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Zeme—

“Well, well,
duy.” siid
member how we quarreled

80 thia Iz New Year's
My, Spooner. “Do you re-
this day

one year ago?"’ |
“Remember! 1 think [ do!™ erled
hin wife, “Why, the cords were orders

ed when It happened, and 1 dido’t
know whether 1 could hnve your nnime
taken out and Dick's Inserted, In case |
I changed my mind.”

“In ease | changed my ming, yon
menn, dear, Btrange that | never sns-
pocted how much poor Dova cored for
me until that doay.”

“I'm sure she had concealed It very
woell—the wayv she rn after Dick, us
if he ever had eyves for anviesly bt
me!  He never tald Wls love, bt o wo-
man's Intultion was

“A synonsm of

vanity, denr, 0!
course, | couldn’t belp Knowing thiet
she cared for me when I met hier o
the boarding house portor, with her
eves full of tears, on the very morning
alfter you had told Merie, her dogrost
friend, that we were to be marcried in
a month.™ N .
“Humph, that girl woald opy ahout
anything: U've known her to ery whea
the villain In the play was Killed -as if
a villain could expect anything else In
the last act, But as goon as 1 saw Dick
that morning I knew that he knew it
Why, his necktie had slipped around
under one ear ond his volee, as h“l
wighed me a happy New Year, wus 80
#ad, that 1 felt gullty, though my con-
sclence told me that 1 had not encour- |

uged him.” |
“You've [cegotten how yon used to
praise the & ape of hils hewd.” |
“As If tha: meant anvthing! A girl

only pralses
when ghe eu

he shape of 8 man's hemwl
‘t find anything elze to
fiatter him  about, —it means no
more than it does when she tells a
small man that bhe resembles Napoleon,
But when 1 remembered that you had
once gone down on the flonr In your
new trousers to piek up Dora’s hand-
kerchief I knew that | hind been eruelly
deceived, So when you reproached me
about Dick, 1"

“1 remember how hadly T felt when
she replied to my New Year's greet-
fng with the remark that happiness
for her wos over forevor., Aud bofore |
1 could comfort her Miss Marle came
in and 1 conld only go eadly awny
without telling her that [ should al-
wiyst be a brothey to her”

mewmmmm

«easonable . Sayings.

The new leaf that very soldom gots
turned over Is the one in the diary,

Bome men claim thut they sea the
old year out and the new one in by
getting #o drunk that they can't see
anything

By New Year the sllver plating
wears off many a Christmas proesent,

A good beginning 18 nalf the battle
except in the case of keeping a diary.

The new date is as hard to remem-
boer as the new loaf

Even thougn the arctie  explarer
pever discovers the north pole he de- |
serves credit, for he always Keeps a
diary,

New Year gives us o chance to re-
ciprocate to those who anexpecivdly
gave us & present at Christmas,

Beelng the old year out puts a man
in a fit condition to swear off the nest
day.—N, Y. World,

The Netw Vear's Greeting.

“You look worrled, Brown,” sald
Worried! 1 shonld say 1 am, Bes
™ And he drew out of his over-
pocket a great bundle of state.
ta of accounts.
Tal hat" luughed Green, “you will
Christmas preseat te your wife,
muu. without counting the cost
The lines around Hrown's eves
wmtd god his mouth drooped sad-
!ﬂ’." he sald, “thats mot I, These
 for presents 1 made my wife."
¥, what are they for, then?”
Green, wonderingly,
[BLe presents my wlife

made

Nour Mirth.
g¢ to have so merry a
= you cannot have o

[ unti

“And poor Dick, 1 agked him if there
wis anviking [ could do for him; he
replied:  ‘Yes,' but just then the mald
cime 1o with a note for him, and he
snlil heWnust go at once—1 think he
wishied to be alone with his sorrow,
Then you came in, and, Instead of
gharing my pity for him, you accused
me of Nirting with him!"

“leer—don’t remember that,  But
wign't it odd that hefore | 16t you for-
ever, Miss Marle should come in and
tell us that Do and DIick were en-
gngml! I've often wonderesd how it
happened that they declded o conaole
each other”

“And so have .
now - perhiops

Why, here 1s Marie
et explaln,  8it
down, Marle, do. Tom and 1 are just
polng over old times, Do you romens-
ber last New Year's day, and

“Indeed | do, U've just beon to see
Dora, and she wos LiKing abont it
She and  Dick querreled last Now
Year's Eve about the date of thels
martioge, and almost parted forever

she

YSHE AND DICK QUARRELED."
'I‘Itcy think you both must have guess-

ed it. 1 remember that Tom was in
the parlor with Dora when [ ran in on
New Year's morning to tell her of your
engagement. She had been on  the
point of asking him to help her to
make up with Dick. And when she
told me about it, | wrote him a note
telling him that I belleved she would
forgive him If he came at onee, ‘That
note found him at your house, Irene,
where he hnd gone to ask your ald as
peacemaker, Odd, wasn't (12"

A Happy Nete YVear,

A happy New  Year!" low many
people reallze the meaning of  the
worids as they go about with this
ftamilinr greetiug wpon their lips? “1
wish you a huppy New Your!" Does
It not seem that the wish ecarrles a
blessing with it? And 1 believe it
does when spoken by friends whose
words ure always true and sincere.
For the benefit of those thoughtless
ones who never read between the 1lnes
let us annlyze this siguiflcant greeslng
T the frst place we wish our friend
bappiuess, and the next quesdon which
naturally suggests ftself is, what con
stitutes happiness? A little friend of
wine tells me that it s to eat all the
candy he wanis and not 1o go to hed
he wants to do so. Anothe
friend of more mature years sayvs tha!
she wounli be perfectly happy if she
had all the money she winted to speny
as she liked. Another deglres fame,
another social position. And s0 we
might go on asking and finding ou:
that almost every one has a different
definition for happlness,

It the young lad were allowed to
follow his own sweot will and surfeil
himself with sweets and lute hours, |
think the resnit wonld be anything hu!
happy. As for wealth, who can blame
nyone for wishing for all that one
wres to spend, and especlally 4 wom-
an to whom a separate locome is the
Xeeption vather than the rale. It s
the spending of It which decides the
happiness  or  unhappiness of  the
poesvdasor. 1 do not believe that any
one was ever really happy who used
wenlth merely o gratify selfish am-
bitlons

Fame, too, 1% a good thing to pos-
ess, but how many who have gained
this high pinnacle will tell you that
it brings happiness Sociel position 18
also something after which there Is
much striving, Yet when the coveted
place 8 reached It I8 8o often found
to be barren, und happiness has no
resting place there. Soclal  pesition
brings hoavy responsibilities with g,
and soclal dutiea ure hard and labori-
ous without the happy resnlts that
fallow lalgr lu more worthy causes,

It s¢ vln!, then, thut there must be
some special way to  happlnesas
easily found, 'There s,
enough to be seen by all who care
to follow Its whiding way. Wiser
Heads than ming found oul long ngo
that only In trylng to make

not
but it s easy

others

wish come triue;, and for this reason
the words should never be spoken Idiy,
or used as a mere matter of form. On
the other hand, to be sincere in the
greeting and to do what the words Im-
ply, I8 certain to bring happiness to
ail.

And now, let us go on to the next
word in the analyvsis, “new."

Everybody ket new things, \4
lrss no exception may be made to
the so-called “‘nos woman."” Now
gowns, new bonnets, new personal be-
longlogs of all sorts appeal especlally
to women., While “clothes do not make
the person,'” every one has learned
that appearance fu this world goes a
long way toward success. Under the
ingpiration of Knowing that one I8
well-dressed often one has done his
hest and the Key note of success has
been touched, Tt I8 human  nature
that womankind should love pretty
new dresses, new bonnets and dainty
surrounding, o let no one accuse her
of vanlty for desiring them.

New ldeng are sought after hy the
phitosopher; new conditions by the
aclentist; new inventions by the In-
ventor,  Bditors engerly examine new
matier; and that which is truly origin-
al or opens o new fleld of thought s
never found “"unavallable” no matter
how poorly it may be written.

There fa a constant hunt going on
for something new to further stimu-
Inte the energles, ambitlons and le-
alres of the world's people: and never
wiad this craving so apparent as now
when we are cloxing the nlneteenth
entury, Evorvone seoms to feel that
we are on the verge of A new era
which in spite of the Inventions of the
pust I8 to e the most wonder produc-
Ing perfod In the world'a progress, If
the inhabltants of Mara continue to
dgnal us, as has hren stated, who
knows but what some shrewd, enter-
prising Yankee wiil put on his think-
Ing cap, bulld a fiying machine that
will overcome all atmospheric con-
Htiona and go salllug over to e
nlanet one of these coming days?
Perhaps the North Pole will be dis-
overed In the same way, although
why 80 many people will risk life and
wroperty to find a spot that ls almos:
oftnin to contaln nothing that will
sustain life or hope, can only be lald

new,

It I8 to be hopeéd, however, that
while these greater thinges are going
m, some one may invent an automatic
sarvant that will get vp in the morn-
ng without being called, never let the
fires go out, wash our best china with-
out breaking it, and, from the very
ninture of the invention, cannot ““talk
hack” when we huppen to go into the
kitehen and scold a lttle—Household
Realm,

The Annual Greeting.,

“A Happy New Year to you!" This
ia the greeting which will be heard
on every side as we cross the thres-
hold of the new year. It has become
a custom to repeat it. In many cases
it has little meaning, and s nothing
wore than an empty compliment or an
{dle wish. How much do you mean by
it? It is very ensy to repeat the forme-
ila, It Is a very simple matter Lo buy
1 New Year's card and enclose it in
o envelope. But when you gend this
reeting, or speak it, do you regard
it as 4 pledge or promise that you will
do nothing to make the reciplent of
it unhappy, and that you will do all
in your power to relleve his anxloties
and bring gladness to his heart?—
Baptist Union.

Crowned evermore In endless light she
Briets
The New Year's dawn,
While we, with heads bowed low and
dull heartbeats,
Live sadly on,

Visions too grandly bright for mortal
gaze,
To her unfold
Blossoms each noble desd of earthly
days,
In beauty's mold.

The glory of our Lord her eyes have
seen,
With undimmed sight,
Safe In His presence dear, she dwells
serene
And knows no night.

She clasps the hands of loved ones
waiting there
On Heaven's shore,
With them ghe treads those strects so
wondrous fair,
In rapture o'er,

In glad surprise, joyous and pure and
{ree,
Her sonl &n blest,
Solves the deep mysatery of eternity
And perfect rest.
—Isabel L. Bowrdman, In N, Y, Ob
BOFVer,

Merely an Official Form.

happy I8 real happiness ever
for onesclf.

8o In wishing our friends a happy
New Yenr, we really obligate ourselves

galred

—~Clhileago Tribune,

to do all thut we can to make the

He wished me a happy New Year;
| The words would have tickled me,
but
| 1 knew from his bearlng austere
l 1 wie booked for a salary cut
—Chlcago Record

o their insatinte greed for sumelhlns@u ueaed Arthar Farnum,
il

THERE IS NO DEATH.

Tha munlight glitters Wesn and bright,

Where, miles away

Lilas stretehing to my dazgled sight

A lunminous belt, n misiy Nght,

Bayond the diurk pine Dluffs wnd wastes
of sundy gray. -

The tremulous shadow of the scal

Agulnst its growund

0OF sivery Hght, rock, K and tres,

HUIl om & pletare, clear and froe

With varying outline mark
for miles around,

the const

I deaw o freer breath

Like all 1 wow

Wiaves in the

Blenm

Of won birds In the slanting beam

And far off sails which 1t belore
south wind free.

I poem

sun-—the while winged

the

B0 when time's vell shnll fall asunder
The =oul mey know
No fearful ehianve, nor sudden wonder,
Nor sink the welight of mvsiery andey
But with the npward rise, and with the |
VAl oss giow, |

And all we shrink from now may seem

No new revenllng:
Familinrg o= our ohilldhondd's styeim,
or pleasant memory of o droam |

The loved and eherished past wpon the
new Ife slenling
John Greon)

In Locust Tima,

nY ELIZALETH M. GILMER.
fCnpyrighe, Linlly #tory Pub, (o)
“You will starve,” sald my aunt,
with melnncholy convicetion,

“I love him," 1 repited, frrelevantly

IRLLE

“Love," olbdervad oy sunt,  phillo-
sopitically, “is an admirable sauge, |
Lt a poor substituie lor the main

dish o of 1ile,™
“I love him' | repeated, as if that
ro the only argument that mattered

Pufortunately.” aald my aunt,
“ene can’t Hve on love, no maoatter
how limitable. It isn't legal tender

sith the butcher and balker and van-
diestick maker.”

“Yet it's the oniy coin that will buy

hapoliaees,” 1 annwered, soltly,
“He's nothing but a puor artiat,”
my aunt added disparagingiy.

“He had a pletare hung on the line
at the exhibition lust spring,” 1 put
in hopefully,

“1 wish he had been hanged him-
elf,” exclaimed my aunt with vicious
CHOTRY.
It wasn't the firat time that we had
Indeed, for |
v past three month:—ever since |
Tl eiected o "Ltirow vself away on
a ponniiess art!st,'” as my aunt put it |

it sremed to me that we had coan-
versed on no other tople. My annt
vois sixty, and 1 was twenty, and In
the two scote years betwoen us luy all
that life had taught her, and that 1
had still to learn, To me, for nstance,
Lde without love was life rebbed of all
ihe glory that made it worth living,
while she elung tennclously to the he-
Hef that one could get on very com-
ortahly without love, provided one's
cstablisbment was beyvond  criticism,
and oue's frocks from Parls,

Yeor, in spite of all her worldliness,
my aunt had been all that was Kind
and tender to me. She had glven me

' time

golden-haired Lorelel toq;munnn

with & nimbue about my head. Some
of those pletures are In famous col-
lectdons now, but In those days few
people found thelr way up the steep
atudio stairs, where we sat anxlously
listening for the footsteps of the buy-
ers who never came.

Then Arthwesfell (i1, and cheap and
inexpensive as our living bhad been,
that little was more than we could
afford, Plece by plece the guaint old
furniture and the bric-a<brac¢ and the
souvenirs of his old student days In
Parls went to the auctlon room, and
I endured dally that Gethsemane of
the woman who seeg the man she
loves losing hope, and courage, and
faith in himself,

“Poor little girl,” he would say, fol-
lowing me about the room with his
grent gombre eyes, “to think I have
brought yon to this,” and when 1 as-
sured him passtonately that 1 would
rather stafve with him than feast with
another, he only answered me with
a wan smile, sadder than any tears.

At lagt the doctor sald that he must
have change of alr, and then It wus
I bethought me of my long-forgotten
southern inheritance, Poor us It was,
it wonld ai leust tnrnish us a shelter
und the warm winds that 1 prayed
wight woo Arthur vack to  health.
The first tender green of the spring-

He painted his tumous picture
“Saring "
was Just begining to carpet the
land when we went to {t, and In that

miracle not even the rambling old
house, with its falling pillars and
weed-choked drives could seem any-
thing but beautiful,

It had been a stately old colonial
manston in its palmy days, known far
and wide as “The Locusts,” from the
treva that lined (ts broad avenues and
| formed @ grove about the house.
Long neglected and unpruned young
sapplings had sprung up everywhere,
encroaching year by year upon the un-
tilled aeres until the house stood vir-
tually In the miast of a vast locust
thicket, It wgs now In full bloom,
and from every twig depended great

all the affection and the only howme |
had ever known. My parents bad
uied when | was a mere baby., My
two slsiers, much older than myself,
were married to grasping and selligh
men, who, In the divigion of my fath-
er's small estate, had ruthlessly pos-
segsod themselves of the lion's share,
leaving to ne nothing but the old
homestead, a tumble-down old South-
ern mension house, surrounded by

few poor acres. 1 must have been
forlorn, indeed, but that niy  aunt,
truck with the tawny pgold of my

hair and a certaln childish gracoe, took
a fancy to me,
to her rich Northern home, where 1
grew up surrounded by every juxury
that wealth and generosity could give,
If ahe looked for me to make a wealthy

wnd beilliant mascl, and ke my
place In that fashlonable soclely so
dogr to her own ambltious heart, |t

Wds uol unnalural, por more than she

fondlult 1

“1 love him,” T replied lrrelevantly

hind a rvight to expect, 1 was pas-
slonately grateful to her, and grieved
at the thought of disappointing her,
and yet—and yet, what else could |
do? Love had called me, and where
it led 1 conld but tollow,

So one day [ kissed my aunt o tear-
ful good-bye, nnd Arthur and 1 slipped
away to the little chureh around the
corner, and were guietly married, and
went to live in the studlo, where we
s'ept In beds that did duty as Turk-
lsh couches by day, and cooked our
moraiug chop over a gas lamp that
masqueraded as a Pompeinn vuse, and
wo wmnde acquointance  with  queer
Pohomian restauranis, and were as lo-
conssquently bappy us love and youth
coulld wake ua.

Arthur woirked away like mad that
winter. and 1 would bring my sowing
in, and glt beside him, when I wasn't
posing (4 him. He useghto say that
myv lhplggwes a color study, and he
pulntedf®e as cvopptiisg from @

o
DF Cil
nform.
oL "
Ne

und coarried me back |

ANowy plumes, that waved In the soft
spring breeze and made the alr heavy
l with thelr perfume.

From the moment of our arrival
| Arthur began to improve, and it wus
| while e was in the first flush of re-
| turning health and happiness that he
painted his famous pleture, “Spring,”’
| and into it he gomehow put some of
that rlotons foy In mers lHving we all
feel when we have been down to the
doors of death, and are recovering, and
every breath brings with it the thrill
of revurning strenzth, The plcture
wis very simple. Just the figure of a
woman standing amildst the tender
. green of the trees, with upstretched
arms, and all about her the white,
white rain of locust blooms, and on
her face the Ineffable glory of youth
and love—that look that never comes
but onee in w  lifetime, when the
| springtime of the heart meets the
upringtime of the yeur,

When the plcture was done Arthur
csent 1L to the exposition, where, ns
you remember, it was the sensation of
the year and sold for what gseemed to
us a little fortune. Better still, it at-
tracted the attention of an old college
friend of whom Arthur had lost sight,
and who, coming South on business,
dropped off to make us a little vialt,
He was a shrewd map of affairs, and
when he saw our locust thicket, he
falrly gosped witn surprise,

“It Is a little gold mine,” he sald,
“where did you get it?” and 1 told him
uf how the worthlese old acres had
been allotted me In the division
of the family estate, when | was a
baby and had no one to look out for
my Interests, and how they had been
left to grow up as they would,

“Well,” he suld, with a grim smile,
“the wicked sisiers don't always suc-
veed in doipg Cinderells, you may re-
member, after all, and your barren
gores have grown into a fortune,” and
s indeed they had. Our business
friend gold our locust forest to a rall-
roand®confiny, and we have long been
back In the city, where we have a
charwing home, and where Arthur s
winning the recognition his talent de-
serves,

He i8 now engaged In paluting my
aunt's portrait, and that—from my
gunt—1is equivalent to & melodramatic
blessing, with tears.

“oood Rellglous Bible”

An old sghell-back sallor, ineapaci-
wuted for sea duty by age and long
years of rough service, was recently
appointed sexton of the chapel at the
| Naval Academy. 'The bureau of equip-
| ment and supplies at the navy depart-
: ment in Washington furnishes books

ns well as coal and “salt horse” to the

stilors, and the new sexton applied

there for a Bible. There were plonty
| of them In the pews of the chapel, but

he wanted one for his personal use,

and specifiad In his applicason that

it shounld be “a good religious Blbie.”
1 —Corvespondence Chicago Record,

SCRAMBLE Fa DIAMOUNDD

tiems Thrown Awny by na  Albsaw
Minded Desler.

“Have you got any of thore dine
monds?" la the question of the houy
in Birmingham. Some 800 preciouf
stones have been shared out by lucky
prospectors in Vittorla street, and the
soarch still continues, says the London
Fxpress, It happened in this wise:
In a At of abstvaction John Davig
member of a firm of diamomnd men
chants, while walking down Vittoria
gtreet an a recent morning, pulled an
old envelope out of his pocket and
commenced to tear It up, When he
reached the last section the terrible
fact dawned upon him that 1t was the
envelope in which were some 1,500
small diamonds, valuied at £100, and
that he had been sowing these broad-
cast over a publle thoroughfare. The
news spread with lghtning-like rapld-
ity. Shopkeepors locked up and came
to the more luerative ovccupation of
pleking up dinmonds, while for a mila
around an errand boy at his ordinary
work was a phenomenon. Such a
seraplog of the street with knlves and
aticks had never been seon. As |t
happened, most of the lost stones went
down the cellar gratings of a Jeweler's
shop. Ingenlous youths fished for
them with a plese of soap attached to
a stick and reeled in three prizes at a
time. Otherg sat in the gutter sort-
Ing an anxiously guarded handful of
divt, Stlll the crowd grew, At ono
period over 1,600 lads were to be seen
hard at work. From noon to seven
o'clock the street was nearly blocked.
When night fell candles, lamps and
Ianterns were brought to aid the inde-
fatigable hunters for (reasure trove,
and the scene presented conld oniy
have been done Justiee by Hogarth
About half the dinmonds have found
thelr way back to thelr rightful owner
sSome were sold to a shopkecper and
the rest, like the graves of a house-
hold, are zcattered far and wide, Dia-
mond pins will shortly be fashionable
In Birmingham.

PRAIRIE DOGS,

They Have Had Thelr Day on che Plalns
of the Far Went.

Passengers on the “Q” systemm who
huve ridden the better part of a day
through western Nebraska and easts
ern Colorado will remember the prairie
dog. He is mumerous In that section
of the country, He llves in viliages
and the villages are as cloge together
as the villages of certain parts of Enr-
ope, suys the Des Moines News. Buat
the prairie dog has had his day. Tin
agricultural department says he must
go, Mr. Wilzgon has decided that the
dogs kill the grass and ruin good graz-
Ing land, “Tama Jim" has little of ths
love of picturesqueness in his make:
up. He is eminently practical and his
philanthropy is of the type which
secks (o make two blades of grass grow
Instead of one, Therefore he proposcs
to relegnte the prairie dog to the pic
ture books and to the stuffed specimens
of the musenm along with the buffalo
Mr. Wilson's chemists have discovered
a mixture that will make whole vil-
Inges fight for the first bite, but which
at the lust biteth Hke a serpent and
stingeth lke an adder, Under its iu
fluence the hole that knows the prairvic
dog will know It no more forever, The
frisky, nervous, barking little beast
will join the Innumerable earavan o
prairie dogs who have gone beforae
There will be more grasge when the
prairvie dog is gone, and therefors mors
cattle,  There wili bhe less break
ing of the lege of cowboys' ponies and
the rattlesunke will llve alone (n the
hole until the summons come to hiw
also,

THE ANOA.
Dwarf Cattle of Orlobes Are No Longer
Than Ordinary Sheop.

Celebes has the distinetion of being
the home of the smallest living repre-
sentative of the wild cattle, or, in-
deed, of the wild cattle of an¥ periol
of the earth’s history, for no group
appears to be known to sclence. An
idea of three extremely diminutive pro-
portions of the anoa, or sapi-utan, as
the animal in question is respectively
called by the Inhabltants of Celehes
and the Malays, may be galned when
It Is stated that its helght at the shoul-
der {8 only about 3 feet 3 Inches,
whereas that of the great Indian wild
OX, or guar, is at least 6 feot 4 Inches,
and may, according to some writers,
reach as much as 7 feet, In fact, the
anoa I8 really not much, if at all,
larger than a well-grown South Down
sheep and scarcely exceedsa in this re-
spect the little domesticated Braminl
cattle shown a few years ago at the
Indian exhibition held at Earl's Court,
The anoa bas many of the characters
of the large Indian buffalo, but |ts
horns are relatively shorter, less
curved and more upright. In this, as
well as in certaln other respects, it
Is more like the young than the adul!
of the last-named species, and as
young animals frequently are gradual-
Iy lost as maturity s approached It
would be a natural supposition that
the anoa I8 a primitive type of buffalo.
~Fromn Knowledge,

What Can You Expect?

There was a bargaln sule of gloves
in one of the up-town slores the other
day. Onpe woman who had consldered
herself fortunate In being in the front
rank in the bargain counter rush was
much disgruntled when she reached
heme to find that both gloves wers
for the same hand. Bhe took them
back and explained. UWhat can you
expect at such a 7 asked the
girl of whom the ase had boen
made, in  a deprecatory u.1—z\}.¢'
York Times,
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