THE DEPARTURE OF THE OLD
; YTEAR.

"Twas.near-the time that two years mect,
When one with weary, tired feet
Stealeth away to die.
And one, al] eagerfor the strife.
Takes up its freshoand new found kfe,

Norasketh whence or why.

Tired with thinking of the past,
Weary with watching for the last

Breath of the passing vear,
=0 =ad her dying moments seemeil,
I fell asleep, and sleeping dreamed

I =aw her black-draped bier.
Within she lay, the dead, cold form
Of days and hours forever gone,

The mourners gathered round!
Such hosts no burial ever knew,
From far and wide; the wonder grew

So mauny conld be found,

I stood among them, gazing ‘round,
And such u sfeht and such n <ound

I never knew before!
sSuch weeplng for lil:[l&i‘lﬁlfhﬂu Is. i
Such sighing for Life’s vanished tlowers,

The night air néver bore!

Beside the biér an angel brizht -
With varvingrobes of black and white,

Leaned, lookingon them all;

One after one they pussed ber by,

And as they passed with smile orsigh,
She in each hand let fall _

A recofd of the hours now dead.

Paze alter puge énch mourner read;

Ah! somewaere black with sin, -
And some with fallén tears were stained,
Some told of strucgles, vietory gained!

And-wome were white and elean.

When this fair angel held 2 book
That had a pure and clegnly look,

She on the ewner swiled—

A smile so sweet, as if Heaven bhorn,
From eyes as tender as the dawn

Of summer morningimild.

But when she held in her white hand
A book, with pages witha band .

All dark, and dim uand stained,

Her bright eyes dim with unshed tenrs,
Picrced throngh the heart like grievous
fears,

And all the heart-strings pained.
Trembling, 1 passed the angel by,

I dared not mect her steadlast eve,

And lowiy-bent my head; |
I felt swr band upon mine own, -
Then looked to see the seed 17d sown

Within the vear now dead.

I turned the pagzes o cr and o’er,

Ah! many a stainaud blot they bore,
Andfew were clean and white!

My heart was weary with the pain

Of livinz o’er those hours again,

That once bad taken Hight.

1 speeehlesssrood, and tear-drops foll:
L ponthe pages, il a speil

Cansed me 1o raise my eyes:

The angel beckoned with her hand,
And, lookingup, T saw a bl

Desvending irom the skigs.. - .
Spirits unnumbered, 1"-1!39('1 in white,
All glowing with I'C:-p'[“‘l‘la('ﬂti fight,

Met my dstonished eyes!

Each heldba pure uad shining seroll,
W hich the breeze fiuttering, did unroil,

And showed ‘twas Ulank and elears |, -0
Now, while we - gaged with wrmdcﬁng eyes
At the hright vision in the skies,

The angel at the bier
Spoke in sad aceents, low and sweet,

Some words that T would fain repeat,

!
| **The record of vour last year’s life

Few pages are there ¢lear and white,
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But cannot now recall;
The burden of them vet was thix,
The very words my brain did miss
The angel™s lip= let 141,

Shows many scenes of bitter strife
And many darksome deeds;

Few pages show the inner lizht

That every mortal need-.

| Your steps you cannot now retrace.
i But ever forward turn vour face

|

Toward the rising sun;

The harvest of yvoursin youl reap,

When tne soul, linzering still in sleep,
Calls not the Heavenly One.

Call on His name,. and He will hear,

He will arrest the falling tear,
Sustain you, every ope!

Whoso conlesseth to His name,

Shall shed the garmeénts of his shame
And don a Heavenly one.

Before we bury this dead year,

Cast all your recordson the bier,
Which T will cover deep:!

Bury them all, beside the dead—

All of the moments that have fled!
A-vake then from vour sleep!

Behold! these spirits from above,

Types of forgiveness and of Jove,
Merey to erring ones—

Bring unto each a shiningz seroll

Which, as the new year doth uaroll,

 Showing the vising sun,

Will hold the record of each day.

Oh! may it stil kecp white, I pray,
Through all the vear now born!”’
Like snowfinkes fell the serolls among
The listening, anxious, eager throny;

I, reverent, lifted mige.
The vision faded from the sky, )
And, where the dead year once did lie
Appeared old Father Time;
One glass was empty of its sandl,
Another, held within his hand,
I saw, ondrawing near,
Was brimming full. Twelve
heard,
And, starting upward like a bird,
Arose the new-born year!
I op’d wy eves, and lay in thought
Of allthat faney’s touch had .wrought
Within my busy brain. .
Then rose and kunelt in earnest prayer,
Appealing for my Father's care
And Mercy once again.
And praying that my sersll might be

~trokes I

“I*Aeceptable for Him to see

When this New Year should die:
And peace and comfort in my breast,
A feeling of a happy rest,

Proved I was heard on High.

—[ Detroit Free Press.

HER CHRISTMAS .STOCKING.

“Polty, womaun, see here
said Mr. Amasa Andrews,

kitchen door:. **Whatever d'ye think ?

“tTve had 4 Tétter from Uncle Joshua!*

“Not about the mortgage? The old
skin-thint!™ :

Mrs. Andrews turned an anxious face
from the breadshe was kveading.

*sNo; tain’t nothin’ ‘o' that sort. s,
areal friendly letter. He wants to bor-
row our Patty for a spell!™"’ i3

**Borrow Patty! Whatintheworld—"" |
“Well, there, vou sce, Polly," began |

her husband, advancing with the letter
in his hand: “0O! Aunt Sally lives

i Patty was handed down.
| nearly asleep that it was like v dream;

i from under his eap brim.

4 minute!™ | _ - il .
opening the : doorway during this dialogue, with a |
o the | A

with Yim: hez fer years. An’ther’s
her danshter Savih merried lately. 1
:i’pu.-il! it leaves ‘er sorter lonesome.
Anyways he sez he'd like t've Patty
come fer w'ile. It’s nat'ral ‘nufi.
Shell wé let 'er go??

“Oh, Amasy, I hate to!™

“Yes, we'll miss Cer; but
lone. An' there’s the
Polly!™"

1 know.
ratty."

Patty herself w:

tuint fer

mortzage,

Well, let’s leave it to

13 pot averse to the

i visit; but then she never was to any
! plan of her clders. -

“I'd jus’ as lieves,”” she said, in her

| mild Jittle voice ; and George lamented
| while he wondered

that ne had not
been chosen instead.
So Aunt Polly packed the old-fash-

ioned carpet-bag, and Uncle Amasa put

his small niece 1 the ."?I:I.I::I'.*L.‘ll:ll.'h, un- |

der the good-natured driver’s earé, one
frosty morning in the Jate fall.

Pattty never forgot that brisk rolling
over the “linty roads, the glimpses of
the fee-bound river, of farm houses

t nestled amone leailess trees, of now and

then a child at & window who nodded or
~raved 1 hand at her. And then, as
night fell, early and cold, they halted
before a long, low, red heuse, where a

' single light was burning, and an old

man in a fur eap, with 2 lantern in his
haund, came to the gate and called :
“Aint got a little gal fer me ‘ve ye,

| Bilas??

¢Here ye be!"! was the answer, and
She was so

her entrance into the lighted kitchen,

| her supper on kind Aunt Sally’s lap,

and, finally, her tucking intobed at
that good woman’s motherly hands.
But the next morning, when breakfast
i was over, Patty followed Uncle Joshna
rout of doors. **Kin 1 come with yon?"
| shie asked, slipping her little hand into
his hard, horny paim.
“I sh'd think ye'd like to stay with
f Aunt Sally,” he replied, looking at her
“She’s goin’
to make some pies, I guess.™
“I'd ruther go with you, an’ see the
i calves, if I may?" unswered his great
niece timidly.
And so, morning after morning,
Patty would go to Aunt Sally with her
{ hood and little shawl, and, while pins
| were being fastened and strings tied she
would ask: *Ye don’t mind ef T goout
with  Unele Joshua, do ye, Aunt
Sally
: Alwaysthe same question and always
ithv same answer: *Lord love the dear
i children, no!™  While the old woman
{ muttered, under her hreath: “Mebbe
i "twill do some gm'n!. Who knows?”
- Uncle Joshua slways stood in the

ereat show of impatience and reluct-
ance to he *bothered.”’

«f sh'd think alittie gal’s place was
a8 he

;
i
{in th' house,” he wounld remark,
took-her band. But he liked it.
you, how he liked it! _
{  And soon there was not a nook or
Ceranuy in the light of Patty’s yellow
i head, und heurd the tender cadence of
ner voice.
One day Aunt Sally acecompanied
| them to the pen where the great Christ-
i mas turkey was confined.

'l k

was wondering st its  size and promise,
Mr. Andrews said, suddenly :

“Patty, does your Uncle'Amasy talk
much about me d’ye know!™ with a
malicions twinkle under his bushy eye-
brows.

“Somtimes."
head.

#0h, he does, does he? What does
he eall me, child?

b “Ap OI' Duffer,” said Patty, with her
finger in her mouth.

Uncle Joshua turned und strode
away, flinging *“There, now, Sally!™
over his shoulder at his dismayed sister
as he went.

That night he sat before the open

(]

Patty then hung her

| “Franklin™ in his great rocking chair,

while Aunt Sally knitted in the corner,
and Patty, on the floor, unlaced her
shoes preparatory to going up stairs.

4Ye like us here, don't ye, Patty?”
asked her uncle, finally, after a long si-
| lence,

| when the stage stopped

Bless }

While she |

1

pink cheek against bis knee.

I'ncle Joshua's hard hand was wr}fi

{ light on the yellow head, as he stroked
her hair.
I An’ would ye like to live with us?"”
| he asked again.
‘ “An' not go home ever?'
| “\Why, yes—mebby—for a visit.
{ Hive here.”
Putty raised her head to stare at him.
Oh, I couldn’t, Uncle Joshuwx; not to
tlive, ye know. I think a lot 0* you an’
[ Aunt Sally. But ye know there's all
the rest o' th’ folks—I'nele Amasy and

But

brother!”

Unele Joshua drew away his hand,

| and Aunt Sally, in ker corner, frowned
| over her knitting.
I Innocent Patty went on, presently, in
& musing tone: *This place is awful
nice, but I like Unele Amusy’s jus’ ez
well, I guess, if it wasn’t fer—fer th’
moggage.’’

“The what?"

Mike said so, an’ George an’

=4

't home.
me we've hunted for it lots o’ times.’
The child’s voice had grown low and
fearful, and she knitted her brows as
she spoke. “D'm sca’t of it, too; it's
somethin®  awful.  George
‘twas a bear, mebby; but Mike he said
‘twas more like a wolf. [)ye ever see
one, Uncle Joshua?”

deal of noise.

¢Jos" ua!™ called his sister, winding
the cloeck.

“Wal!™ he snarled.

“Amasy Andrews’ ez good a
ever trod sole leather. [ declare fer it
it's a shame.”

“Shet up, Sally! Will ye?”
Andrews turned upon her. “Amassy
Andrews’s a shiftless ereature. I ain't
no use fer 'im."

Patty sprang to her feet, with her
shoes in her hand. “*Yon didn’t ouzht-
“I'nele Amasy's so good to me!™ and
then she broke down and cried.

manded her uncle, and disappeared.

Patty went home soon after this; and
at the t[rml‘.
Aunt Sally held her tast, saying between
her tears: “Ye mus’® come ac’in, dar
lin’. Promise us ye will.”” Wiile Un-
cle Joshua snapped, in his crossest
tones :

“()? conrse she'll come az’in. Don't
be a fool. Here, Patty, come to me. |
That’s somethin’ to remember me by,™
thrusting a gold piece into her hand.
“*An’ this,” holding up a little packace,
“ye tell yer Aunt Polly to put in your !
stockin® C'ris’'mus.”

And then e took her to the stare.

When Patty showed her gifts to Aunt
Polly at night, that worthy woman took
the money between her thumb and
finger. “Land's sake!" she eried, “ef
that don't beat ali! It's a five dollar
gold piece, Amasa Andrews, as sure’s
yelive! Who'd a’ thoughtth’ o]’ man°d |
acted so like folks!™” '

“He's real good!” loyal Patty in all
her excitement did not forget to say.
¢J like Uncle Joshua fustrate.  Oh, but
Aunt Polly! won't that buy my new
shoes?"’

The man and woman
glances, and then DJrs.
stooped and kissed her niece.

The short winter days passed quick- |
ly. One night at dusk the two excited
children hung their stockings in the
chimmney corner before they went up |
stairs to bed. The next morning, in the
dark and cold, two little night-zowned
ficures crept down the back stairs, |

exchanged
Andrews

words to describe.

“Den’t {ye look? Don’t ye dass to
look il I get th’ fire agoin!” com-
manded. George, as he lighted the
lamp.

“Honest, I won't, Georgy!™ his
ter promised, covering her eyes with
her hands.

“There; it’s agoin®!
it las’ night.
i look, quiek!™

“Mittens!" eried the boy, diving inte
his stocking.

“Leggin’s!” eried the girl.

“0h, Put[)‘! look ‘ere, won'
sled, a true an’ honest sled 2"

“Oh, Georgy? a doll? A
great big doll! Oh, aint I glad

*“That's good news."” said Uncle
Amasa, cheerfully, as he and his wife |
| appeared at the door. **Air ye satis-|
| fied, children?” :
But Patty had, at last, come to Uncie
| Joshua’s box. *I'll cut th’ strine with
: my new knife,”” George cried. **Now, |
tleas look ; mebby its a gold watch and |
| ehain, Patty.”

{  “Taint nothin® but writin*,»
' child, bewildered.

|  Uncle Amasa took the sheet with
trembling fingers. *“Heaven an’ earth,™

I'm glad I fix't

»

t }1'9

said the |

“Yes, sir, o' course I do,” laying her |

Aunt Polly and George; George’s my |

= f
“Th moggage we've got on our farm

thought |

The old man did not answer, hat be- |
gan raking down the fire with a great!

man's |

er to talk so!” she eried, indignantly. |

“Sally, take that ehilidl to hed!" com- |

! Yankeedom.

| WL

| when
fmodels.

shivering aud sleepy, but happy beyond | “ver made was 2 model of a
| pisees, and had
tand 561 moving people.

Now look, Patty, ch, |

| ficures were
lovely, |
| next.

| consid

VO5T eroar bases and
iy .’_..l Mises dll

| boxes [ ot for one cent

be ejuculated, letting it fall the next
moument. “It's tuat moggage made
out to Patty. Lijsten bere:

441 send yor what would please vou
most, child, ‘Tell your Uncle Amasa aman
I8 pretty good that ralses such a litle gird.
Sa, u Merry Christmasto you all, From

O Tue OLp DUPFER.” '

“Bless the Lord!” whispered Aunt
Polly. And “Bless the Lord!" piped
her small niece,

And I think our Patty was the only
child in New Eneland who found that
day a house and lands in the toe of her
Christmas  stocking.—[Ruth Hall in
| New York Independent,
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Fashion Notes.

Carrickmacross collerettes and deep
cuffs are very popular garnimre for
plain, untrimmed dinner dresses of
dark velvet.

Buckles for trimming, both in mil-
linery and dressmaking, are finding fa-
vor. A pleasant combination 15 steel
i3:-'-1;1 with false rems.

Renl sealskin: o dyed almost black, are
{ brought out for luwdies in mourning, and
for those who prefer an entirely black
I eostume,
| Wool, silk and velvet are all com-
! bined in one costume, and yetl this is so
| effectively accomphshed that the result
is perfect in 18 way,
|, For elderly and middle-aged ladies
H ll“!ff!l::_t can be more beantiful than the
reception and  dinner dresses of gray
I satin embroidered with smoked |w:|.l‘]~1.
Soft silk and sarah evening dresses
for voune ladies are trimmed with
| Moresque lace, the Valenciennes laces
[ beine used on the heavier silks and
| ight velvets.
| English bonnpets of this season are
Lirge, many of them being copies in
| chenille of the summer bonnets in straw.
| English hats are also quite large, and
| muny of them have the eccentric brims
| of last season.
Double chenille fringes, put down the
[ front and in pliston below the waist-
| line on the back of a short wrap, bul
not arvutd the sarment, has the effect
Pof nirrowing the ficure, and should 1y
i used by short and stout women.
. Velvel w'!mUr-ll Ottoman ~ilk 1= stylish
fwhen combined with 1):.'{i..'. \"]'.'&'l‘. A
| P sian dress for walkinge or drivinge
| has moss green silk with red and brown
t dots for the bhusqae, with @ blonse
The skirt i3
¢}

vl

velvs
vess of plain
'ilr."v_-\'.l? velvet and the !'::I:Ili"7'~. of
| &p itted silk,
Smoky hnes
Enclish ladies;
antd
tr.-ill'l ‘{r)ll.l.tl

brown satin.

the

there

fashion with
sinake-bine

il
shides

are
0y L -

mok eciorroe: ' | P
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L vep t “ih
hat are

ithat i= shadow-like and oives a4 eharm-

My, |

S tritmined

IS ¢om

ing  effect, ke-blue s
with warnet, and sunny brown
bined with green. _
Swiss belts of leather or velvet
voung ladies  with  eloth
They are made with points
in front, the upper one small and the

lower very longe, and the back isa

e
worn by

I'i‘r'.‘-‘-' -

[ plain, straiecht band.  Jet belts of fine

beads
velvet

vETY close Tul-_;'t't.:ll rare worn with
Wiists.
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A Pofessional Whittler.
=z Low's Post =pateh

William Yoke claims to be the chuwmn-
pion juck-knife artist of the day, al-
though he was born in St. Louss and not
A Post-Dispateh reporter
heard of this professional lacerator of
pine sticks and sought him out. [t was
not until the inside of an unused Meth-
olist chureh aut Kirkwood, this county,
Wits that Mr. Yoke and his
knife were cornered. The knife was
slashing ¢igar boxes to pieces at rail-
‘:.'l‘!’li whenthe repourter ops neid up
witii: ““Are you the muan whois mnking
an automatie world’s fair and St Louis
exposition with a knife!™

““No, that 1so't what L eall it. I am
making what I call the Missouri Pacific
and  Strasburg  Aulomatie Wonder,
with the Golden Ark of the Covenant.
[t will contain over 180,04 pieces and

reached

| will have 1,100 moving and working

figures.”

All wround the aunt and dismantled

'church were piles of cigar boxes and
{ Inths and myriads of nicely earved lit-

tle pieces of
tions of models
whittler wuas a

\\'.'-l_n!, :lp]}:i!‘t'nll}' por-
of buildings. The
small man, with keen

| eyes and aready tongue, and about 34

years of age. In the course of an
an hour’s conversation he said in sub-
stance: “I didn’t krow that [ was any-
thing extra of awhittler until abut 1869,
in a small way I made some
[ was in Texas workine a
Illi”-'-“!‘i;’hli!&;:. The first 1:11"'_1'0_-. pim'r- |
Bermuda
Afterward [ Balmoral

castle, made

I castle, Bingen ecastle, Miramar eastle,

the steamer Bristol, Solomon’'s temple,
and the Texas stute capitol at Austin.
Solomen’s temple contwned 12,268
1.369 windows. It is
The Aus-
img has 63,044 picces
Every ,room
and department butlding was
riven, with all the officers and legisla-
tors.” Everybody was representedd,
down to the man sawinge wood in the
basement for the furnaces. All the

]'].'l‘.'K'!! h} & wWooden en-

now or exhibition in Tesas.
i

tin eapitol build

i1 the

t gine, whic1 was run by sapd falling on

an overshot wheel. [ made this
a4t odd moments in 18240,

“[ have just hi this chureh and
begun steady work. 1 shall sleep and
eat in this church until about May 1,

The material? Yes, it takes
erabie. I have alreadv used up
' {300 laths. It will
take m all 1,800 cigar boxes, 500 laths,
and Ju0 feet of lumber. The cicar

each. I used

piece

red

{

no toel's exeept my knife.

_— . ——

A DBuenos Avres dollar is as big as a

L‘;t'.“.-'-"-f'.m:l and is made of L"l[l!li:.!' and
silver.




