.

O! TWELVE'" comes
throbbing on the
midnight air,

A requiem—yes, the
dying year is
dead:

Its records written,
be they foul or
fair;

1tsmysteries solved

and all its riddies read.

The New Year came with swift yvet stealthy
tread;

No footfall reached the anxious, listen-

ing ear

As through the portale he so swiftly sped;

But now his firm, majestic tread we hear,

And so the years go, ever speeding by,
And changes come, more strange than
lapse of years.
The past Is gone:
¢érawn sigh?
Why is the eye bedimmed with unshed

Why comes the decp-

tears?
It once was ours; we drank, aye, dralned
the cup,

Quaffing with eager lips its happiness,
Nor even dreamed so soon we must give
up Z

Those joys that came our dally life to
bless,

Shall all the ties be severed that have
bound

Friend unto friend, and very =oul to
soul?
Shall some Lethean waters there be found
That over torn and wounded hearts shall
roll,
In deep forgetfulness assuaging pain,
Healing all wounds, and leaving not a
sear?
Or shall the ties, the wounds, the scars re-
main?
Shall pain be therc our future bliss to
mar?

““T'he Oracles are
breath
We silent stand, awaiting some reply;
3t comes not, nor can come until kind death
Shall touch our hearts and bid the
clouds roll by.
Enough—for when life's fatefu! strife is

dumb;” with bated

o'er,
When carthly joys and pains w:ce laid
aslde,
When we look back from yonder distant
shore
And understand, we shall be satisficd.
~Charles H. Allen, In Irank Leslic's Pop-
uiar Monthly.
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DACHELOR'S
=NEWYEAR.

/'- IVEN a semi-bliz-
=™ zard and a some-

C what

preten-

eemtae—— tious sod house
_ on a western
— ST e . ~
7 prairie -— pre-
tentious because it contained {wo

rooms instead of one, and each room
had two windows of glass—and you
have the setting of a rather interest-
ing New Year celebration. Nor was
the inside view of this sod house at
all disappointing to expectations
fired by the sight of those real win-
dows of glass, for there was furni-
tute more than the actual needs of
the occupant demanded. To be sure,
it was nearly all of home manufac-
ture, but it was evidently the work
of one who might have earned a liv-
ing as a cabinet maker, and some of
it was upholstered.

The owner of this house, Jack Wal-
‘worth by name, sat poring over a
«eook-book. He was a merry-eyed
-young fellow of 25, tall, athletie, and
in every way good to look at. Al-
though many miles from any human
being, so far as he knew, his hands
were clean and his hair earefully
brushed — two characteristics not
very pronounced in the make-up of
dndividuals in that part of the world,
for they were nearly all men, and
they needed the spur of a woman’s
approval to give them a proper re-
gard: for their personal appearance.

“These are mighty good recipes,”
murmured Jack, as he slowly furned
the leaves of his book, “but they do
require such an ocean of stuff!
Why don’t they write some especially
for bachelors on prairie farms— lone-
Iy old bachelors who have a hanker-
ing for a holiday dinner like mother
used to make?”

This was said half whimsically and
half sadly, for to-morrow a new year
was to begin, and Jack was home-
sick. There had been a time when
he was quite sure that the opening
cay of this new year would see the
beginning of a new life for him—a
life in which Nellie Rogers would be
the central figure. Jack turned to
the fly leaf of his cook-book and re-
read the words he had written there.

“My first New Year resolution,” he
proclaimed, in a tone that ought to
have frightened away the most per-
sistent attack of the blues, “and I'm
bound to live up to it. ‘I, Jack Wal-
worth, being of sound mind, - etc.,
have resolved that my life shall not
be spoiled by'—Pshaw!™” e threw
the book on the table almost vicious-
Iyv. There was no fun in acting with-
out an audicnce, and he must try in
some other way {o convinee himself
that he was not so very unhappy
after all

“L moped all day on both Thanks-
giving and Christmas,” he said, reso-
Iutely drawing the cook-book to-
ward him again, “and I'm going to
begin the New Year in a manly fash-
ion! I'll stick to my resolution.”

Early that morning Jack had de-
«wided to cook a grand New Year din-
ner for himself, and the fine wild
goose, shot for that purpose, now
hung in the outer room all ready for
the oven. DBut roast goost and baked
potatoes, while good in their way, did
not seem sufliciently festiey to the
fastidious Jack, whose New England
mother had made a repctation for
herseit on her holiday dinners, His

wou! longed for something in the way

of “goodies,” and that is why he hap-
pened to be poring over a cook-book
at an hour when he was usually

“Mince pic is what T want,” he
said, “but my cupboard is against it.
I've got the meat and vinegar and
sugar, but there are no spices, and
I'd have to use dried apple, and 1I'm
not sure I know how the crust is
made. I wonder if I could use cran-
berries and dried blackberries in-
stead of raisins and currant{s? 1
have half a mind to try it, anyhow.”

Suiting the action to the word,
Jack donned his oil cloth apron, and
was soon at work. There was plen-
ty of meat and dried apples which he
had cooked that day, and he was
quite sure that he remembered to
what degree of minuteness he used

sound asleep ‘in his comfortable bed. |

'fhen he fixed the fire, and before
preparing for bed went to the door
and looked out into the night. It is
a habit shared by all who live in
loncely places, for there is always
the feeling that”some one may be
tabroad who needs help.
| The snow had ceased falling, and
{the stars twinkled overhead, but the
wind still blew in gusts that kept
blinding eddies in the frosty air.

“It is an ugly night,” said Jack.
“and I pity anyone who is not safely
housed. 1 wonder if—good Lord!"

“Helloa, there! Ielloa!” came a
’m.’m's voice through the whirling
snow. “Ilelp! help! help!” The last
word ended in a quaver that told of
| helplessness and exhaustion.

“Whoop-e-c-e-¢!” returned Jack, in
| a voice that rang like a clarvion call

@f\’::._..f
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JACK TURNED TIHIE

to chop such things for his mother.
“If Nelliec were here now,” he
thought, regretfully. “she would
have had everything ready for our
first holiday dinner together, and
New Year is such a suitable Qay
upon which to begin marricd life.”
With this thought, the cheerful
tune Jack was whistling came to an
abrupt close, and an expression of
sadness  crept into his face; then
the chopping bowl was pushed aside,
and he burvied his face in his hands.
“It is useless,” he  groaned, “I

can never get over it; 1 cannot be

brave. O, Ncllie, Nellie, I cannot
live my life without you, and—I
won't!"”

Jack had decided to be a farmer

without consulting the girl he loved,
principally beeause he had never told
her he loved her, and so had mno
claim upon her. He had believed
that & man had no right to propose
marriage to a girl until he had a
home to offer her, and so he had
gone alone into the prairie wilder-
ness and taken up his battle against
poverty single-handed. He had been
unusually successful, and in three
years he had secured the little home
in which we find him, and he owed
no man a penny. Then he had gone
back to the old home, to find Nellie
Rogers and ask her to be his wife.
He had thought of her so long as
mistress of that little sod house on
the prairie that he could not believe
her answer would be disappointing,
and when it came it almost crushed
him.

*“I do care for you, Jack, but not
enough to live on a farm, and in
such a wilderness,
the city. If you loved me, why did
you not ask me where 1 want to
live? Should a woman not have a
choice in the matter? If youn still
love me, Jack, why not sell the farm
now?"’

“It is my home,
worked three

Nellie. I have
years to get it. 1
could not sell it now for what it is
worth to me, and I have nothing
else. Do you understand, dear? It
is all the home I have to offer you.”

It seemed to Jack that such an ex-
planation ought to satisfy any girl,
and when Nellie persistently refused
to live on a farw, he could only con-
clude that she did not love him well
enough to be his wife. He bade her
a formal farewell and went back to
hin farm, angrily telling himself that
th® girl was not worth a second
thought, and that any sclf-respeet-
ing man could make himself happy
without her. That was in November,
and Jack had kept himself very busy
ever since, in order to forget what
he called his folly, and this was the
first time he had broken down. Dut
he had built so many air castlcs
about this first day of the new year
—the first holiday which he and Nel-
liec would spend in their new home
—that it was rather diflicult to eele-
brate the day alone, and as cheer-
fully as if nothing had happened to
disturb his plans.

“If there were any hope that it

might be different next year,” he
moaned; but  Nellie's answer  had

been final.  Next year, and all the
years to come must be spent with-
out her if he remained on the farm.
“And it may be years before 1 can
sell, and even then 1 must begin at
the beginning and make another
home. A girl would have to love a
man very dearly to wait so long, and
if she loved him like that she would
go to the home he had provided.”

The clock on the pretty little man-
tel chimed the midnight hour, and
Jack raised his head wearily.

“I won't be a coward,” he said. *I
don't feel, just mnow, as if I cared
much about a swell dinner, but |
may have more courage a few hours
later, and then I can make that pie.”

I want to live in |

LEAVES OF HIS COOK-BOOI,

across the prairie.

“Where are you?
Sing out again!

I'm coming!”

The snow was drifted into fantas-
tically-shapedhills of varying height,
but between them the ground 1:|.\'
bare and brown, as it usually did in
that locality, when the first heavy
snowstorm of the scason was ac-
companied by a strong wind. It was
possibie to walk around the high
drifts with comparative ecase, but, on
a stormy night, even one acquainted
with the country was in danger of
losing' his way and perishing of ex-
posure,

Jack hung a lighted lantern under
the roof of his porch, then sallied
forth on his errand of mercy, calling
lustily and cheerfully at every step,
and soon he was standing beside an
old man who was bending over the
form of a girl lying limply against a
huge snow drift.

“I don't think she is
tered the man, whose
chattering almost too
speech.

“We'll soon know,” replied Jack,
lifting the slight form into his arms
and leading the way to the cabin.
“Let me know if I walk too fast for
you."

Jack placed his burden on the bed
and pulled the frozen veil from her
face, and then fell on his knees be-
side her.

“Nellie!™ he exclaimed.
my God, it is Nellie!™

“And are you Jack Walworth?”
asked the man; but Jack did not
hear. He had recovered his self-
possession and was  using all  his
knowledge to restore Nellie to con-
sciousness, and as he worked he
called her all the pretty loveriike
names that she had ever heard from
his lips—and they were many, for his
was an exceedingly affectionate na-
ture. His method of treatment
proved most effective, for in a re-
markably short period of time Nel-
lic was able to drink the coffee he
made for her, and to explain  her
presence in his home.

“We started out to find you, Jack,”
she ek had made up my

dead,” fal-
teeth were
much for

“My God.

said, “for 1
mind to spend New Year with you.
This is my Uncle Ben, and he is a
minister, and when he saw I was
determined to come, of course, he de-
cided to come, too!”

“What else could I do?” murmured
the old man, deprecatorily; “Nellie
is so headstrong, and so—so very un-
conventional!™

“And as soon as I can stand,Jack,”
continued Nellie, paying no attention
to the interruption, “he will
| us—that is, if you have mno
| sweetheart.”
| “I told her, interrupted Uncle
! Ben, “that it looked exactly as if she
were throwing herself at you.”

“And I told him,” answered Nellie,
with a happy little laugh, “that that
was exactly what I meant to do. 1
said you had once thrown yourself
at me, and that this was the only
way I could get even.”

What Jack said in reply would look
very silly on paper, but Nellie liked
it, and Uncle Ben pretended not to
hear. The good old man was re-
lieved, however, when the lovemak-
ing was interrupted by a shout from
outside, accompanied by a vigorous
demand for assistance, that sent
Jack hurrying out' once again into
the whirling snow.

A neighbor had found a
team that he wished to leave in
Jack's barn, for it was too much
trouble to lead it through the storm.

“It is our team,” exclaimed Uncle
Ben. “We got out to wualk, for Nel-
lic feared her feet were freezing,
and the team got away from us. We
tried to find it, but the
crceased  so
see,”

The neighbor and his companion

marry
other

runaway

storm  in-
furiously we couldn't

were easily induced to come in and
remain until daylight, which was
now close at hand. They were need-
ed as witnesses to the marriage cere-
mony, and even had the weather
made driving a pleasure they could
not have resisted so interesting an
experience,

Four men and one woman sat
down to the wedding breakfast,
which consisted of baked beans, corn
bread and coffce, and it is safe to
say that never a wedding breakfast
was eaten by a jollier company.

“And thus,” said Jack,
matically, “eth a lhappy
or's New Year celebration.”

Uncle Ben went back to his work
in the city that day, for the hired
team must be returned to its own-
ers, and his poor people could not be
neglected. But there were tears in
his eyes as he thought of the little
world of happiness he was leaving
behind him—tears shed in self-pity—
for Uncle Ben had never had a home.
He smiled, however, when he recalled
Jack's account of his search for
recipes suited to a bachelor's holi-
day dinner, and Nellie's reassuring
reply that there was sufficient ma-
terial in the house for a plum pud-
ding and a mince pie, too.

“I am happy enough,” Jack had re-
plied, “to dine like a king on corn-

melodra-
bachel-

meal  pancakes; perhaps Nellie's
swell dinner would be more than
this fecble heart of mine could
bear.”

“Don’t take it to your heart, then,”
was Nellie's sauey response; “I want
that place myself.”

“Verily,” said Unecle Den, as he
urged the horses into a trot, “verily,
a dinner of herbs where love is—
bless my soul, nags! can't you un-
derstand that I have a New Year ser-
mon to preach to-day?"-— Sidney
Sieyes, in Minneapolis 1lousekeeper,

BREAKING RESOLUTIONS.

A Custom with Many Men
at the Beginning of Every

Popular

Year,

There is a custom among men, as
venerable as it is popular, of making
1good resolutions with the advent of
the new year and of faithfully break-
ing them before it is a week old. It
is well to make good resolutions at
any time, and there is no objection
ito New Year's day as one of the
|dates. As a rule, however, says the
Chicago Journal, a man who cannot
keep a good resolution in June wili
be no more successful with it in Jan-
uary, but it is wise of him {to malie
it on New Year's day, if only on the
chance of its keeping him decent a
week.,  On this occasion, in addition
to making his good resolutions re-
garding his personal conduct, it
might not be amiss for the confirmed
swearer-off to give a thought or two
to his behavior to his neighbor. To
forbear to lie; to scorn to cheat; to
eschew avarice; to shun evil-speak-
ing; to forswear the practice of
equivocal business methods: to check
rash temper and cease worrying over
trivial things; to love the truth; to
aid the friendless; to be kind to the
little children; to be tolerant of the
frailties of the weak—thesc are
some of the ennobling aims.

It is a time to bury dead issues, {o
put away, decently and in order, im-
possible hopes and dreams and face
the future with a strong courage
and a bright heart. And with the
forward look must come the convie-
tion to every man who keeps his soul
as well as his body clean that there
is a blessing in the fields and the
mountains and the sea, a stimulant
in the very sunshine; that the world
in which we live is a very beautiful
place.

There can be no happiness in the
world without unselfishness. There-
fore, when you wish your friend a
happy new year pray that he may be
unselfish, and try to do something
for others; for if he is human he
can find happiness in no cther way.

IN HARD LUCI,

Deadbroke

Lend e a dollar, will
you? : :

Nojoke—I can't do it; you know I
haven't even paid for my wife's New
Year's present to me yet.

Explnined,

“You advertised,” said the gullible
one, “that you had discovered the key
to success,”

“True” admitted the fakir.

“Well, it didn’t help me a little bit.”

“The reason for that,” answered the
fakir, pleasantly, “is that you have
been buying the key instead of seiling

it. It has brought me succcess.”"—Chi-
czero Post.
Give on New Year's Day,
In the Greek: church New Year's

takes the place of Christmas, so far
as interchange of gifts is concerned,
The father of a family gives to his
wife and children presents of moncy,
which are carefully put away,
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Fashions on the Banks
of the Mediterrancan

Startling, Yet Charming Costumes Seen in
the Winter Home of La Mode. 8 & & ot & 5

= TARTLING fads and novel-

™\ | ties seen along the Riviera

are still attracting my un-

divided attention. Fashioft

along the shores of the blue

Mediterranean more than

keep in touch with the very newest

of the I'rench fads—they keep ahead

of them. Every day I see things here

that bad not been heard of in Paris

two or three weeks ago, and while

made in Paris the news of their ex-

istence first reached the society of
the gay capital from here.

What one sees here at the present
time is so radicaliy different, more
original, more startling, more varied
than anything the shops and dress-
makers of Paris have been offering
that it is hard to believe the majority
of them are Parisian products, but

the exceptions coming principally from
Vienna, Berlin and London, though I
have seen two or three from both Mad-~

‘x._.’v?_r- S

rid and Rome, and about the same num-
ber from the United States.

It is hard to accept all the novelties
offered at once. The sleeves, for in-
stance, are of such contrasting shapes
that they must grow upon one before
theyarcallappreciated. One peculiarity
that may be said to run through a ma-
jority of the sleeves is their closeness
at the top, the spread coming at the
eibow and finishing in a wide cufl,
There are very few plain sleeves,

The tendency of the gown coliars is
toward the straight, soft and com-
paratively low varieties, while for the
short jackets they areeitherstraight or
the high, flaring kind, and for the long
coats they are made'to stand about the

, OF SILVER GRAY VO!LE.

face or roll over to correspond with
revers or faney fronts,

FFor illustration, I am going to select
some of the exceptions to the Parisian
makes and will choose first a long coat
that comes from New York. It is a
beautiful creation; a study in white
panne and black chantilly lace, with
flounces of plisse white chiffon. About
the shouldersitis of shimmering white
panne stamped with a sort of erocodile
skin pattern, this giving an entirely
new effeet. From the shoulders it
hangs loosely, and the bottom is cut
in deep scallops, with a deep bordering
flovnce of bluck chantilly lace. Anap-
plig'ie of black velvet is introduced on
the lace in an odd design, Under this
flounce are flounces of plisse white chif-
fon. There is a shoulder-cape collar of
ivery tinted lace cut in deep seallops,
and finishea with chantilly lace and
veivet applique. Aruching of lace, with

o, T—

such they are with but few exceptions, ;
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TWO CHARMING RIVERIA TOILETTES.

long scarf ends, is at the throat. The
sleeves are very wide, with turn-over
cuffs on white panne, and under-sleeves
of white lace caught at the wrists with
black velvet ribbon.

A dainty house gown that I see about
the hotel occasionally is a product of
Vienna, It is made of the palest sil-
ver gray voile, and handsomely
trimmed with Arablace. The material
is cut out underneath the lacerevealing
a pink silkunderskirt. Thevest and full-
puffed undersleeves are of tucked
white chiffon, the vest being trimmed
with narrow rouleaux of orange-col-
ored velvet, There is a crushed girdle
of the same, with = Jarge paste buckle
at the back.

A German lady, ove of the nobility
from Derlin, wears occasionally a
charming chiffon boa in black and
white. The neck ruflie is composed of
three white chiffon frills cut in deep
Van Dykes, each frill being edged with
black satin rose petals. The long ends

|
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are finished with numerous rows of
shirring and three deep Van Dyke
frills, each edged with black satin rose
leaf petals, .

The millinery here is not less in-
teresting than the gowns. Hats are
fearfully and wonderfully made in all
conceivable shapes, but the prevailing
styles are those of the Youis XV. and
Louis XVI. periods. Of these, the
toques show the most novel touches.
Instead of being much trimmed, as was
the fashion a secason ago, they are
markedly plain, depending for their
charm upon the oddity ahd chic im-
parted to them by the milliner's
skill in construction. Long {rames
covered with rich materials and
reaching well over the face often
have no other trimmings than art
nouveau buckles or knots of soft,
rich velvet, than which thereisnothing
handsomer. Underbrim triminings
are still used, but a mere suggestion of
color contrast in a knot is considered
suflivient.

The use of artificial flowers is not
confined to millinery. Jxgnisite even-
ing boas of flowers combined with silk,
with chiffon, with mousseline de soie,
and with plain lace are much affected.
On evening gowns sprays, garlands and
single flowers are worn, but with a dif-
ference, for the blossoms upon cos-
tumes are mostly the hand-made ones
of chiffon or velvet.

Jeweled flowers are the latest nov-
eity, the foundation being made of tulle
and embroidered with sced pearls,
tiny brilliants or gold or silver pail-
lettes. A single flower or a knot of
buds aflixed to a dress adds much to
its splendor. Even coral beads are
used in fashionable red flowers, the
rich green of the folinge being in-
variably done in chenille, with a line
of emerald embroidery to outline the
veins upon leaves,

Some women in the evening carry ow
their shoulders a rare entomologieal
display in the shape of jeweled butter-
flies poized among flowers or resting
lightly against their white skin. The
butterflies would, if natural, be the joy
of naturalists, for they represent al-
together unique specimens never seen
on land or sea.

Another of the extravagant modes
which are often met with here are the
embroidered waistcoats, utilized both
for promenade and carringe wear,

The embroideries are frequently
done by hand and range from garlnnd‘s
and knots of flowers in silk thread to
elaborate appliques. Chenille decora-
tions are also quite common,

SADIE MERRITT.

A Large Heart,

At Malling, Kent, a man named
Andrew King dropped dead recently
while laughing at « friend’s joke.
An autopsy showed that his heart
was five times the size of the normal
human heart and twice the size of
that of an ox.—London News,




