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*> r î /'i ̂  

til VvVV * , £ 
V-V'„ I *i»' **5 »'? 

- .! »«* 

".if4-- '^' ' ' l  

iiiuiiiiiiii 

mwe'JMi 

GLASS DARKLY." 

:?Nh 

lltl 

mce from a New Year's Sertnon.) 
LIVE THOMPSON 
sat in her low un-
eushioned seat in 
the little country 
c h u r c h ,  p a y i n g  
strict attention to 
the New Year's ser-

^ mon. It was her 
habit to pay strict 
attention to the 
r e g u l a r  S u n  d a y  
sermon, hut this 

pay being New Year day she was 
devoted in her attention. Her 

[never wandered from the face of 
preacher, the face that had been 
unday etudy for thirty years. She 
ve years old when she began the 

The face had never grown any 
to her. There were the same 

.-emi-circular wrinkles under the 
it the ear nearest her, which she j 

[always seen, and the devious \i above the eyes continued al-
of the same elevation, except 

|t!iey had grown inwards, tending 
e horizontal ripple above the 
and deepening at that point, 
sermon, to the mind of Olive 

opson, was "mure beautiful" on 
particular day than had ever b-en 
e. 
ow we see through a glass dark-
ht then face to face," he said. 

a'4 

TAKE IT; IT IS GOOD 
mists of our present condition 
our view; stormy days have sent 
and sleet against our windows 
for the dimness of our glass, 

[»iinot see the sky." 
Thompson's eyes filled with 

She remembered the "dust and 
of weary years. How the storm 

j'eathed upon the windows of her 
turning into frosted tablets what 

[•wise miglu have been avenues for 
jglit. 
laKp heart" the preacher went on, 
7n? days are coming when the 
lows will be open to the shy, and 
[hall see face to face what has al

lien, but which we could not 
Poi" looking through a glass dark-

nw months later Olive Thompson 
making apple piee in the pan-

I he pantry window was up and 
J ( ) ' ig of birds came in. Also there 

in the voice of Joseph, the hired 
who was coaxing the new calf to 

"Take it," he was saying to 
[^experienced animal; "it is good." 

it; it is good," Olive repeated 
Erself in the pantry. 
Hi at is good?" asked the old 

Ikied mother knitting in the warm 
|<n. 
|hy, everything, I suppose," Olive 
F> "ed, still listening with one ear 
[hat Joseph was saying. 

doesn't seem good now, bossy; 
[it is good, take it." 
[live." said her mother, "it Is time 

agh the windows. The frost is 

In tne morning she took her pan 
of suds and the polishing cloth and 
stood in a chair to wash the windows. 
She would begin in the kitchen, she 
thought, and go clear around to the 
parlor. She tried to pull out the old 
fashioned spring of the upper sash, 
but it would not yield. 

"Olive," said her mother, "Joseph 
had better help to wash the windows. 
He can stand on the ladder on the 
outside." "Joseph," she called at the 
door, "come in and pull the spring for 
Olive." And, "Joseph, polish the glass 
on the outside, it is too hard for Olive. 

Joseph was obedient. He had been 
"the hired man" for five years. No 
one would have known he was th» 
hired man except the two women. He 
might have been the old lady's son and 
Olive's brother, so kind and true had 
he always been to these two. 

Olive stood on a chair on the in
side and Joseph on the ladder outsld". J 
The features of each were dim through 
the glass, and the two scrubbed away I 
with soap and polish. What was left j 

of smoke and frost yielded to double 
persuasion, and Joseph called from 
the outside: "Is it clear, Olive?" 

"Olive, scrutinizing closely, called 
hack, pointing to the upper corner. 
"Just a little more rubbing right 
there." 

She did not notice that Joseph was 
looking into her eyes, and thinking 
to himself "how clear" they were. 

He rubbed away at the filmy plae. , 
and then called again: "It isn t quit< 
clear down in that corner." 

Olive polished away on her < i le 
r atfhing Joseph's eye full of a l ir.ht 
that shot right through the obscurit> 
an i made her remember the text of the 
\«w Year sermon—"Now we see 
through a glass darkly." 

Around the house went the two, 
Olive on the inside and Joseph on the 
outside, and only the last perlor win
dow was left. The morning had sped 
away like a glint of sunshine from 
the pan of water in the chair. Olive 
had watched this broken bit of rad
iance, as it played on the ceiling above 
the table with the album and pictorial 
Bible on it. It was like a halo above 
thp precious spot. She moved her 
chair up to the window with a little 
sigh. Joseph moved his ladder up to 
the same window on the opposite side. 

"Let it down from the top, Olive," 
he said. 

"I can't," Olive called back, "it 
sticks." 

Joseph was on her side in a moment. 
His fingers just touched hers ".j they 
pulled on the spring together, and 
something which was not unlike a glint 
of sunshine passed through the two. 
The spring slipped back and Joseph 
was on tlu* outside again. Joseph low
ered the window to bring it within 
easy reach of the woman on the other 
side. Strange he hadn't thought of 
that before. Standing straight up, 
Olive on her chair and Joseph on his 
ladder, the two looiced into each other"s 

From the kitchen she called: "Are 
the windows all clean, daughter?" 

"All ciean, mother," came the an
swer, and Olive Thompson recalled the 
words of the sermon, "Take heart, 
spring days are coming when the win
dows will be open to the sky; and we 
shall see face to face what has alw a 
been." 

isirsaif^  ̂

I" ana they look diCjgy." 
know it." Olive said, "1 will do 

Iff and they look dingy." 
I know it 
[morrow.' 
•'ve Thompson obeyed her mother 

a life-long habit, and from re-
principle. Was she not her 

" 8 child, and ought not children 
bey their parents; old, wrinkled, 
~ Parents?" 

"IS IT CLEAR, OLIVE?" 

eyes. There was nothing on Joseph's 
side and nothing on Olive's side to 
dim their vision. It was all clear. 

"But now face to face," thought 
Olive. 

The old mother passing by the par
lor, EiUiled, and spoke not a word. 

When Autumn dies at last upon her 
throne 

Amid the ruin of a regal state, 
Boreas' clarion trumpets sound her 

fate, 
And Winter knows the realm thence

forth his own; 
Calling his minions in the Arctic zone 

And making them through his own 
greatness great, 

He journeys forth to his possessions 
straight, 

The winds' wild music ave before him 
blown. 

A lock of frost he fastens on the land, 
And makes the air with keenest cold 

to sting; 
The waters lie 'neath fetters from his 

hand; 
And while his white snows toss and 

whirl and fling, 
Robed royally and crowned for all 

command 
He proudly crics, "Behold me: I am 

King.!" 
—William Francis Barnard. 

Ctirlstmaa Eve. 
By Mary N. Prescott. 

Christmas eve the wide world over, 
And Christmas chimes are sounding; 

Christmas trees their buds discover, 
With Christmas gifts abounding. 

The moonbeams on the snow-drifts 
shed 

Strike out f sudden splendor; 
And all the heavenly fields are spread 

With starlight bright, yet tender. 

The window-panes are white with 
frost, 

In tracery of flowers, 
Bringing again the summers lost 

To bloom through Christmas hours. 
O, happy night, whose blessed days 

Across the ages shine, 
Lighting the darkness of our days 

With promises divine! 

IHL FROM Denver 

if 

/ -ilim* 

r 5 

i 
"CloaKsj9 Yta, madam," a dubious 

complimcnt to the maturity of my ap
pearance: "Will you have a fur circu
lar? Here is one of the best silk with 
a mink lining, only one hundred and 
twenty-five dollars." 

Feeling very humble, I made known 
the fact that a cloth cloak was what I 
was seeking, and the young woman led 
the way to another department. 

"Now here is one that I can fully 
recommend," she said after I had final
ly made her comprehend that twenty-
five dollars was my limit. "This is a 
pattern cloak, and but two of them 
were imported, the other was 6ent to 
Denver. We only use them for sugges
tions, never copying exactly, so you 
need not be afraid of having a common 
garment." 

I confess that the !; '  irgument was 
conclusive, as I despisa! the ready-
made garments which were sold by the 
hundreds exactly alike, making a class 
of buyers look as though they were in 
uniform. Turning regretfully away 
from the handsomer garments, I pur
chased the cheaper one, the sole speci
men of its style. Feeling that of a 
truth poverty has its stings, I doubt 
if I was really grateful for the cloak 
that I was able to possess as J thought 
of the more beautiful one, which I 
wanted so badly. 

My new cloak was like charity, in
asmuch as that it would cover many 
sins in the way of shabby dresses, and 
enable me to make quite a respectable 
appearance despite my too obtrusive 
poverty, for I was but a working 
woman. 

My dear father little thought of the 
sorrow in store for his petted daughter 
when he so tenderly provided for her 
every want and would not permit her 
to learn self-reliance or any means of 
support. When he passed away, about 
four years prior to the opening of my 
«tory, the little property that was left 
after all was settled up, simply pro
vided a small income for mother, 
brother and I having renounced our 
claims thereto. Frank urged us both 
to make our home with his family, but 
I did not want to. Mother being able 
to pay a small sum for board was very 
happy with her children and grand
children and I sought to earn, my liv
ing in Boston forty miles distant from 
the family. 

It was very stern discipline for me to 
go directly from a fine home into the 
struggle of life, especially as I had no 
idea how I could turn my talents, en
tirely untrained, into money. I am 
sure that were it possible for my father 
to be conscious of my trials, he would 
share my sufferings and bitterly re
gret that I had not been educated to a 
regular business. 

, Embroidery, in which I was skilled, 
offered small compensation, but I 
thankfully accepted it and at last 
learned to do acceptable work, and for 
my own trade, so that I felt measur
ably independent. 

I had long needed a cloak and had 
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Twelve Hundred Miles of *Cor»l Reef* 
The gieat barrier reef which fringe 

the coast of Australia north of Bris
bane, in the direction of Torres straits, 
must always rank among the wonders 
of the world. For 1,200 miles the coral 
animalcules have raised a solid protec
tion against the rage of the ocean 
swell at a distance varying from 20 
to 150 miles from the shore, leaving a 
comparatively safe and calm inner 
passage, suitable for navigation by the 
largest steamers on thejr voyage north 
and east. Sundry channels penetrate 
the reef at intervals, and whole iteets 
of trading schooners are regularly en
gaged amid the intricate labyrinth ot 
coral inlets.—London Standard, 

I felt in another pocket to find my own 
and was surprised to discover a letter 
enclosing a photograph of a young 
man, who, to my mind, was decidedly 
good looking. 

Frank glanced at It and remarked 
that he was not aware that I had such 
a handsome friend. With just a bit of 
vexation apparent, I told him about 
my cloak and the story of the sales
woman. 

"Then i t  m u s t  be t h a t  t h  • l:i<!y f r o m  

Denver is visiting Boston and has a 
penchant for the theater also," he re
marked with a smile. 

Hoping to discover a due to the 
'••wner of the cloak to ,'s to return the 
mittens, the cloaks were exact coun
terparts and equally new, I read the 
letter, which was addressed to Miss 
\nnie Shaw, Scotia, N. Y. It began, 

"hear Nan," and ended "Ever thine, 
Fied." It was brimful of nonsense, 
but contained nothing to indicate the 
relationship of the parties. 1 immedi
ately concluded that they must be lov
ers. 

"A fair exchange is no robbery," it 
is said, so as the principal point of 
difference in the property was in the 
mittens, I made no effort to find Miss 
Shaw, convinced that she was but a 
visitor to the city and that I could not 
iraro her through the directory. I 
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Idiot. 
"The average American woman, 

said th.e tiresome boarder, "as any ar
tist or any physician will tell you, is 
misshapen." 

"Some of them," said the Cheerful 
Idiot, "'have matronly figures."—Ex. 

THE SILK ONES. 
been saving for that purpose when 
Frank came to the city for a brief visit 
and made me a present of ten dollars, 
which, added to what I had, enabled 
me to get the coveted garment. 

He had asked me to go and see 
Modjeska in "As you like it," so I 
hastened to procure my cloak so as to 
make a presentable appearance. We 
enjoyed the play very much, but alas! 
those street cars ceased running so 
early that in order to get my suburban 
boarding place we had to make a mad 
scramble as the curtain went down 
on the last act. 

Without waiting to give the check to 
the maid, I seized my cloak and got In
to it as we rushed down the stairs, 
aided by my brother. As we seated 
ourselves in the street car I put my 
hand into the coat po:ket for my mit
tens to cover the thin kid gloves and 
protect my hands from the cold. To 
my astonishment, I drew out a dainty 
pair of silk ones in place of the sober 
brown saxony wool pair knit by my 
own dear mother. How could this 
thing be? I was sure that it was my 
own cloak, for I had been assured that 
the only one like it had been sent to 
(Denver. Clearly someone must have 
t»ut them into mv Docket bv mistake. 

THIS IS NOT NAN S. 
diligently read the papers, however, 
lest she might desire to regain the 
photo and would advertise, but I saw 
no notice. 

Not long afterwards as I was rush
ing through the street to a car sta
tion, suburbanites are always in a hur
ry, I heard hasty steps behind me and 
a strong arm was laid upon my 
shoulder with a, "What's your hurry, 
Nan? I am all out of breath chasing 
you." 

I turned my head and the stranger 
saw my face, he raised his hat courte 
ously and said: 

"Pardon me, hut you are not Nan if 
you are wearing her new cloak." 

1 well knew that it was decidedly 
improper to speak to a stranger on the 
street, but zeal to discover Miss Shaw 
and restore her mittens led me to an
swer him in his own spirit. 

"Thanks, but this is not Nan's cloak, 
it is my own." 

With a confused apology he was 
about to leave me when I detained him 
and rehearsed the story of the ex
change of garments and asked his as
sistance to regain my own. With a 
peculiar reticence, I refrained from 
mentioning the photo as I recognized 
its original before me, telling only of 
the mittens as the point of difference. 

He said that he knew the young 
lady well, in fact had been her escort 
that evening as she was visiting 
friends of his own. For some unex
plained reason she had seemed very 
desirous of regaining her cloak al
though, so far as he could perceive, 
there was no difference between them. 

Feeling anxious to restore Miss 
Shaw's property, for that was her 
name, I gave him my address and he 
promised to bring her to call upon 
me. By this time we had reached the 
car station and after assisting me into 
the car he turned away. 

Not long afterwards Miss Shaw and 
"Fred," whom I learned was "Mr. 
Jackson," called and we had a merry 
evening as we discussed the contre
temps of the cloaks, especially as 
"Nan" said: 

"I could not understand the ex
change as I prided myself on being 
the sole possessor of a cloak of this 
peculiar style of trimming." 

"Are you from Denver?" I asked. 
She looked a bit puzzled and then 
laughed heartily as she told the .same 
story which had inveigled rae into the 
purchase. 

Miss Shaw declared that she would 
embroider her name and address on a 
ribbon hanger, as the stores do, to 
identify her cloak in the future, and 
I mentally determined to do likewise. 

After that I was fairly haunted by 
duplicates of my cloak made after such 
an exclusive model. The church which 
I attended had free seats and persons 
were at liberty to sit wherever they 
ehese. I generally took the same one 
every Sunday as was the custom of 
other regular attendants. One day as 
I entered the pew and knelt for silent 
prayer I noticed a stranger in it, or 
rather, saw a garment like min I 
thought at first that it was Nan Shaw, 
but soon discerned that it was a 
stranger. "The lady from Denver this 
time surely," I thought, but did not 
address her. The story of the cloak 
I fear intruded itself into my prayers 
far more than it should have done. 

I was quite pleased with Miss Shaw, 
and as she had so kindly invited, me, 
returned her call. I told her of the 
iady at church and we laughingly dis
cussed the question of forming a club 
of those who wore cloaks of our "ex
clusive" pattern. I enjoyed my visit 
greatly and remained later than I 
thought so had to hasten my steps 
homeward. I was rushing along the 
street toward the car station when: 
"Pardon me, are you from Denver?" 

greeted my ear, and I turned to s«# 
the smiling face of Mr. Jackson. 

With a laughing negative I was 
about to parts on when he looked at 
his watch and declared that I had lost 
my car, and as I had a full hour to 
wait invited me to take supper with 
him at a popular restaurant not far 
off. We had a lively chat over a dalntJT 
repast and time passed unnoted until 
Mr. Jackson remarked that as it was 
so late if it was agreeable to me ho 
would be happy to escort me to see 
Booth and Barrett who were starring 
together at that time. Such a treat 
was not to be lightly passed by and I 
stilled my fet l i that possibly "Dear 
Nan" might 111 t "Thine forever, 
Fred" taking ai oth r girl to an en
tertainment. 

This was but the beginning of a de-
lightful acquaintance. At first I would 
mal-e some passing remark about Miss 
Shaw and she occa^ionaly made ona 
of the party when we passed an even
ing together, but gradually we ceased 
to miss her. Once I taxed him with 
neglecting her, when he calmly re
plied that she had jilted him, saying 
that she was like most girls who did 
not care for attentions from their own 
brothers when some other girl's 
brother was around. Quite to my sur
prise I learned that Mr. Jackson wa» 
Annie's half brother, both having had 
the same mother. Fred was ten years 
older than his sister and as they were 
orphans, had been made her guardian. 
An intense affection for his mother 
led him to be very tender of her 
youngest child. 

It was eotnewliat strange to rae to 
note the intense relief that this ex
planation gave me. It was New Year's 
eve and we were going to the service 
the next day. He had been passing 
the evening with me. We were to 
meet Annie and a friend at the church 
and I was to go home with her and 
spend the holiday. 

What Fred thought of the expression 
on my face as I realized that my absurd 
jealousy of Annie was without founda
tion, I was soon to learn. As I glanced 
at him I caught a look of puzzled sur
prise and then he seized both my 
hands in his as he drew me to him. 

"And so you were jealous of my 
little sister?" he said, "Ah, Nellie, my 
darling, the question that I dared not 
ask is answered. I love you dearly and 
have been getting up my courage to 
ask for that greatest New Year's gift 
that you can give, your own sweet self 
to be my bride. May I claim it, for I 
know now that you love me?" 

Fred blesses that cloak which first 
made us acquainted and although I 
have a handsome sealskin now, will 
not consent to parting with it. He 
looks over my shoulder as I write and 
says that I should have called this 
story "My Fortunate Cloak," since it 
brought me a husband. Men are «o 
conceited. 

Ring mournfully, mournfully, bells! 
O, drearily,  drearily ring! 

The old year's almost through! 
For the Old ring mournful knells; 

But a merrier song we'll sing, 
A merrier song for the New! 

The gray old year is dying; 
His hours are almost spent; 

His moments fast are flying; 
The midnight winds are sighing. 

The boughs in prayer are bent 
For the gray old year that's dyingl 

The sad old dying year 
Leaves many a heart a smarting. 

But joys he leaves us, too; 
And we'll give a friendly tear 

A tear for the old, at parting, % 
For the old that once was new. 

He's been a good, true friend; 
Good sermons he's been preaching; 

Good seed has he been sowing; 
O, we might greatly mend 

Would we but heed the teaching 
Of the good old year that's going! 

The Old, departing sadly, 
Bowed low with white locks stream* 

ing, 
Will come to us no more; 

The New comes blithe and gladly. 
With joy and hope all beaming, 

As the old year came before. 

Adieu, old year, adieu! 
Your coming makes us gladder, 

And we've learned so much of you! 
But your days were all too few. 

And your going leaves us sadder; 
Adieu, old year, adieu! 

Ring merrily, merrily, bells! 
Now merrily, merrily ring! 

We've a smile in place of a tear! 
Ring merrily, merrily, bells, 

O, merrily, merrily ring, 
Ring In the glad New Year! 

They Have Their Price. 
The London Critic has compiled a 

list of 09 noblemen who are directors, 
of 130 companies, with a capital of ove* 
£04,000,000, the greater part of whiefc 
has never yielded a penny of divldeu4» 

After leaving college It would be # 
good Idea for some men to go to school* 


