
The New Year's Girl

To the Old
Year

By Julia Jayne Walter

nO MANY days we've fared
through gay and wintry
weather. Old Year, I can¬
not let yon go! Such
great times we've had as
we journeyed side by 6lde.

None other so Intimate as thou!
No other friend, save thou, has wit-
nessed my defeats, no other so cheerily
shared my triumphs.
When friends proved unkind thou

didst walk by my side and counsel
patience. The hurts of wounded affec¬
tion w«re healed; time alone endured.
Thou wouldst usher in a new day. full
of sunshine and the pong of birds. Its
blessed healing power didst revive my
drooping spirit and soothe all wounds.
Thou didst bring me friends from

afar. The meeting them In the flesh
once again, the looking into loving
eyes and holding hands warm with the
grasp of friendship, proved a benedie
tion after long years of wearying
separation.
The turning point in life came tc

more than one young person about me
Crucial questions were decided whici
.will make for weal or woe. Thot
didst accompany me each day while
I helped to guide young lives into mak
ing safe departure from the beater
path. Farewells have been said whict
tore the hearstrings and made then
bleed afresh with ths ever new pangs
of parting.
And then a time came when a great

wrench must be made. The old ways
were to be mine no more. I must tun
my back upon the past and set mjface resolutely towards the future. Nc
matter how hard the road, nor how
many heartaches and longings for the
old path were involved In the treadingof the new, there was to be no lookingback. With -gaze bent forward, the
present must be lived; but there need
be no fear, with a heart of couragewithin and God in his heaven over¬
head.

All these memories are linked with
thee. Old Yearl How can I let thee
go? No matter how sad the retro¬
spect, no matter how many sighs and
heart throbs, -we have trod the way
together. Thou, and not another, hast
been my companion over both the
Tough and pleasant ways.

I feel so much at home with thee,
Old Year! Thy face, so familiar, is
-the face of an old friend. But this
stranger which comes on apace, hurry¬
ing -J take thy place and to usurp thy
privileges. I know naught of him. I
know not what strange new ways he
may usher in. He fills me with dis¬
trust and forbodlng.
He comes bringing vast possibilities

lor great things. Who knows whether
he will Tealize his responsibility and
.seize the moment of achievement as
soon as it is presented? If he proves
to be a worthy heir of thine, he may
add materially to the world's acquisi¬
tion of scicnce. Ere his life bo ended,
Tennvson's dream may be realized.
navies "grappling in the central blue."
Edison may be making houses of ce¬
ment. which shall be adapted to rich
and poor alike. Wireless telegraphy
and wireless telephoning may be ai
easily done as the same la upon wires
today. Mr- Stead may have bridged the
gulf between this land and the further
shore, with his spirit communications.
Medical scientists may have waged
¦war against disease with such success
that health may be reigning o'er the
earth Warfare between nations may
have been made so destructive that
universal peace will cover the land as
a mantle of green covers the earth.
But. Old Year, should he introduce all
these innovations, he might also bring
in his trail, arrows and burdens, new
triaU and tolls. I shrink from letting
him

. .. #I t,Lall trust thy son to he worthy of

The Curtain Falls
By Margaret E. Songster

Over The sorrow nn<3 over the bliss.
Over the te.ir drop, over the Mss.
Over the crimes that blotted and blurred
Over the wound of the nnsry word.
Over the deeds In weakness done
Over the battles lust and won.
N..w nt the end of the flying year
Year that tomorrow will not be here.
Over our freedom, over our thralls
l.i the dark and the midnight. the curtain

Ov-r our etiln nnd over our loss.
Over our crown and over our cross.
Over the fret of our discontent.
0\ er the III that we never meant.
Over the scars of our self-denial
Over the str/nsth that conquered' trlaL
New In the end of the fiving year
y.-nr that tomorrow will not be here
Quietly final, the pm^-p>T ealls*
Over It swiftly tho curtain falls."
Over the crewds and the *oI!tud-j
Over our shifting. hurrying moods.
Over the hearth* where bright 'tlamex

l»*u.p,
Ovor tho crJhj« rvhero she bahics siect>.
Over tho clamor, over the strife.
Ovor tho prtROPnfry of Ufo,
Now in the *nd of tho iflylngr year,
Y-ar that tomorrow will not be here
Swiftly nnd surely, from starry walla!
Silently downward the curtain fulli.

Seeing Ihe New Year la

Ms sire, Old Year, to be like ttiee kind
and sympathetic, no matter what fate
may bring to me. Casting fears to the
»ind. I look toward the future with
smiling confidence, asking only that
strength may be given tu bear what¬
ever of 111 or good fortune the New
Tear may bring.

Nevertheless, I am loath to part
with thee, the friend of so many dear
days that are gone into the Irrevocable
past
Goodby, old year, thou dost not

SO out of my life. Though I.shail see
thy face no more, the recollection of
thy dear friendship will be sacred
among my heart's innermost treasures

"Old year, you shall not die:
We did so laush and cry with you
I've half a wilraj to die with you.
Old year. If you must die."

About even now. but which will be
the tailer when next New Year's day
comes?

A
New Yesr s
Fentesy

By PHILIP KEAN e
;7»

Ceoxniht, by AModUMl UlmiT ft*

HE long line of people
stretched down the wind¬
ing walk In front of the
White House and through
the gate and out Into the
street. On New Year*
day all the world might
come and shake hands
with the president, and It
teemed as If half the
world had availed Itself
of the privilege.
Marcla Marks felt al¬

most overpowered by the
thought of the honor that was before
her. llarcln had not yet learned
to shrug her shoulders at high
position and august officials. Sh«
had teen In Washington only three
weeks. That she was toon to have a

peep at the wonders of which she had
heard so much seemed like a part of
the fclry lore which she had loved
as a child. She rlshcd that there
was some one who might chare her
pleasure. But she had made no friends,
so she shifted from one foot to to¬
other. moving forward slightly as far
up at the other end^if the line peo¬
ple were admitted through a mag;c
dcor.

It was very cold, but Marcla's heart
was warm. For the first time in her
life She wat earning money, and she
was sending part of It home. Then,
too. she had a new hat. which was a

great cause of happines. rt was the
first really lovely hat that she had
ever possessed.
She did not dream that her exquisite

b.onde beauty framed by the tig hat
.was attracting the attention not onlv
of the pedestrians but of the occupants
<jf the autos and of the carriages that
drove slow!;- in line toward the other
entrance, where a privileged few were
admitted at once to the blue room
Marc:a feasted her eyes on the pretty
gowns, and for the first time as she
stood there in the cold a little bit of
envy entered her heart. Why shouldn't
she ride in luxurious comfort? She
had beauty and youth, and loved a

good time.
But even as the though' entered, she

put it away. Wasn't the lucky enough
with her $60 a month and her new
hat? And once more her face was

bright, and she held ber head high.
Then suddenl;- she gave a startled

glance under the brim of her hat
as the door of a great motor car open¬
ed and a voice said: "Won't you ~et
!n here with me?"
The woman who spoke was beauti¬

ful with the beauty of old age. Under
her wide hat her hair was white but
she held herself with grace and dig-

#nlty. "Oh." Marcia faltered, and the
lady said, quietly: "Get In. my dear
I will explain later"
So Marcia. followed by the eyes of

the crowd, cteppcd Into the wonderful
car. which went slowly up the drive-
way.
Then the beautiful lady turned to

her with sparkling eyes. "Was your
grandmother Martha Wltherspoon?"
she demandod.
"Why.yes."
The beautiful lady clapped her hands

"I knew It the minute I laid my eyes
on you." she said. "As you stood there
With your aead held high in that
haughty little way. and with your blue
eyes and your red-gold hair.it was as
If m; dear school friend had come
back to me."
"Grandmother is the dearest thing "

Marcia said, "and as pretty as ever"
"I lost track of her." the beautiful

lady told her. "when I went abroad
years ago. and when I saw y0. i
wasn't going to run the chance of not
finding you agaia-so I made you get
In. and made you lose your placc in
the linn."
"Oh. I don't mind that." said Marcia

"I can go back to the end and wait."
"Indeed, you won t." said the beau¬

tiful lady. "I am going to take T0U
right along with me to the blue room
1 am to stand behind the receiving
line, and you shall sect the "president
and go on to the cast room, and wait
from mc there."
"But 1 am not dressed for that." Mar¬

cia demurred.
"I am going to play fairy godmother

and put my wrap on you. Your gloves'
are all right, and your hat, and vou
-hali have- ajy violets, and presto'.
you wu be a young lady of fashion "

Marcii protested, but for Just one
aoment the curtains of the closed car
were drawn, as the wrap was slipped

rrota The airy godmother's shonMers
and transferred to Marcia's more slen¬
der ones. and then the crowd, looking
on saw two exquisitely gowned women,
tide by side, the younger one blushing
beautifully over her bouquet o! rlolet*
and valley lilies.
The rest was a dream to Httle Mar-

ela.the entrance Into the brilliantly
lighted rooms, the music, the rustle of
silken gowns, the presentation to the
president. She drew a great breath of
delight, as she settled herself Anally
In a corner of the east room.
But there was more to iollow. for In

a few moments the fairy godmotner
sent the prince. He was the nephew
of the beautiful lady and he was to
take care of Marcia.
And he did take care of her. most

graciously, and he talked with her as
if she were a princess Instead of a
very shabby little girl, with her shsb-
blnesa covered by a borrowed clonic.

"Aren't you warm?" he said to her
once, and Marcia said, hurriedly: "Oh.
no." But when he said again: "I think
you'd better let me take your wrap."
she laughed and confessed:

"It's your aunt's cloak, ajid I wish
yoa could see what a verj^shabby lit¬
tle suit I am wearing under It"
And (be prince said the cloak wasn't

any prettier than the hat. and that
tho hair under the hat was the pret-
ticst of all. and Jpst then the beautl-
ful lady came along and asked: "Have
you made friends with my boy. Mar¬
cia?"

"1 think he Is lovely." she said, and
blushed prettily.
She was carried olt to dinner with

the beautiful lady, and the prince went,
too. And when Marcia took off the
clor.k he S3ld he liked her In her sim¬
ple little suit "Only you must still
wear the violets, jecause they match
your eyes."

It was all very dear and delightful,
but that night when Marcia went home
to her poor little apartment she told
herself that, of course, she must not
expect anything more. It was a New
Year's fairy tale, and that was all
But the beautiful lady came every

day and took Marcia out with her, and
often the prince was there, and at last,
one day. Marcia said: "Dear benutiful
lady, you must not. you are spoiling me
for everyday things."
But she did not say tbnt the real rea¬

son for her protest was because of the
prince. He was such a charming
prince, and she felt that for her own
peace of mind she must not se» too
much of him.
And as Marcia withdrew more and

more, the prince one day demanded of
the fairy godmother: "Where's our

! Cinderella?"
"She insists." the old lady smiled,

"on sitting In the ashes. She says we
are too fine for ber with our pumpkin
coaches and our palaces."
"Humph." said -he prince. "I guess

we will see about that." Ho there¬
upon sought Marcia In her shabby
apartment.

Marcia's face was radiant as she
welcomed him. "But you must not
come again, "she said, when he was
leaving.

. Why notT
"Eecause." said Marcia. which was

not a real reason.
"I shall comu as often as 1 please."

he said.
Then Marcia stood up very straight

and tall. "I am only a shabby little
Cinderella." she said, "and I must

"But You Must Not Come Again," She
Said. When He Was Leaving.

work, and 1 haven't the time to fritter
away with fairy godmothers and
princes who wear gardenias."
Then he looked very sober and

asked: "Do you think 1 fritter away
my time?"

"Yes." Marcia told him. "I do."
"Well, tomorrow I am going to

work." he told her. "They have or¬

dered me to the Philippines. And I
shall he gone six months."

"Six months?"
Something In- her voice made him

say sharply: "You care?"
Marcia tried to say: "Oh, no." but

her lips were white and her voice
shook.
Then the prince gathered her into

his arms. "You shall go with me.
little Cinderella," he said. "From the
minute I saw you In your fairy god¬
mother's cloak. I knew yon were the
one woman."
"And I knew you were the one man."

she told him later, "but somehow I
felt that it would never really come
true.for It seemed only * New Year's
fantasy."

=>

§ The New Year i3 but a mirror ^& of the years that arc past, and It £;
% may bring before you all that
j; Is best and brightest, helpful and £
g heartening, truest and holiest. £
* or it may sum up for you all that ^ :
S is debasing and dishonorable.

you. alone, can determine these sj§ thin?*. b irl tK

B St B
emptying the shelves

Tuesday. January 3rd; 69
departments start Shelf
Emptying.
Odd and Surplus lots all

over the house.
Dress Goods, Silk and

other Yard Goods . Furs,
Coats, Suits, Millinery, all
classes and kinds of wear¬
ables. also Household
Utilities, Curtains, Rugs,
China, Kitchen Furnishings,
etc.

Prices made that will sell
the goods. .

Those who can't come can
get mail order service of tho
best and most considerate
kind and get their share of
the values.

Examples:. Hundreds of
pieces. 75c\ 85c and $1.00Dress Goods and Suitings.
plain colors and mixtures,
50c yard.
BOGGS & BUHL
NORTH SIDE. PITTS3URGH, PA.

1 ZU Conflict of the Years 11
8 . &Br KENNEDY SEATON t)

JT"HE year u dying.
Ill The battle bravely fought is o'er £;.

at last; y I
ThejBged wnrrior wounded to the death Q

With Time's fell ariow«, silently awaits ££The moment of lelease with laboured $
breath.

The iuued of the long-contested fight,
Or vict'ry, or defeat, or welcomed truce, [.

The unborn years *hallcert«inly declare, *3
And turn each well-aimed blow to gain j'jand use. rt!

The warrier, dving, curtained by the night, t-
Sees not or knows the gain that u to be,

But dies in faith that right will surely win, $And o'er the world will rule eternally, Sf
The year is dawning.

N The young recruit lakes up the unsheathed »j
rj sword 6 !
** Hii aged sire but just now. laid aside; j
J« And buckling on his armour, newly bright,
H Eitays him forth to ventures yet untried. fJ

Alluring dreams beguile his onward step*, *.*

fj And visions bright of vict'ries to be woni ^
t5 He feels upon his brow the laurel crown, r!

££ "" And hears afar the coveted'well done!" y.
No thought of failure mars the blissful

dream.
!| No craven fear unnerves the heart of Jjg youth-. A

Great tasks await him, and with faith as f J
great,

He steps into the fray, and strikes foe f *

W truth! g i
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The Syrian New Year

ILL the Christians or New
York do not observe
Christmas as a time lor
Santa. Glaus. The Sy- j
rlans. for Instance, who
live In the lower end of

Manhattan Island. In Washington
street, from the Battery up to Albany
street, have an old cuitom of giving
their presents on New Year's day.
Then there also Is a difference In the
manner of giving. The Syrian chil¬
dren do not hang up their stockings.1
Neither do the parents disguise them¬
selves as Santa Claus. On the con¬
trary. The Syrian child Invariably
knows who Is going to be his Santa
Claus, and consequently is treated to
no extraordinary surprise. There Is
one thing, however, of which he re-1
mains In ignorance, and that Is the
nature of the present he will receive.

The child picks ou* whosoever he
thinks will treat him best in case he
succeeds In meeting and greeting him
at the proper time on New Year's day.
Then comes a long v.gil for midniibt,!
as the custom so prescribes It that the
one wno offers the fv,st greeting at
the beginning of the new year shall
receive a fitting reward from the one
greeted. A good wish for success and
prosperity In the first hour of New
Year's day Is held by the Syrians to
augur well for the following twelve¬
month. and the one who first wishes
good prospects Is entitled to a reward.
Custom prescribes that at the time

of this New Year's greeting whatever
the one greeted happens to bold in his
hand becomes the rvperty of the oth-
er. The one who receives the greet¬
ing Is supposed to oe so pleased with
it that, acting upon the happy impulse
of the moment, he hesitates not to re-:
quite his greeter with whatever he
first can lay hold on. This latter cus-
torn originated in feudal times, when
the Emir was omnipotent In his pro
vince and his followers depended for
their xustenance upon his gifts and ;
what he allowed them of the plunders
of war.

Of course you can't nowadays sur- ;prlso any Syrian early New Year's
day fooling with a costly article. He
can be depended on as knowing bet-
ter, for either he would have to mate !
a gift of It to the :cj.t vho Or»t greet-
ed mm, or else he branded as a miser.
Wise Syrians carry candy to hand to jthe children who greet them.
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Ut WtSltYIKliiNIA

Circulates in every county of
the state; also adjoining counties
of Eastern Ohio and_WesternPennsylvania.

CONTAINS AinBE NEWS
CONTROLS MCIITHCFIES REPORTS
A complete staff of corre¬

spondents.
Every town in thc:£state has a

spceial representative.

$1.00
Is the price THE'REGISTER
will be sent to any address, pos¬
tage paid, DAILY" andSUNDAY
edition from January first to
April first, 1011. This periodwill contain the full, completeand comprehensive report of^tbedoings of the

STATE LEGISLATURE FOR 1911
Remember the exciting con¬

test of selecting a successor to
United States Seuator N. B.¬
SCOTT, (and possibly two Sen¬
ators,) will come up at this ses¬
sion.

DO VOU READ

THE SUNDAY REGISTER
It is a magazine in itself.

Non-political. Containing spec¬ially selected articles of interest.

LIBERAL TERMS TO AGENTS
SEND FOR SAMPLE COPIES
THE OLD RELIABLE

IS ONE DOLLAR PER YEAR
DON'T FORGET

WHEELING register
CHARLES H.TANEY. GENERAL MANAGER:

HAVE YOD SEEN IT?
THE LAST ISSUE OF THE CINCINNATI

ENQUIRER,
or any recent issue? If not, you-
know nothing of the wonderful bet¬
terments its pages exhibit, or what'a
valuable, instructive, and cheer giv¬
ing weekly visitor you are missing.
We arc aiming and will make it

the vcrv

BEST FAMILY WEEKLY
ever published. We want your aid
in this effort; your opinions, desires,
and choice of reading.
We want you to join us for the .

purpose of making life and home
happier; morality, honor and ambi¬
tion on higher plains, and crowding
out all manner of depravity that of
late years have grown to such grave
excesses as to threaten the fair fame
of our country.
No act of legislation, law of force,

will effect reforms in one's life
Like the constant dripping wa*er

wears away the hfrdest stones, sv
will the influence of the good, moral,
upright, shame evil doers, and event¬
ually give them a yearning for bet¬
ter things and useful industry.
Think it over, talk with your

neighbors, make up a club of sub¬
scribers and give the Enquirer a fair
chance to educate and use its influ¬
ence for good.

All are dependent on one another,
and by helping others we help our¬
selves in many wavs.

ENQUIRER COMPANY,:
Gincinnati. Ohfo.-.

A 24 PAGE UP-TO-DATE JOURNAL, each
issue carrying quantity and quality
of reading equ*! to best Monthly
Magazines. Only 81.00 a year, in.
clubs of 5 at 75cts each.

SEE OUR CLUBBING LIST..
Wc will send the Weekly inquirer

and either of the following journals,
both one year, for price named:

Weekly Enquirer with.
Point Pleasant Register, w. Sj 25

Expensive. Too.
"What part or a railway train d»

you regard as the most dangerous?"
Inquired the nervous nan. "The din¬
ing ear" answered the dyspeptic..
Birmingham Age-Herald.

HE RESIST
DA!LY.SUNDAY.WEE

THE NEWSPAPER
OF WESTJIRGINIA

The World's Cynical Side.
The philosopher who asserted that

truth was stranger than Action evi¬
dently never dallied with the six best
sellers.


