the Slerra Blan-
ean o high smoke
pillar rising with
the sky, and it
brought Joy to
their hearts, for it
assured now, as It dil
after every great storm, that
Bim Belden was still allve, still ahle
to grub under the foot of the ever-
threatening avalanches for the fortunc
he had left the world to win,

Bim Belden was a tall, handzome
glant of 30, who had come from no one
knew where. The few who knew him
thought he was unsoclal, and those
with whom he traded at Garland be-
lleved that he had hit upon a rich find
under the snow line, and that he would
make it hot for the man who tried to
be his neighbor,

S8im Belden had been mining alone
in the Sierra Blanca, but during the
past twelve months he had a compan-
fon, a young Ute lad named Pedro,
whom he had found dying and aban-
doned over on the headwaters of the
Del Norte,

When Bim Belden, without any pro-
cess of law, became Pedro's guardian,
that youth's knowledge of English was
confined to the one word, “damn.” His
acquaintance with Bpanish was a lit-
tle more extensive, He knew that
buenos dlas meant “good day;” sube,
“understand;" s}, senor, “yes, sir,"” and
dinero, "money.” But there is a lan-
guage of slgns which all understand.

Sim had just come up from Garland
burdened with a great pack of eata-
bles, and a proportionate amount of
drinkables, for the traditions of his
youth led him to belleve that both were
essential to a popular observance ot
the scason,

This evening In the cabin, after sup-
per, 8im Belden was unusually talka-
tive, and, forgetting or Ignoring that
Pedro’s comprehension of English was
limitud, he rattled on like one think-
ing aloud and wishing for no comment
on what he sald.

“It's been no end of a fine day, Pe-
dro—just like the New Year eves we
used to have back In the Alleghaniew
whem 1 was & boy 'like you. But to-
night we'll pay for it, and I'm much
a’raid tomorrow will be a regular old,
howling New Year's day.”

Seding that the white man hesitated
Pedro looked wonderingly up and sald,
“81, samor."

Sim Belden lit hia pipe and throwing
himaelf on a clnnamon bearskin before
the fire, looked at Pedro for a few
minutes and then went on, “Of course,
Pedro, yon waen't ever in loye?"

Pedro sald, 'Sl senor,” and scrateh |
his head like one perplexed,

“No, Pedro, you don't savey, and I
hope you never will. If you should
ever be took that way, commit suleide
unless you're dead sure. But, then,
mo ope Is ever dead sure of @ woman,

them

or of a man elither, for the matter of
that.

“Now, Pedro, 1 ain't in the habit of
glving myself away., I'm one of the
kind that keeps his trouble to him-
self, but there's something 'bout New
Year's that makes one confldentinl
lke,”

“81, senor,” euld Pedro, as he ex-
tended his lithe form toward the warm-
ing fire,

S8im Belden turned over on  hia
breast, and resting hilg bearded chin
on his uptorned palms, looked at the
dancing flames and continued:

“There wns never n man loved his
Lrother as 1 loved my brother Jack.
Two years younger'n me, and hand-
some as a pleture—no wonder Alice
Thorpe shock me for him, Dut It
wasn't fair. That's why I kicked,
When onr raft went to pleces en the
Susquehanna years and years ago, it
wan Jack that, not caring for himeself,
dove under the logs and flshed me out,
But often and often, as I've sat by this
fire as I'm doing now, 1 wished he'd
have let me drown. IU's no use to
gave a life and curge 1t.

“Jack was always wild, and when
father died and left all the property to
me except $6 for him, I put v arm
nbout him and sald: ‘Never mind,
Jack. I'll divvy fair. 8o long as I've
got a dollar 60 cents of it is yours.
Then he Kigsed me llke when we were
hoys, and there Were tears on my
cheek that did not come from my
eyes,"

The giant’s volce became hoarse, and
while he was clearing his throat Pe-
dro gave utterance to his first English
word, “"Damn!™

“Yes, Pedro, that's Just how 1 often
feel, You sce I can't blame him for
falling in love with her, for heaven
never miade a prettier woman; but it
wis the deceit on both sides, You un-
derstand?"

Y81, senor."

“Curlous enough, it was just three
vears Ego this very New Year's eve
when 1 discovered them in the ha!l of
her house talking In loving whispers
and with his arm about her, My God!
1 felt like striking the two dead, but I
bit my lp till the blood came; then I
g1!loped back home, where my aunt
wai the Lousekeeper, for mother was

“WHITE MAN! WHITE MAN!"

dead, I said nothing to her, but 1
wrote Lwo notes—one to Jack, leaving
him all the property, and the other to
Alice Thorpe, telling her 1'd discov-
ered she was false and usking her to
marry my brother. Then I started for
the west, and the life before me was
gloomy as the caoon depths on a
cloudy midnight.

“At first I feit llke changing my
pame; but, us I'd never brought dis-
grace on It, I let it stand, What mat-
ters & name to & man, who's left the
world behind forever?

“There's the story, Pedro. That's
why I'm here, and you're the first and
the last human belng that'll ever hear
of it from my lips. Bavey?"

“81, senor,” sald Pedro, without the

'
.

slightest comprehension of the secret
that had been confided to him,

Sim Belden was about to speak
again, but he changed from his pur-
poge by a rush, a ronr, and a cragh
that filled the air and shook the earth
as if the mountaln was tumbling Into
St. Luls park.

“A snowslide! Thank God there's
no one on the trall between here and
Garland tonight!" Sim Belden sat up
and looked at the Indian boy, whose
lean face and black eyes were filled
with an expression of Intent anxiety.

“"What is it, Pedro? What do you
hear, man? Speak out!”

For reply Pedro bounded to his feet,
and pointing In the direction ol the
trali he shouted:

“White man! White man!"”

In an instant Sim had the door open.
The whirllng snow clouds limited his

“A HAPPY NEW YEAR, DEAR SIM!"

vislon to the path of light before the
aopen door, but above the roaring of the
storm he heard the cry:

“Help! For God's sake, help!"

“Stay here and keep the door open!"
That is what Sim DBelden shouted as
he buttoned up his fur coat and leaped
down the snow-piled trail,

Pedro had no conception of the or-
dinary measure of time, but it seemed
to him that at least a day had passed
since the white man had disappeared.
AL length his heart was gladdened us
he saw him breasting through the snow
and bearing another white man In his
urmes.

Sim Belden staggered into the cabin,
ond laid his burden on the fur covered
floor, and the Instant he saw the face
of the unconscious man he dropped on
lils knees, took the head in his arms
and cried out as he kissed the face so
like his own,

“Jack! Jack! O God, It's Jack! Do
vou hear me? Look up! Here's 8im!
Here's Sim, asking you on his knees
to forgive him!"

S8im and Pedro stripped off the wet
clothes, rubbed the white form till the
glow of life came back, and placed him
in & bunk and wrapped him in furs.

By the time a steam punch was
ready Jack Belden rubbed his eyes and
looked about him, Then from the
bunk two white arms wers extended,
and he sobbed:

“Aftor years of secklng I've found
you, Sim!"

There I8 nothing more sacred than
the tears of honest, strong men.

Pedro looked on In  wonder, and,
though he could not understungd what
was suid, he realized that one had come
who was nearer to his guardian's heart
than bimself, but he felt no pangs of
Jealousy,

After a time Jack Belden felt strong
enongh to sit up.  He looked at his
watch, and seeing that It was after
midnight, he reached gut his hand to
his brother and sald:

*A happy New Year, dear 8im!" And
still holding his brother's hand, Jack
told the story of his three years' search
and how only that afternoon he had

| tearned at Garland of Sim's niamny

place,

Hut there was more to tell,. When
S8im discovered him with Allee Thorpe
Just thven years before this, he was
telling the girl that he had become
engagad to her cousin Ethel, and was
begging her to plead his case with the
father and mother of his betrothed, |

“Since the day you left, S8im, I'va
heen a changed man, and a drop of
Hquor hasn't passed my Jps, But it is
not of myself, but of Allce 1 would
speak.  8he war ever true to you, and
thougl. she thinks you Jdead she is still
true to your memory, and tonlght by |
the fira in the old home, where ghe |
gave yon her love, she s weeping for
a dead one who thought her false.”

The storm continued the next doay
but in all that wild land no cabin held
two happler hearts than those of the
brothers reunlted undey the eaves of
the avalinche far up the Slerrn Blan-
ca,

Shortly after this 8im Delden gold
out his clalm  and  accompanics i
brother to the east,  They took fe-
dro with them and sent him to the In-
dian school at Carlisle, where he bes
came a teachor, |

Every new yoar he vigits his guar-
dian and his wife, and the children of |
both brothers love him.  His knowls
edge of Englieh |s perfect, and he ful-
Iy comprehendn the story tald him by |
S8im Belden in the mountaly shack tha
New Yoar's ove,

THE VESTAL AT THE GATE.

When taday with vestal grace

8he stood before your dwelllng place,
Did you take her by the hand,

Bid her welcome to the land,

With the cordlal love and greeting
That we owe a friend at mecting?

Falr and sweet to look upon

Was this lily mald at dawn,

With her dark locks flowing down,
And her saffron hood and gown |
Set ubont with etarry border, '
Symbol of her priestly order,

And we owe to her, 1 hold,

Whether she be kind or cold,

Whether she being rue or myrrh
When we Jift our gates to her, |
Well and daly to reeelve her,

Lest our sad complaining grieve her

What she brings us, heaven sent, |
Take your gift and be content, i
Though it be not what you sought,
And your prayers seem set at naught, |
He knowsg best, who ruled the giving,
What we need for holy llving.

Do not vex her with dismay

At the pungs of yesterday,

Nor disturb her heart in vain

With the hint of coming pain;

For a fell, impending sorrow

May be God's best gift tomorrow,
—Ola Moore.

ETHEL'S NEW YEAR'S CALLER,

All day long Ethel wished and wish-
el that she was a grown-up lady like

a New Year's caller,

But the long, bright day went by
and not a single call did she have,
After pupper she went slowly up into
the parlor and looked discontentedly
out of the window,

Right under the gaslight she saw n
glossy bluck cat.  He took up first |
one paw and then the other out of the
flaky snow and looked this way and
that before starting on hlg journey
once more, Then he ran wlong the
sldewalk In front of Ethel's home and

She opened the door and In walked
pussy, over the fur rug, foto the par-
lor and sat down in front of the fire, |
In a second Ethel was beslde him, |
hugging and petting him.

Pussy seemed to like it and eurled
himself up contentedly in Ethel’s lap
He purred very loud for a few minutes
and then went to sleep.

“It's my New Year's caller!" ex-
plained Ethel, *“He came his own
self, mamma, and 1I'm going to keep
him forever!”

Pussy has never made any objection
to that plan and so Ethel still has her
caller, and she says her New Year's

“ST'8 MY CALLER!"

ETHEL.

call was the very best one, for it has
lasted nearly a whole year.
MARJORY DEANE.

EXCLAIMED

In the Holldays.
*Tis chilly when returns come in,
And you have done your part,
To find that the majority
Gave you the marble heart.

*Tis chilly when you woo a girl
To have a rival win,

And get invited finally
To see her marry him,

But, ah, the coldest thing of all
In this chill month, no doubt,
Is to be told at § a. m.

“The fires are all out!”

Sister Grace, so that she could hu\'ol

FOR BOYS AND*GIRLS,

SOME COOD STORIES FOR OUR
JYNIOR READERS.

How Tommy MWart Wis Byes
Dog and  Badger Fight
Typogeaphical Frrors
tion

A Fatal
Humor in
The Llow's Petl-
The Queen's Gold Spoon.

Last Wishes of g Child,

L the hedges arn

I Wloom
Al the warim west
Wit s blowling
Lt me leave  this

stifled voom

Lt e go
Howers ute grow
(LTS

"Laonk! my oheok 1n
thin windd pale,
Al my

very low
Fire my sleht

hegine

to fall,
Take my bl wnd et us go;

“"Wan not that the
Piplng throvgh the cavement wide?
I shall ot be Jstening long

Touke me 1o the mepdow-side!

rabiln'm magy 2

"1Ear me 1o the willow«hrook
Let me hoare the merry mill=

Un the orchard [ must ook,
Kt my beating hoart s still

RNt amd feinter grows my hreath =
ear me guickly down the lane;

Muother, dear, this ohil i denth=—
ol never spenk agnin?'

U the hedges are In Bloom,

And the warm west wind in Wowing,
Bl we sit in silent gloom-—

rer hor grave the grass s growing.

How Tom Hart His Eyes.

Tom Benton was fust getting well
from an attack of the measles, He
winted to get up and play with the
ather bhoys, but the doctor had said he
must e still In a dark room for an-
other day or two,

“Much he knows about how a fellow
feels!” grumbled Tom to himself, "A
little light won't bart  anybody, and
I'm golng to read my new book if 1
can’t do anything else,"”

Tom pushed open the blinds and read
untll Norn eame In with his supper.
“Tomorrow I ghall get up and have a
good time," he thought, “1I'm nol going
to Hn here forever,"

That plght Tom woke up with na
shiarp paln in his eyes. They had never
ached w0 before and he screamed for
hig mother,

Bhe bathed them In eool water but
they still hurt o much that the doc-

L tor had to be sent for,

“You'll know enough to obey orders
next time, won't you, young man?"
he avked when he heard what Tom had

been doing, " You'll have to keep those
eyes of yours bandaged for several days
yet, I you want to get rld of  that
pait, It's Incky for you, you don't use
tobmeco, ar your eves would be a great
| deal worse than they are now, Have

yvou heard about Burt Carter down at
the Mills?"
| “No, what s the matter with him?"
asked Tom,

“I'm afeaid he's going to lose hig eye-
gight entirely,” sald the doctor, "He's
heeon smoking clgaretts pretty steadily
and dreinking beer every day and now
his eyes aie paving the penalty, They
are going to take him to a elty oculist
tomorraw, but I'my afrald no ovpe can
help him,*”

“Why, his eyves unred to he as strong
ns anvthing." sald Tom. "He could
jaok right up at the sun when all the
fest of us had to use smoked glass,
und he says he always reads on Lhe

Jumped quickly up the steps, cars; 1 can't, becnuse it makes me
“It's my caller!” exclaimed Ethel, | dizzy."
breathlesely, It truly is!” | “Well, 'm thinking he never will

realn,” sald the doctor. “He has
ahused his eyves once too often, and
now It looks a3 If he were going to be
blind for the rest of his life."”

Tom looked pretty sober, *“Miss
firay told us all these things In the
physiology class,” he sald, presently,
“but we boys thought she was Just try-
Ing to scare uy; maybe she wasn't,
though,*

‘No, Indeed,” sald the doctor, “she
wias telling you the truth, and you'd
Lbetter be thankful you've found it gut
in time, If I'd known as much at your
age about the care of my eyes, |
shouldn't be wearing spectaeles, 1 cun
tell you, You just tell the hoys that”

When Tom went back to school the
physiology clase was having a review
lesgon on the eves, and hig hand was
the first to come up when Miss Gray
asked who could tell some of the ways
in which the eyves may be hurt:

1, It hurts the eyes to look at the
sun or any very bright light, or to try
to gee In a poor Hght,

2. It strains the eyes to read when
one I8 lylng down, or riding In the
CATHE OF A Wagon,

4, It is bad for the eyes to use them
much when one Is sick or not feeling
well,

4. Tobaceo hurts
sometimes makes people
eyesight,

6. Any liguor which contains aleo-
ho! may make the eyes red and hurt
them in other ways.—S8choal Physlol-
ogy Journal,

the eyes,
lose

and
their

Typographical Errors.

Typographical errors sometimes are
really the cause of serlous trouble and
annoyance, On other occaslons they
are simply amusing. Bome years ago
an advertisement of a political meet-
ing was inserted In a Philadelphla pa-
per. The advertisement was intendoed
to announce that a well-known leader
would address  “the masses” that
evening. Owing 1o the misplacement
of a "space” lLowever, the public of
Philadelphin wus informed that the
address  would  be  dolivered to
‘them asses at Natlonal hall,” A ree
liglous paper called the Gospel Han-
ner, which is published at Augusta,
Maine, once  attrocted  attention
through the prank of a printer, who

whive |

prlse A |

ey

| transposed two weras of {ts motto, sa

that |t read: “In the nome of our God
Pwe will up met our banner” The
omisslon of o comma was the chnse
of wosult for el bronght sgainst o
wWoestorn nowspuper by the laventor
of o patent mediclne, A testimonlal
to the worth of hile componnd was in-
gerted In the paper, and rend as fol-
lows: "1 now find myself completey
cured, nfter telng brought to the very
gates of death by having tnken only
five bottles of your medicine,” Tho
comma, which should have come after
the word “death,’” was unnoticed by
the compositor,

The Lion's Petition.
Sultan Muley Abderraliman of Mo-
L roeco wias vory fond of wild anlmals,
and Lind coolness of nerve in dealing
with them, He was one diay passing

{throngh  the court of the pilace,
mounted on g magaoificent  white
churger, when a Hon which he had

been in the habilt of caressing gprang
p the slde of the horse, and placed
his paws upon the sulian’s knee, The
horse, wild with fear, snorted and
rearved, amd the sultan held him In
with & firm hand,  Those who saw
him, say that he was not In the lenst
disturbied,  He put his hand on the
Hon's head and stroked it. Then he
turned to the chief ofMcer of the
court and asked: “How many pounds
of meat are glven to thin lon dally ?"
The officer told him the quantity
“Let the llon have ten more pounds,”
sald his muajosty, and the heast, as (If
an actual petitlon had been granted,
withdrew from the horse's side and lay
down agaln, quite pacifled, “These
animuls,” gald the master of the horse,
“understand what {8 spoken, nithough
they have not the power of speech to
tell what they want” “Mashallah!®
gravely responded another,

The Qaeen's Gold Bpnon.

A eurlous  story Is told by Lady
Middleton of how one of Queen Vie-
tovia's smallest gold spoons was lost
and found, A lady attended a state
ball in a decss, the skirt of which was
arranged in perpendicular pleata In
front, stitched across at intervals, and
unknown to her, a gold teaspoon got
lodged at supper In one of these re-
ceptacles,  Of course there was one
#poun missing after the ball, and the
fact caused great perturbation to the
officlal  In  charge of the gold plate,
The next spring the ludy went to o
drawing-room in the dress she had
worn nl the state ball, and as she
bent low bLefore Her Majesty, the
pleats expanded, and the gold spoon
fell at the queen’s feet!

Fatal Dog and Badger Fight.

Badger-fighting I8 a sport that does
not seem to belong to this day and
generation of humanity to brutes, but
it Is still very popular among the peo-
ple who are called “southslders’ by
San Franelscans, In the carly morn-
ing when policemen are not vigllant
these sports quletly steal away to a
seantlly peopled suburh  and there
wiger thelr money on the prowess of
og or badger. The accompanying
pieture 1 made from a photograph
of d recont contest bhetween a famous
bull-dog culled Toughey and a badger
of more than ordinary slze and spirit,

The attendance nt the entertaining
and humanizing exhibition was large.
The contest continued for twenty min-
utes, with varying fortunes, Betting
was llvely, The contestants were
fighting in and out of a barrel and the
view obtainable by the majority of
the spectutors was not good, Most of
them could distinguish only a con-
fused mass of fying white aud black,
in which the bulldog was as hard to
locate as the badger. The claws of
the baidger and the naills of the ter-
rler could be heard seatching furlous-
Iy up and down the sldes of the bar-
rel, For a moment the dog would he
geen coming out with hls vietim and
ugain he would geem to weaken and
be drawn back.

Finully those nearest shouted that
the badger was dead. His teeth were
faxtened in his enemy’s shoulder, but
all the life had been shaken out of
him,

The backers had won and

dog's

they crowded around thelr favorite,
only to discover that he was dying of
his wounds,

HBadily Dissbled,

A writer in Harper's Drawer says
that a lawyer, having some papers to
be executed by an old Irlshwoman,
went to her house one morning for her
gignature, On his arrlval he requested
her to sign her name “here,” indicating
the spot., "Och,” sald she, with a
bland smile, “you sign It for me, for
gure, since | lost me glasses 1 ecan't
write.” “Well, how do you spell your
pame, Mra. B.7" “Martha, dear,” gh,
cried, “come here directly and shpell
meé name for the gintleman, for sure
since I lost me teeth I can't shpell q
“rd!l'

No Time,

A lank, awkward countryman pre-
sented himself at the clerk's desk in n
elty hotel, and after having a room ai-
slgned to him, Inquired at what hours
meals were served. “Breakfast from
seven to eleven, luncheon from aleven
to three, dinner from three to ecight,
supper from eight to twelve,” reci'el
the clerk, glibly. “Jerushy!" efacu.
lated the countryman, with bulging
eyes. “When am I a-going to git time
to sre the town?"




