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“Well, well,
day,"” said Mr, Spooner.
member how we
one year ago?"

“Do you re-

“Remember! 1 think I do!" cried
his wife. “Why, the cards were order-
ed when It happened, and I didn't

know whether I could have your name
taken out and Dick’s inserted, In case
I changed my mind."

“In case I changed my mind, Yyou
mean, dear. Strange that I never sus-
pected how much poor Dora cared for
me until that day."

“I'm sure she had concealed It very
well—the way she ran after Dick, as
if he ever had eyes for anybody but
me! He never told his love, but & wo-
man's Intuition was—"

“A synonym of vanity, dear, Of
courge, I couldn’t help knowing that
she cared for me when I met her in
the boarding house parlor, with her
eyes full of tears, on the very morning
after you had told Marle, her dearest
friend, that we were to be married in
a month.”

“Humph, that girl would ery about
anything; I've known her to cry when
the villain in the play was killed—as i
a villain could expect anything else in
the last act, But ns soon as I saw Dick
that morning I knew that he knew It,
Why, his necktie had slipped around
under one ear and his volce, as he
wished me a happy New Year, was so
gad, that 1 felt gullty, though my con-
selence told me that I had not encour-
aged him,"

“You've forgotten how you used to
praise the shape of hils head.”
“As If that meant anything! A girl

only pralses the shape of a man's head
when she can't find anything else to
flatter him about. It—it means no
more than it does when she tells a
small man that he resembles Napoleon,
But when I remembered that you had
once gone down on the floor in your
new trousers to pick up Dora's hand-
lerchief T knew that I had been cruelly
deceived, So when you reproached me
about Dick, 1-—"

“I remember how badly I felt when
ghe replied to my New Year's greet-
ing with the remark that happiness
for her was over forever. And before
I could comfort her Miss Marie came
in and I could only go sadly away
without telling her that I should al-

| ways ba a brother to her."
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easonable Sayings.

The new leaf that very soldom gets
turned over is the one in the diary.

Some men claim that they =gee the
old year out and the new one in by
getting so drunk that they can't see
anything.

By New Year the silver plating
wears off many a Christmas present.

A good beginning 18 nalf the ba‘tle
except in the case of keeplng a diary.

The new date is as hard to remem-
ber as the new leaf.

KEven thougn the arctic explorer
never discovers the north pole he de-
serves credit, for he always keeps a
diary,

New Year gives us a chance to re-
c¢iprocate to those who unexpectedly
gave us a present at Christmas,

Seeing the old year out puts a man
in a it condition to swear off the next
day.—N. Y, World.

The Netw Year's Greeting.

“You look worrled, Brown," sald
Green,

“Worrled! 1 should say I am, Seo
those?” And he drew out of his over-

coat pocket a great bundle of state-
ments of accounts,

“Ha! ha!" laughed Green, “you will
make Christmas present to your wife,
will you, withont counting the cost
first?"” The lines around Brown's eyes
deepened and his mouth drooped sal-
ly. “No,” he sald, "that's not it. These
are not for presents 1 made my wife.”

“Why, what are they for, then?”
naked Green, wonderingly.

“For the presents my
me, "

And the men shook hands in tender
sympathy.—Detroit Free Press,

wife made

Save Vour Mirth.
It 18 not wise to have s0 merry a
irlatmas that you cannot
APy New Year,—Chleago Tribune.

have a |

so this Is New Year's |

quarreled this day |

“And poor Dick, 1 asked him If there
wag anvthing I could do for him; he
reglied: ‘Yes,' but just then the maid
came In with a note for him, and he
gaid he must go at once—I think he

‘ished to be alone with his sorrow.
Then you came fin, and, Instead of
sharing my pity for him, you accused
me of flirting with him!"

“I—er—don't remember that, But
wasn't it odd that before 1 left you for-
over, Miss Marie should come in and
tell us that Dora and Dick were en-
gaged! I've often wondered how it
happened that they decided to console
each other."

“And so have [. 'Why, here Is Marle
now—perhaps she can explain, 8it
down, Marie, do. Tom and I are Just
golng over old times, Do you remems-
ber last New Year's day, and—"

“Indeed I do. T1've just been to see
Dora, and she was talking about it
She and Dick guarreled last New
Year's Hve about the date of their
marriage, and almost parted forever,

“SHE AND DICK QUARRELED."
They think you both must have guess.

ed it. 1 remember that Tom was in
the parlor with Dore when I 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, I wrote him a note
telling him that I believed she would
forgive him if he came at once. That
note found him at your house, Irene,
where he had gone to ask your aid as
peacemaker, Odd, wasn't it?"

A Happy Nets Year.

A happy New Year!" How
people realize the meaning of
words as they go about with
familiar greeting upon their lips?
wish you a happy New Year!"
it not seem that the wish
bleasing with it? And 1 believe it
does when spoken by friends whose

words are always true and sincere.
For the benefit of those thoughtless
ones who never read between the lines,
let us analyze this significant greeting,
In the first place we wish our friends
happiness, and the next question which
naturally suggests itself is, what con-
stitutes happiness? A little friend of
mine tells me that it is to eat all the
candy he wants and not to go to bed
until he wanuts to do so. Anocther
friend of more mature years says that
she would be perfectly happy If she
had all the money she wanted to spend

many
the
this
1
Dozy
carries n

as she liked. Another desires fame,
another social pesition. And sa we
might go on asking and finding out

that almost every one hns a different
definition for happlncess.

If the voung lad wera allowed to
fallow his own sweet will and surfeit
himeelf with sweets nnd late hours, 1
think the result would be anything but
happy. As for wea!lth, who ean blame
anyene for wishing for all that one
cares to spend, and especlally a wom-
an to whom a separate income s the
exception rather than the rule, It is
the gpending of it which decides the
happiness or unhappiness of the
noesseszor. 1 do not believa that any
ong was ever really happy who used

wealth merely to gratify selflsh am-
bitions
Fame, too, is a good thing to pos

sess, but how many who have galned
this high pinpacle will tell yon that
it brings happiness Soclal position is
also something after which there Is
much striving. Yet when the coveted
place is rerched it {8 so often found
to barren, and happiness has no
resting place there, Sovial p witlon
prings heavy responsibilities with It
and social duties are hard and laborl-
ous without the happy rvesuits that
follow labor in more worthy causes

It seems, then, that there must be
some speclal way to happiness not
paslly found, There Is, but It 5 easy
epough to be seen by all who
to follow its winding way.
beads than mine found out
only In trying to make
huppy Is real happiness ever
for poesell.

g0 in wishing our friends a happy
itew Year, we really obligate pur:elves
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to do all that we can to make Lbe

wish come true; and for this reason
the words ghould raver be spoken 1dly,
or used na & peere matter of form. On
the other haad, to be sincere In the
greoting and to do what the words im-
ply, la certaln to bring happiness to
all,

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

Everybody llkes new things, un-
leas an exception may be made to
the so-called “new woman" New

gowns, new bhonnets, new personal be-
longings of all sorts appeal especially
to women. Whila “clothes do not make
the person,” every one has learned
that appearance in this world goes a
long way toward success, Under the
inspiration of knowing that one I8
well-dressed often one has dona his
best and the key note of guccess has
been touched. It I8 human nature
that womankind should love pretty
new dreeses, new bonnets and dainty
surrounding, 89 let no one accuse her
aof vanity for desiring them.

New idens are sought after by the
philesopher; new conditions by the
selentist; new inventions by the in-
ventor. Bditors eagerly examine new
matter; and that which is truly orlgin-
al or opens n new fleld of thought s
nover found “unavallable” no matter
how poorly it may be written,

There ia a constaut Lunt going on
for something new to further stimu-
late the energies, nmbitions and de-
sires of the world's people; and never
was this craving so apparent as now
when we are closing the nineteenth
century., Bvervone seems to feel that
wa are on the verge of a new era
which In splte of the inventions of the
past 1s to be the most wonder produc-
ing period in the world’s progress. If
the inhabitants of Mars contlnue to
signal us, ns has been stated, who
knows but what some shrewd, enter-
priging Yankee will put on his think-
ing cap, bulld a {lying machine that

will overcome all atmospherle con-
ditlons and go sailing over to the
planet one of these coming days?

Ferhaps the North Pole wiil be dis-
covered In the same way, although
why so many people will risk life and
property to flnd a spot that Is almost
certain to contain nothing that will
suetnin life or hope, can only be laldl
to thelr insatiate groed for something
new,

It 18 to be hoped, however, that
while these greater things are going
on, some one may invent an automatie
servant that will get up in the morn-
ing without belng called, never let the
fires go out, wash our beat china with-
out breaking It, and, from the veg’
nature of the invention, cannot “talk
baeck” when we happen to go into the
kitehen and scold a little—Household
Realm,

The _Annual Greeting.

“A Happy New Year to you!" This
ig 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 is nothing
more than an empty compliment or an
fdle wish, How much do you mean by
it? It is very easy to repeat the form-
ula. It is a very simple matter to buy
a New Year's card and enclose it in
an eavelope, But when you send this
greeting, or speak it, do you regard
it 28 a pledge or promise that you will
do mothing to make the recipient of
it unhappy, and that you will do all
in your power to relieve his anxleties
and bring gladness to his heart?—

Baptist Union.

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

Vislons too grandly bright for mortal
gaze,
To her unfold
Rlossoms each noble deed of earthly
ays,
In beonuty's mold,

The glory of our Lord her eyes have
geen,
With undimmed sight,
dafe In His presence dear, she dwells
sorene
And knows no night.
| She clasps the hands of loved ones

Wieair |

|

walting there
On Heaven's shore,
With them she treads those streets so
wondrous falr,
In rapture o'er.

In glad surprize, joyous and pure and
[ree,
Her sonl 80 blest,
the deep mystery
And perfect rest,
Isabel 1. Boardman, in N.
gerver,

Bolves of eternity

Y. Ob-

Merely an Official Form.
He wished me o happy New Year;
The words would have tickled me,
but
| knew from his bearing austers
I was bouked for a salary eut,
—Chicago Record.
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CHMAPTER XI-—(Continuad,)

No ons over knew what passed In
that interview., Harvey Dbriefly told
his wife he had begged for forgiveness
and galned it, but the old relatlons
between Gladys and  himeelt  would
never ronawed—she wna through
with the lite of which he had been a
part. When Helon threw hersell In
His arms In n passton of grief for hav-
ing done him hurt while striving only
for his bonefit, he Kissed her sadly, 1t
wag nll n mistake, he sald; he had
been the more culpable of the two
Together they would take up 1ife un-
der the new conditions, never allud-
ing to the errora of the pasl

He was very kind, very gentle; but
there was that in his manner and look
which told her Harvey, the boy, was
dead, to mnke way for the grave, al-
most stern man who henceforth walk-
od by her side through life, alfoction-
ate and truo, yvet with tho ineffable
quality that tinges the humblest mar-

ho

rlage with romance forever stricken
from his love,
Within a yegr after her departure

Gladys wins married to a man slightly
her junicr, whoss wealth donbled hers,
Her beanty and vivacity made hev the
center of a wide soclal circle, and hay-
ing baen shut away from eity plens-
ures go long she enjoyeid them now
with childiike enthusinsm. Engrossed
in a bewlldering happy present the
past became to her a dream, and alter
the arrival of her first child, o half
forgotten one.

The house in Rockville was sold,
and long years passed before she agaln
gaw Hurvey. In the careworn nan
with gtooping shoulders sghe found it
difeult to recognize her once hand-
gome boy. He was only forty, bt
life had gone hard with him. There
were many mouths to feed at home,
and all Helen's thrift could not make
one dollar do more than the work of
LwWo.

Long ago Gladys had wholly forgot-
gotten hor grievances, bhut not the af-
foction for which she had eacrificed
g0 much. RBven now, thongh she had
many sons of her own, she loved her
unfortunate boy too well to allow him
to endure anything approaching pri-
vation, and with her hushand's sgsist-
ance secured to Harvey an annuity
sufficient to pluce him and his family
well above need. Phebe, an old wom-
an then, grumbled when the news
was told her; but really she was
pleased; even her anger could not en-
dure forever. And Harvey had been
her boy as well as Gladys'

So all were in their way happy and
content—all but one, It is hard for
the covetous soul to come near to for-
tune yet never grasp it; and even
when better days had dawned, and
want was forever set at bay, the bit-
ter knowledge that she had doomed
her husband to a struggle with pov-
erty that robbed him of youth and
hope and ambition was with Helen
Atherton all the days of her 1ife,

(The End.)
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There is no need to mention the
name of his regiment here. That is a
secret that belongs to the army alone.
Suffice It to say that his comrades are
proud of his name.

He should never have entered the
army at all, much less a hard riding
cavalry regiment which had a reputa-
tion to sustain by a yearly tribute of
broken necks and collar bones,

Hls proper vocation was that of a
linen draper's assistant, and he had
filled that occupation very satisfoclory
till one evil day he had fallen in love
with a girl, a silly, shallow girl, at
whonm no practical man or boy would
have taken a second look.

He adored her, and she adored sol-
dlers, In thelr walks abroad she would
direct his steps toward the Horse
guarids or Wellington barracks, that
she might gaze in admiration at the
fine, vtrapping soldiers who were to
be seen there, and every time she
pinched his arm and excluimed; “Oh,
Jack, lonk at that lovely soldier!™ his
heart gave him a pang at the thought
that he was only a drapoer's assistant,
with nothilng in common with the
military but the handling of red cloth!
He was o dreanmer by nature, and fall-
ing in love did not lessen his weak-
ness In this direction. Dreaming 13
pardonable in a poet, hut an unpardon-
ahle crime In o linen draper’s assisi-
ant, und as he stood at his counter his
mind was far away from his work. In-
gtead of lstening to the “"Forward!™
of the shopwalker he could only hear
the short-flung word of command and
the blare of the bugles that sounded
through his dreams; wherefore it was
not long before he came into confilct
with hls practical chief, A few sharp
words passed. He threw up in thres
geconds a position It had tuken gix
years of hard, unremitting labor to at
tain, Then he enlisted.

He galned his title on his first dls-
play in the riding school, where, after
a short ride on the neck of the riding
master's pet buck jumper, he turned
deathly pale and cried alowd that he
might be allowed to dismount.

The horse at onoce gratified his deslre
by throwing him on to the tan, where
he lay trembling in every limb, much
to the diversion of a ¢ouple of rough
riders who were standing by. They
were qulek to Inform thelr respective
squadrons, and, his former occupation

all Others
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being known, he was promptly chifse
tened White Feather,

In those dark days it was the jo:
of the more hardy recrults 1o take him
aslde solemnly and reguest the serviee
»f three-ponce thres farthings worth
of white feathers. Any morsel
down or fluff that might foat (nto the
berracks was promptly eapiured nnd
presented (o him with due ceremaonios
by Trumpeter Pipes, the low comedian
of the regiment.

The older men forbore to join in
with these somewhat tiring repetitions

ol

of a stale joko. They remembered
their own experiences in the riding
school and  recognized that White

Feather was a qulet and Inoffensive
fellow, devold of the impudence and
bad manners pecullar to recrults and
respectful and helpful to his senlors,

The sergeant instructor, too, afteér a

time took a faney to hifs timid reerult,
and took extra trouble to teach him
how to keep his heols ont, his hands
down and hig head up.
"I've made smart cavalrymen out o
bigger duffers than you,” he used to
remark  encouragingly ns he Nickel
White Feather's horse Into a canter,
“and 'l make a rider o you, or I'll
break your neck!” White Feather's
neck remalned unbroken so it Is to be
presumed that the sergeant Instructor
fulfilled his word.

Presently he began to loge the hang-
dog look of suppressed terror  with
which he bhad been nccustomed lo en-
ter the riding school and to acquire
the casy swagger of o cavalryman, His
¢hest, contracted Ly long hours at the
counter, developed under healthy train-
ing. Fresh ale and  much  exerclge
helped White Feather's development,
which had been sndly retarded by the
heavy, gas-lnden atmosphere In which
he had lived. His nerves acquired tone,
and he learned to take a tumble now
and then as a matter of course and to
fire his carbine without shutting his
evea and hlanching at the explosion of
the cartridge.

“Blow me, if e len't going to shape
into a man at last!" guoth the ser-
geant instructor.

Then o great blow fell upon him. He
recelved one morning a letter from
the girl to tell him thut she had given
him up in favor of a shopwalker who
had expectations of belng et up in
business by his father, She admitted
that she had adored soldiers and that
she had caused him to enler the
army for her sake, But she had
omitted to state that the soldiers she
ndored wers soldlers who possessed the
Queen's commisslon and who wore
glars instend of a worsted stripe.

If poor White Feather was a physi-
cal coward, he was a moral hero. There
I8 no chance of a display of feeling in
g barrack room so, like the Spartan
boy of old, he hugged his trouble to
him, slipping the cheap little engage-
ment ring with which he had sealed
his troth into hig pocket without o
slgn beyond the twitching of his white
lips. Then he lit his pipe with the
letter, not out of contempt, but because
there Is lttle privacy accorded in the
correspondence that comes to the bar-
rack room, and a private soldler Is not
provided with a desk whereln to Keap
his faded flowers and other sentimen-
tal tokens of the past,

The blow was a very heavy one, for
White Feather was without the worlid-
Iy knowledge that should have told
him long sinee that he had fixed his
affections upon a vulgar, selfish and
brainless flirt, and he still believed in
her,

For her sake he had learned to over-
come his physical cownrdiee, He haid
dreamed of & poggible commission In
the dim future and had rejoleed in the
recently acquired promotion as a step
toward her,

For her sake, too, he received the
news cheerfully when the worid passed
through the barracks that the regil-
ment was ordered to South Afrlea to
meet the Boers, He knew that he was
by nature a coward, but for the mem-
ory of her he swore an ogth to him-

gelf to do hig duty without sparing
himself in the coming Aght.
L] - L] - L] * »

ook 'ere, old chap, we aln’t going
to eull you White Feather no more!"
gald Trumpeter Pipes as they lay to-
gother behind the shelter of a large
bowlder, aguinst the face of which the
Boer pattoring ke a
heavy rain.

1o full sight of the whole army their
squadron had crossed the Boer front
amid a hall of bullets which had
brought 20 men to earth.

White Feather's horse had been shot
under him, and, at the risk of his life,
he had carried the wounded trumpeter
into the shelter of the bhowlders. He
wag unhurt, bhut trembled In every limb
from fear and great exertion,

From between two  bowlders he
peeped out and saw, amid the bodles
of men and horses that lttered the
plain, & wounded man crawling on his
hands nand knees amid a spatter of
| bullets that were kicking puffs of dust
from the dry earth all around him,

It was his captain,

White Feather watched him for a
moment: then he saw him stop, and
e down on his side despairingly. He
| could crawl no more,

1 will, for her sake!™ He murmured
bhetween his clenched teeth, and, rising
|I|'i*m the shelter of the rock, he faced
the hall of death that putiered to the
earth around him.

As he walked into the open a falnt
cheer remched his ears from the Brit-

i ish troops half a mile bebhind him, The

bullets  were

e

Royal artillery backted him with a
ahrieking Mght of shraphel, which
whistled for a moment overhend, then
burst over the Boer lines a quarter of
A mile away In a shower of bullets
that for a moment guelled the storm
around him.

He reached the wounded man, 1ifted
him on His back and relurned step by

atep to where Trumpeter Plpes lay
hidden,
The trumpeter pave him a faint

“Bravo!” as he staggered and fell with
his burden into-the kindly shelter of
the rock,

That was White Feather's reward.

On a distant hill the Britigh com-
mandoer shut hila fleld glasses with a
SNADP,

“Tell the general to keep down tho
fito on the rlght there and get those
men In from behind those bowlders,'
he sald to his ald, “and bring me that
man’s name. If he {8 alive, tell h'm
that 1 saw It all and that I'm golng
to recommend him for the cross, Never
snw a fner show of Nre discipline In
my Hfe!™ added the commander to
himself as his ald galloped off,

White Feather's eyes gllstoned as he
received the moeseage and heard the
c¢heer that swept along the lines as
he was carried in.

“Perhaps | shall get that commis-
slon after all,” he sald  to himself;
“then she will think more of me!”
© - L] - . L] -

Porhaps it was just ng well that he
died five minutes later—this faithful
worghiper of n goddess of clay.

THRIFTY FEMALES,

Thero are Many Romunerstive Occupn-
tions for Women,

One thrifty woman who had wateh
the vegetables and frult rotting day
by day at her grocer's, and which were
o dend loss to him, proposed that they
enter into an arrangement in the fu-
ture wherchy she should preserve and
plekle his entire surplus, either for
regular pay or upon commigsion, in the
Intter case he Mirnishing the sugar and
apleos,  Another woman, with sharp
business instinets, a buteher's wife,
made up sonp gtock, and found a ready
sule for It to many overworked house-
keepers. Still another, who knew but
one thing thoroughly, and that was
cookery, called every morning at cer-
taln physicinng offices and formed a st
of familles In which sickness prevalled.
To these familios she offered to comae
every day for an honr or so and pre-
pare In thelr own homes mutton broth,
beef extract, chicken jelly, panada,
gruels, fruit and herb drinks, wine
whey, custard, ete., furnishing her
time and labor cheaper than the artl-
cles could be bought at restaurants or
women's exchanges. Some women are

specialists In one branch, such as
handkerchief  embroldering, lamp-
ahade making, fan palnting, feather

curling, glove cleaning, and the like,
or can make beautiful neck scarfs, or
lnunder fine laces. Buch can enslly
make their speclalty pay, some by the
ald of friends, some by the patronage
of dealers In such goods, some by n
house to house canvass made by them-
selves, A young glirl In one of the large
onstern citles was recently puzzled by
finding herself left almost helplesa and
homelegs, with no tulent In any one
direction. There was but one thing of
which she never tired, and that was
of children, all of whom seemed to
adore her; so this young girl went out
al so much an hour to amuse sick and
irritable children. Many a worn-out
mother found her presence n o most
grateful repose, She was indefatigable
In Inventing new games and perfecting
old ones, and her naturally retentive
memory came also to her ald as a
story-teller. It Is the woman who takes
ndvantage of opportunities, the woman
who can plan as well ng exceute, whom
the world wants and for whom It will
push its ranks apart to make place,

GHOET SHIP,

Spectrnl Vessel Torns Out To Be & Mar
volous Fhonomenon.

The Amerlcan clipper ship Luzon,
from the Hawallan lslands with a
full eargo of sugar, had a strange ex-
perlence after rounding the horn,
When off the barren Staten land, in
good wenther, and with searcely any
gea on, the lookout reported a sall. It
was about an hour before gunset, Al-
though the Luzon was almost becalm-
ed, the vessel sighted was under close-
reefed topsalls. This made the Luzon's
mate think a storm was bearing down
on him, and he speedily shortened
sall, Rapldly the stranger came near-
er, and it conld be seen that she was
partinlly dismasted forward, In the
meantime, however, the expected squall
did not make its advent, The strange
ship passed so close that it seemed as
though o biscuit might be thrown on
board, Still her erew pald not the
glightest attention to the Luzon, On
the latter consternation prevalled, The
appearance of the storm-tossed vessel
was 80 uncanny that the Luzon's maen
wore beside themselves with terror.
Not until it dawned upon Capt, Pavk
that the other ship was a part of the
phénomenon known as the “fata mor-
gana,” where a vessel is reflected a
great distance, could he restore any-
thing like order among the men, The
most remarkable feature of the Inel-
dent developed thres weeks later,
When the Luzon was nearing the
equator she passed the Russian ship
Komisafoff, bound south, and her men
had no difficulty in identifying her
with the mirage they had witnessed.
She had the same distinctive lines, and,
gure enough, her foremast had been
broken off close to the foretop, a jury-
mast taking the place of the milssing
gpar. She bhad been reflected at least
1,000 miles, and the storm which the
Luzon's men had observed had prob-
ably wrought the damage.—Philadel-
phia North American,




