
when the aunt be- responded the stranger,, also rising,
lieved she was ar- and as she did so throwing back her
ranging a highly veil.
desirable engage- "Leila!" gasped Carson, looking
ment for her niece, incredulously into her face.
and on the prin- "Yes, Leila," was the answer whis-
ciple of done pered, while her arms stole round his
wrong that good neck, "come back to you with the New
may come, she kept Year, never to leave your side until it
back the notes of so pleases God."

FATHER this obviously poor Then they sat down and she told
TI suitor, him how, three years before, after be-

Carson often felt ing left a widow, she determined toOUT A desolate, but never find out what had become of the sweet-
NEW TREE so utterly as then, heart of her younger days. How, by

Sand as he paced the a chapter of happy accidents, she
floor the laughter learned that he was in London. How,

S.D x AND NEW. r of the happy crowd seemed to mock on knowing this, she hurried overland
" Pt. L jity with -those who hail

f, .,'Tbe 'new-born year:
S"er.s'hr grieve with those who girs

:he dead Old Year
A .tender tear.

I' h e-what know I of the New?
N •; I knew the Old!

-,od• ;•benison upon his corse,
: On which the mold
S tie stiff and cold.

':'Here In -the shadow let me stand
And count them o'er,

" Tb'blessings that he brought to me,
S A precious store-
S I asked no more.

e'e brought me health-a priceless boon
To me and mine:

SHe brought me plenty for my needs,
And crowned my shrine
With love divine.

Ahl when I think-sauffused with tears
I teel my eyes-

-Of all the dear delights he brought;
Yet stark he lies
'Neath Winter skies.

,Therefore I cannot hall with joy
The new-born year:

I rather grieve, with those who give
The dead Old year
A tender .tear.

f ALTIIER CARSON
:" ~?c.1 back in the

easy chair, drawn
up before his sit-

Sting room fire at
his Duke street
chambers in Lon-
Sdon. The clock had

-' truck 10, and tl e sonorous boom

from Big Ben came floating over the

:i reen park as a sort of benediction

-on -the rapidly (lying year'. The roar

5of the grct city witlhoult was not lack-

ing in its elemelt of nueody:, and the

:noise of merry revelers in Piccadilly
-completed a strange yet fascinating
'tout ensemble. Passing down tile

street came three young men singing
that old Southern song, "I'se gwine
Sback to Dixey." The words and the

melody startled Carson from the rev-

erie into which he had fallen. Sittiug
upright in his chair. hIe said, a!oud:

"What memories that song recalls!

xIow my loneliness grows upon me'
What a fool I was ever to have in-

dulged in .the thing called love! But

there. I've tasted the poison and must

abide by the result. What's that re-
sult? Pleasing? Why cannot I be of
the gay throng outside? Here in this

mighty crowded city I am as lonely
as a man lost in a desert." He rose anti.
going to the other side of the room.

opened a eabinet and tool; from it a

bundle of letters, sonme dozen. They
were faded and o(me tra.e", of nucllh
handling. After reanding, he replaced
them, and, walking to( tile plhotograpil
of a chlld on the wall, indllgt ed ill

sollioqlty.
"I know you not. my sweet child.

but your mother was always, and al-
ways must be everything to me. How

hard and cruel seems the world! Your
mother and I parted ten long years
ago this night. to meet again in two
years time! What happened to pre-
rent us? I wrote many times, but no
'reply ever reached me. Three years
aflter we separated a letter 'ame from

',=, and in it I read: 'Now that I am
aiwrried, perhaps you will write.' Life
aiiemed a blank, and I came to Lon-

baliu, a wayfarer, caring not what be-
. waine of me. I turned to literature.
-aM have been what people call suc-
' sf•ttil. But what is :ueccess without

?(I: he Dower to experience that which
i: elau it other -than a metallic grati-

•. eationt? •lghteen months went by
,•;il4 ? I next heard from your mother,
ill- then your .photo only reached me,

when all has been silence! Your
't-i b • tmarried a good man, and I

-or her and for you. tno. baby,
t on may grow up in her foot-

,ireumatances under which hss
4o the girl went astray were to

Wi s.l'ter a. but, as a matter of
l'explained. The girl was

of a country lawyer, and
ellils he' acquaintance when
S4tlng to a boarding house

, in which he was also
Her- reason for being in

It*She might improve a
d education, and

Aithgnla lessons at a
ilit- rb neighborhood.
-ipi tlhis unwanted

lixe large family
across the

lIt rt -lghet-
,ihe capa-

*hOd

him. lie rang the bell and ordered
some tea. The demure little maid
looked at him, and, going down stairs,
said:

"Poor Mr. Carson. he looks so
strange and miserable!"

Returning, she found him sitting In
his chair gazing with half-closed eyes
into the fire. Placing the tea on a
small wicker table by his side, she at-
tracted his attention by the question,
"Anything else, sir?"

"No," was the reply; "but, see, this
is New Year's Eve. You've been a good
servant to me, at least. Buy yoursell
something." handing her a sovereign.

The amount of the gift bereft the girl
of the power of speech, and with a
curtesy, eloquent in itself of gratitude,
she left.

Carson, sipping his tea, again solilo-
quized. "it's now within an hour and
a quarter of the New Year. What
will that year bring into my life? It
cannot bring the light of love and
companionship. The same round of
weeks and months, and so it will be
to the end. Ten years ago, in Old
Kentucky. we said 'Good-by.' It was
a 'good-by' fieoever."

Al:ostrophizing the absent woman,
he continued: "Leia, Leila. to my
grave I rake with me the love I bear
you. Why did we live to be parted so
r'tltle: ; .y? W.l: t tr:Irrge fate has so
g:,uiied( our destinie- "'

Ile turned to the -.tory of Evangeline
and read of the sufferings of that
heroic charac:er. 'IThe reading soothed
hint and he fell asleep.

The clocks were striking the twelfth
stroke of midnight when he awoke.
He barely opened his eyes, then closed
them again, and listened to the joyous
salutations of people meeting in the
st! cets. He was not selfish, neither
was he bad natured. No man who
every truly loved can be altogether
either. As he listened he said:

"I wish for all a bright New Year,
and Leila, my absent Leila, whom 1
shall never see' again, may your life
know lno sorrow. may yours never be
the aching heart. and may you be
blessed in your children growing up
around you. .\y Leila- "

lie did not hni.h the sentence, but
tite tears came trickling down his
cheeks as he realized his barren life.
'Then he became conscious that some
one had come into the room and been
a witness of his weakness and his se-
cret--secret heroaure society said Wal-
ter Carson carried his heart on his
sleeve and was Incapable of deep affec-
tion. So sitting up and turning round
he was startled to see seated on a
chair a tall lady. .lad in deep mourn-
ing and veiled so heavily that he was
unable to diet'engai::h her face.

"Madam." hle iequtred. too taken
aback even to iel 'up. "I should like to
know why I at lii t honored?"
"I came in with the New Year. Not

an omen of il!l-luck. I hope," replied
a musical voice: "hut I first want to
know if Walter C'arson Is not an as-
sumed name?"

"Why do you ask such a question?"
"For the best of good reasons, and

as you will not tell me, perhaps you

"I KNOW YOU NOT. SWEET CHILD."
will allow me to say that I think your
real name is Herbert Wilton," pro-
ceeded the mysterious stranger.

Carson was utterly unprepared for
this, and his surprise was painfully
manifest. Appearing not to notice it,
the lady went on:

"You are unhappy. I know, Mr. Wil-
ton. I shall not call you Mr. Carson.
I am certain of it, because I was watch-ing you for ten minutes before you
opened your eyes. Can I be of any
help to you?"

"I don't understand you, madam,"

answered Carson. "I have no troubl.e
at least none that you could ssist
me in."

"Has it any connection with an olda
Slove affair?" very slowly asked the
v elled visitor.
"I must decline to discuss my pi-

I sm atters with an utter strange,"a Oulled Carson, Jumpnes up.

I a Z I as utter stet ane, HerbeiWt~s~cfs it nutr~.

and sea, and Just at the birth of the
New Year entered his room. She saw
the tears fall from his eyes, heard her
name mentioned, and his blessing. go
out to her. All doubts were then at
an end.

"My children will be here by the
next boat, and you must be to them a
father. Now I must go, as I'm weary
with the excitement of the day."

Carson drove her to her hotel, and
to him the New Year bells never
seemed to have rung such merry peals.
They rang into his life a New Year is
every sense. A few days later there
was a quiet marriage, and on the fol-
lowing New Year's Eve, as Carson and

"I CAME IN WITH THE NEW
YEAR."

his wife listened to the hour of mid-
night strike, they thought, with hearts
full of love and gratitude, of the joy-
ous meeting twelve nmonths before.

llopes ot the Futro.
With the coming of the New Year

all our hopes of future good for our-
selves and for humanity at large re-
receive a new impulse and an ac'ession
of power. If we are alive to the wide
extension of know'edye, the conquest
of the material world, the imminence
of new and important discoveries and
changes which shall make the possibil-
ities of life more interesting and beau-
tiful, we cannot but rejoice that we
are born into this wonderful ep wh.
Tennyson's poem, written in the flush I
of young manhood, voiced the scien-
tific fact in eloilIuence that can never
he forgotten, but the thoughts of men
are widened by the process of the
suns. It i: truly to the thoughts of men
that we owe all the triumphs of civil-
ization, the triumphs of religion, art,
industry and science, as in the last re-
sort all that is and all that we hope
for resides in the thoughts of men and
in the feelings and emotions which
give 1 irth to these thoughts, and be-
tween which there is such a constant
interaction.

Balaneing Our Books.
When the year is ended and the

final summing up of accounts is finish-
ed, it is comforting to look back and
to be able to say, in all sincerity, that
we have done the best we could for our-
selves and for those about us. It is
more than comforting to see that we
have gained something, that our ef-
forts have been crowned with success,
and that we are by this advance-
ment enabled to score a victory, even
though it may be trifling, over ad-
verse circumstances. It encourages us
to redouble our efforts to make a bet-
ter showing for the years to come, to
so order our affairs that this season's
gain will be but the beginning of bet-
ter things, and that the great and
grand fabric of bur future may rise,
ever increasing, ever more and more
beautiful, and end in a noble, manly,
womanly. Christian, symmetrical, char-
acter that will make its possessor
known and honored of all men.

To the Young.

While the opening of the New Year i.
a significant season for persons of all
ages, it is especially so to the young
and those in early maturity. There is
so much ahead of the youngsters; so
much for them to look frward to, to
hope for, achieve; so much that will
help them to make their lives worth
living, and to make the world the world the bet-
ter for their having lived in it.

Welcome the new year. Welcome
its work, its cares, its responsibilities,
its trials, crosses, losses, sorrows and
bereavements. W.elcome its work,
because it is only by by work that we
achieve successes and make ourselves
strong for the toils and tasks that are
to come. Welcome its cares, for they
are the world's educators, developers
and teachers, and they lead as ina
thorse ways of pruedence, thoughtful
neSSe and moderation which are the
forer nners of prosperity and plenty.

"rae upi ise t yeuselves U15 mc n
Swear hf Ayad do't aear an the
"--' 4 . W. - thu

r "tir h r-in beattig
''tA-JPRO4t>-rdbf and lawsp;

Sthe lteas•'h is swept and garnlstse..
'The :ou•tais all undrawn;

'.he ~•erry Yule fire flickers.
The :mellow lamp-light tails

'On softly tinted oarpets.
-And galty festooned wails.

Without, the night is black and sht't.
The homeless winds complain:

But the cheerful light of the fire"' te
Streams far thro' the failing rain:

Down the garden. across the lawn,
To the dull, deserted street.

We have laid a shining pathway
For the homeward wandering feet!

For God hath blessed us richly
With health and goodly cheer:

And this is the happy Christmas ng•t -
The beat night of the year!

And tho' there are vacant chairs., ah mnc.
At hearth and board te-night.

Their cups are filled and gelr!mtlien--
Their places warm and bright!

And I sit among the childr:-n.
(Too tiled to romp or tea n.)

And over the pretty golden ring

Of heads about my knees-
While the night and the rain grow wild-

er--
I watch and listen and wait.

For a step on the shining pathway-
A hand at the garden gate!

For now is the holy, happy time
When strife and rancor cease.

And the Messenger Angel bringeth
To all "Good Will and Peace!"

And, oh! if his loving hand should bind
Of the silver threads of rain

Some strong, bright clew to lead the lost
And wandering heme again!

`+Welcome its respo!lnsiliili(s. lie:vy
thouchi they may Ibe. they bu' t
strlengthen mind and mnustteae:; for th.-

comint; fray. They ale the, skirznlishe.s
in th'I ba:tttles, th.e cailll ,i•t that
make soldi -r: of ius, and _:tc it iius how
to buckle on our armor and gird our-
selves for the fight.

Welcome its trials. For out ol
them we comce purified and refined, as
the gold that is freedt from the dross
and impurities that belong to Its crude
and natural codtlition and cling to it
until they are purged away.

Welcome its crosses and losses. For
they but emphasize and punctuate the
story of regeneration and the heroic
careers of those who kept straight on in
th path of duity. never hesitatin'g.
never turning nsh!c, never holding
back their hands from doing that
"next thing" that the faithful look
upon as the point gained in the daily
warfare of life.

W'elconme its sorrows and hereave-
monte. They teach us to look upon
this world as not our permanent alid-
ing place, but that we have a houe
nut luado with hands eternal in th-
I-eavens, whither our loved ones hais
gone before, and from the windtows of
which they are beckoning to us to
come up higher.-Rev. John Hall.

UNHAPPY NEW YEAR'S DAY.

Mrs. F. (petulantly)-"You never
kiss me now."

Mr. F.-"The idea of a woman of
your age wanting to be kissed. One
would think you were a girl of 1S."

Mrs. F. (suspiclously)-"What do
you know about girls of 18?"

Mr. F.-"WRhy, rmy dear. weren't you
18 once yourself?"

Porget Misfortune,.
Welcome the New Year's spirit. It

gomes with the h pe-day, the day upon
which we all like to put behind us
all of our past misdeeds and mistor-
tunea; to turn the traditional new
leaf; to start all over again, and see
if out of our many times unhappy and
anfortunate environment, we cannot
build something more creditable to
ourselves. more satisfactory to out
Maker and more worthy to be record-
ed in the great ledgers wherein debit
and credit are kept by unprejudiced
hands.-H. 8. C.

B•atow Nappinea,
In the year just dawning take note of

he good things as well as the ill. I
have heard it told of a bright old lady
that all her life she kept a book she
-ailed her "pleasure book," and that
ihe always found, on looking over it
it each year's end that nb day had
peed without carrylns in its traia
same little mite happiaanma.--L.
tamia Pramai
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NEW YEAR'S ADVICE.
There is a foe that watches

Your comfort to destroy,
Assuming shales of evil

To interrupt your Joy:
To keep him at a distance
Should be your purpose true,

So "never trouble trouble
Till trouble "troubles youl"

Each day hie may remind you
Of sorrow that's in store;

Each day with hints and shadows
Perplex you more and more;

But go not forth to meet him
As many people do,

And "never trouble trouble
Till trouble troubles you!"

'Tis tfme enough to worry
When misery appears;

'Tis time enough for weeping
When there's excuse for tears:

So ever at the fountain
Of prayer your faith renew.

And "nuiever trioible, trouble

Till trouble troubles you!"

For they who borrow trouble
Are never out of dielt.

O'er every fancied evil
They worry, fuin, andi fret;
And if you would hlie happy
Anothter 'ours.e pursue.

Andil "ne'er troutl
• 

trouble

Till trouble troubles you!"-

Anti itlr tt nr plealsure

!:I: g•ive relif frion pain:
Anti, ilting sorrt a'

Is never any gain;
And if you would be cheerful
In mintd and body, too.

''IThi "nlover trouble trouble
Till trouble troubles you!"

Estelle, Maude and May Robbins
stood in the window with their heads
close together.
"I ant so sorry," whispered Estelle.

"I do so w~tnt to make mamma and
papa a New Year's present and I have
spent all my money--every cent."

"So have I.' said Rosy. "and I have
not kept even a pice,(, of ribbon or an
ounce of worsted."

"It is too dreadful." Mlaude whisper-
ed. "If that horrid Miss Croker had
not Insisted upon our buying those lit-
tle books at the fair we would all
have had plenty of money. I wonder
how long she is going to stay. She is
so fussy." said Maude. "Nothing suits
her. Sometimes she says: 'This egg
is too soft. Lizzie: take it away and
bring me another.' Then Lizzie makes
up a face and 1 have to laugh."

"Well, but Maude," said Estelle, who
was the eldest. "that is wrong. The
•.•l who is hired to wait on the table
should never make faces, no matter
what happens; and you must never
laugh at her again. I am sure Miss
Croker saw you this morning."

"But she Is fussy," said Ray, "and I
wish she would go home."

"Mamma likes her," replied Estelle.
"You know she was mamma's teacher
once and some one left her a big for-
tune and so she stopped teaching."

"And mamma says, too, that she is
very charitable and gives heaps and
heaps to the poor people," put in Ray.

"Then I wish she had bought those
books herself instead of making us
spend all our money." grumbled
Maude.

"If we had been honest and said
right out. 'I want all my money for
myself,' perhaps she would," said Es-
telle.

"Tomorrow is New Year's day. It
is too late to get anything now," sigh-
ed Ray.

"If we only had some of that lovely
wool Miss Croker has been winding
for the last three days. we could knit
mamma some beautiful mats for her
dressing case. I could knit one be-
fore dark," said Estelle, mournfully.

"Could you, my dear?" said a voice
close behind them.

The three children turned and saw
Miss Croker sitting in a rocking chair
just behind them. They did not
know how long she had been there or
how much she had heard, but she had
three large balls of brilliant colored
wool in her lap.

"Are you sure, Estelle, that you
could make a mat before dark?" said
Miss Croker, looking over her speo-
tacles at the three blushing faces be-
fore her. Maude and Ray answered
"Ye," very shyly.

"Then," maid the lady. "Uait dow-
there on .the afa eal will he age
mag one of these k s of WenoL"

H----------- -----------------
"You are very kind," said Estelle.
"Thank you. Miss Croker," said

Maude. But Ray, remembering that
Miss Croker must have heard her say
she wished she would go home, want-
ed to hide herself. However, she
came out from behind the curtain and
seated herself close to Estelle. Miss
Croker then gave them each a crochet
needle. "This blue ball is for you,"
she said, placing the wool- in Estelle's
lap. 'The mauve for you," and she
dropped another ball in Maude's
hands, "and the pink for little Rosy
Ray."

The children laughed merrily. but
at the lady's last words their faces
grew very long. "Now, girls." "I
want three mats for my dressing case
at home and I know you will be de-
lighted to make me a present before I
go, which will be very soon now." She
looked at Ray while she spoke and
then left the room.

"Horrid thing!" said Ray, as the
door closed. "I won't knit a mat for
her. I thought she meant to give us
the wool."

"It just serves us right for talking
about mamma's friend as we did," re-
plied Estelle. "We will have to knit
them. Come, Ray, I'll begin yours,
and Maude, don't you remember?
Make a chain of three stitches and
the next row plain."

They were all three fond of this kind
of work and presently forgot their
disappointment.

The sun was just setting when Es-
telle said: "There, that's the last of
the wool and my mat's done. But Just
see what a big wad of paper Miss Cro-
ker rolled her wool upon." She tossed
the paper under the grate and fasten-
ed off her knitting neatly.

"And mine's finished," said Maude,
and here is another great roll of pa-
per, and there is something hard in
it. Maude opened It slowly, laughing
as she did so. A bright five dollar
gold piece.

"Oh. look! Just look! I wonder if
Miss Croker meant to put it there!"

"I am sure I don't know," answer-
ed Estelle, but wait until Ray has
finished her mat then we will go
and ask her."

"It is done," said Ray, "and here is
anc' her five dollar gold piece. Es-
telle, you'd better get a poker and pull
out that paper you threw under the
grate."

Estelle soon had the paper in her
hand, and sure enough, there was a
third gold piece hidden away in it.

"She must really intend them for
us," said Ray. "I feel so ashamed
because she heard me say, 'I wish
she would go home.' "

While the three girls with the money
In their hands and the mats in their
laps were wondering what they ought
to do, Miss Croker walked in.

"So I see my mats are finished," she
said. "They are very pretty and I
will keep them always in remembrance
of my three little friends."'

Estelle held up the shining coin. "I
found this in my ball," she said.

"I put it there as a little surprise
for you," replied Miss Croker, "and
now I hope you can buy some small
gift for your mamma and papa. Then
she added, "Come, children, hurry oa

"AND THE PINK FOR LITTL
ROSY RAY."

your wraps and I will take you down
town to choose your presents."

Never did three little girls dress in
such short time.

Miss Croker took them to such wn-
derful stores and was so pleasant and
kind that the three little girls neverI forgot that New Year's Ev.

The sifts that they carried home toStheir parents, wach were hdnt

nader Msas 0.obs". adviea woesr w
2t vam mana.


