
??

WELL
O! TWELVE"

throbbing' on the
midnight air,

A requiem?yes, the
?tying year is

Its records written,
be they foul or

Its mysteries solved
and all Its riddles read.

The New Year came with swift yet stealthy
tread;

No footfall reached the anxious, listen-
ing' ear

An through the portals he soswiftly sped;
Hut now his tirm, 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: Why comes the deepr

drawn sigh?
Why is the eye bedimmed with unshed

tears ?

It once was ours; we drank, aye, drained
the cup,

Quailing with eager lips Its happiness,
Nor even dreamed so soon we must gH"e

up
Those joys that came our daily life to

bless.

Shall all the ties be severed that have
bound

Friend unto friend, and very soul to
soul?

Shall some Lethean waters there be found
That over torn and wounded hearts shall

roll,
Is deep furgetfulness assuaging pain,

Healing ail wounds, and leaving not a
scar?

?Or shall the ties, the wounds, the scars re-
main ?

Shjill pain be there our future bliss to
mar?

""The Oracles are dumb;" with bated
breath

We silent stand, awaiting somi> reply;
It comes not, nor can come until kind death

Shall touch our hearts and bid the
clouds roll by.

Enough?for when life's fateful strife is
o'er.

Whin earthly joys and pains are laic?
aside,

Whin we look back from yonder distant
shore

And understand, we shall be satisfied.
?Charles H. Allen, in Frank Leslie's Pop-

ular Monthly.

: KE^YEAR.
jirTT-rL-- I VEfs a scmi-bliz-

* - znrd and a some-
»/ w j, a preten-

? tious sod house
??? on a western

prairie pro-
tentiou.s because it contained two
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. Xor was
the inside view of this sod house at
all disappointing to expectations
fired by the sig'ht of those real win-
>dows of glass, for there was furni-
ture 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
cook-book, lie was a merry-eyed
young fellow of 25, tall, athletic, and
Sn every way good to look at. Al-
though many miles from any human
being, so far as he knew, his hands
were clean and hi.s hair carefully
brushed two characteristics not
very pronounced in the make-up of
individuals 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 pergonal appearance.

"These are mighty good recipes,"
murmured Jack, as he slowly turned
the leaves of his book, "but they do
ret) u ire such an ocean of stuff!
Why don't they write some especially
for bachelors on prairie farms?lone-
ly old bachelors who have a hanker-
ing for a holiday dinner like mother
Used, to make?"

of "goodies," and that is why ho hap-
pened to be poringl over a cook-book
at an hour when he was usually
sound asleep in his comfortable bed.

"Mince pie is what I 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 I'm
not sure I know how the crust is
made. 1 wonder if I could use cran-
berries and dried blackberries in-
stead of raisins and currants? 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

to chop such things for his mother.
"If Nellie 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 day
upon which to begin married life."

With .this thought, the cheerful
tunc 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 buried his face in his hands.

"It is useless," he groaned, "I
can never get over it; I cannot be
brave. Oh, Nellie, Nellie, I cannot
live my life without you, and?l
won't!"

Jack had decided to be a farmer
without consulting the girl he loved,
principally because he had never told
her he loved her, and so had no
claim upon her. lie had believed
that a man had no right to propose
marriage to a girl until lie 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, lie 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, .Tack, but not
enough to live on a farm, and in
such a wilderness. I want to live in
the city. If you loved me, why did
you not ask me where I want to
live? Should a woman not have a
choice in the matter? If you still
love me, Jack, why not sell the farm
now?"

"It is my homo, Nellie. I have
worked three years to pet it. I
could not sell it now for what it is
worth to me, and I have nothing
else. Do you understand, dear? II
is all the home I have to crtTer you."

It seemed to .lack that such an ex-
planation ought to satisfy any girl,
and when .Nellie persistently refused
to live on a farm, 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
his farm, angrily telling himself that
the girl was not worth a second
thought, and that any self-respect-
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
lie called his folly, and this was the
first time he had broken down. Hut
he had built so many air castles
about this first day of the new year
?the first holiday which he and Nel-
lie would spend in their new home
?that it was rather difficult to cele-
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," be
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 I can
sell, and even then I 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
goto the home he had provided."

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

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

J his was said half whimsically and
fccij sadly, for to-morrow a new year
was to begin, and Jack was home-
sick. 1 here had been a time when
he was quite sure that the opening
<lay of this new year would see the
beginning of a new life for him?a
life in which Nellie lingers would be
4hc central figure. Jack turned to
4he fly leaf of hi.s cook-book and re-
read the words lie had written there.

"My first New Year resolution," he
proclaimed, in 71 tone that ought to
have frightened, away the most per-
sistent attack of the blues, "and I'm
bound to live up to it. 'l, Jack Wal-
worth, being of sound mind, etc.,
have resolved that my life shall not
be spoiled by'?Pshaw!" lie threw
\u2666he book on the table almost vicious-
ly. There was no fun in acting with-
out. an audience, and he must try in
some otb«r »vay to convince himself
that be was not so very unhappy
after :jll.

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

Early that morning Jack had de-
cide,] to cook a grand New Year din-
ner for himself, and the fine wild
jgot.se, .shot for that, purpose, now
hung in the outer room all ready for
the oven. But roast goose and baked
potatoes, while good in their way, did
not seem sufficiently festive to the
fastidious Jack, whose New England
mother had made a reputation for
herself on her holiday dinners, llis
?oul longed for something in the way

Then 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
lonely places, for there is always
the feeling that some one may be
abroad who needs help.

Ihe snow had ceased fulling, 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 1 pity anyone who is not safely
housed. I wonder if?good Lord!"

"Ilelloa, there! Ilelloa!" came n
mans voice through the whirling
snow. "Help! help! help!" The last
word ended in a that told of
helplessness and exhaustion.

"Whoop-e-e-e-e!" returned Jack, in
a voice that, rang like a clarion call

JACK TURNED THE LEAVES OF HIS COOK-BOOK.

across the prairie. "Where are you?
King out again! I'm coming!"

The snow was drifted into fantas-
tically-shaped hills of varying- height,
but between them the ground lay
bare and brown, as it usually did in
that locality, when the first heavy
snowstorm of the season was ac-
companied by a strong wind. It was
possible lo walfc around the high
drifts with comparative ease, but, on
a stormy night, even one acquainted
with the country was in dunger 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
hutre snow drift.

"1 don't think she is dead," fal-
tered the man, whose teeth were
chattering almost too much for
speech.

"We'll soon know," replied Jack,
lifting the slight form into his arms
and leading the way to the cabin,

j "Let me know if I walk too fast for
you."

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

"Nellie!" he exclaimed. "My God,
my God, it. is Nellie!"

"And are you Jack Walworth?"
asked the man; but Jack did not
hear. Me. had recovered his self-
possession and was using all his
knowledge to restore Nellie to con-
sciousness, and as lie worked he
called her all the pretty loverlike
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-

| lie was able to drink the coffee he
made for her, and to explain her
presence ia his home.

"We started out. to find you, Jack,"
she said, "for I had made up my
mind to spend New Year with you.
This is my Uncle lien, and he is a
minister, and when he saw I was
determined t.o 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
lo the interruption, "lie will marry
us?that is, if you have 110 other
sweetheart."

"I told her," interrupted Uncle
Hen, "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 1 meant to do. I
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 lien pretended not to
hear. 'J he 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 runaway
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
lien. "We got out to walk, for Nel-
lie feared her feet were freezing,
and the team got away from us. We
tried to find it, but the storm in-
creased so furiously we couldn't
see."

the neighbor and his companion

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 coffee, and it is safe to
say that never a wedding breakfast
was eaten by a jollier company.

"And thus," said Jack, melodra-
matically, "eth a happy bachel-
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. Hut there were tears in
hi.s 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-
meal pancakes; perhaps Nellie's
swell dinner would be more than
this feeble heart of mine could
bear."

"Don't take it to your heart, then,"
was Nellie's saucy response; "I want
that place myself."

"Verily," said Uncle Ben, as lie
urged the horses into a trot, "verily,
a dinner of herbs where love is?\u25a0
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 Housekeeper.

BREAKING RESOLUTIONS.

A CiiHtum Poitulur Willi Many .Men
at (lie ll<*ki»iiiiik; of Every

Y »'u r.

There is a custom among men, as
venerable as it is popular, of making
good resolutions with the advent of
the new year and of faithfully break-
ing them befoiv it is a week old. It
is well to make good resolutions at
any time, and there is no objection
to 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 will
be no more successful with it in Jan-
uary, but it is wise of him to make
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 lie amiss for the confirmed
swearer-olf 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 ?these are
some of the ennobling aims.

It is a time to bury dead issues, to
put. away, decently and in order, im-
possible hopes and dreams and face
the future with a strong courage \u25a0
and a bright heart. And with the
forward look must come the convic- j
tlon to every man who keeps his soul j
as well as his body clean that there
is a blessing in the fields and the !
mountains and the sea, a stimulant i
in the very sunshine; that the world
in which we live is :i very beautiful
place.

There can be 110 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 1
for others; for if lie is human he
can find happiness in 110 other way.

IX HARD LI CK.

Deadbroke?Lend me a dollar, will
you?

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

Explained.

"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 selling
it. It has brought me success." ?Chi-
cago Post.

Calve 011 New Year'n 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 mouvy
which are carefully put away,

Levy intends to do something in the
lecture field that 110 one has done so
far. He has made a feature of the
propaganda of truth about Chicago
and a few other towns, about which
he thinks the truth is yet to be told,
and it is to spread this propaganda
that he wants to get on a platform
with a pitcher of water in front of
him and with some dignfied chair-
man to introduce him to the atten-
tion of his hearers.

His travels have taken from him all
touch of the parochial and the pro-
vincial. He is a cosmopolitan, and
next year he intends togo abroad so
that he will have a chance of com-
paring Chicago with Rome, Paris and
London. He does not think he will
find any town where there are more
people on the street than there are
here, and he likes to see big crowds.

The 14-year-old traveler and lec-
turer is much cast down because he
lost the manuscript of one lecture he
had completed. This address treated
of conditions as they exist in Cali-
fornia, in which state he found Los
Angeles to be the best town he met
in the far west. No author of an- 1
cient or modern times ev<jr lost a I
manuscript under the circumstances
that attended the loss of the lecture
on California by Levy. It wasn't I
through lack of postage, or a wrong I
address, or the heartless cruelty of 1
an editor that the world is deprived I
of a chance to hear that lecture. It
is because Levy rode through Norrh
Dakota on the tender of a lons
freight train, and that his hands got
cold. When they were in this condi-
tion the first lecture dropped from ;
the car to the ground, and the train
was f>oing too fast to enable Levy to
follow his treasure. He will take the
utmost care of his lecture on Chi-
cago.

THE OLYMPIAN GAMES.

PrpNl<lciit K»««pvel( SuKKrntrd for
llonorur)' I'rmident of tin- (ireat

AllilvtlcEvent of 1!)04.

President Roosevelt as honorary
president of the international Olym-
pian paines to he held in Chicago in
1004! Baron Coubertin, of Paris, the

great and moving spirit in the in-
ternational Olympian committee, as
well as its executive, has written a
letter to President Roosevelt asking
him to accept the honorary position.
Ambassador Porter has been given
the letter, and indue time it will be
placed before the president.

That Baron Coubertin on more
than one occasion has shown his ex-
ceedingly pronounced friendship for

WILLIAMHALE THOMPSON.
(Chicago Head of the Olympian Games, to

lie Held in 1904.)

the I'nited States, and especially for
Chicago, is known to those who were
most prominent in getting the
Olympian games for that city. Eu-
rope did not desire the games togo
to the new world. Eastern cities,
New York and Philadelphia, had out
their lobbyists for the games. Put
the baron had carefully studied the
situation and had spoken so highly
of this country and the world's fair
city that Chicago easily won the
fight. In Europe President Roose-
velt is regarded as the wholesome
type of athletic enthusiast. With the
international games directly under
the supervision of the nation's chief,
the foreigners will have great faith
in the exercises at the stadium.

"Rooter in Washington for Har-
vard when the crimson met the blue;
rooter on the side lines for the army
team at Philadelphia when the West
Pointers met the middies of Annap-
olis, and champion of all good
healthy, manly sports, was and is
Theodore Roosevelt," said a Chicagc
worker for the success of the Olym-
pian games. "Why should not Mr.
Roosevelt accept the position? We
think he will."

RIGID DISCIPLINARIAN.

Hlnliop Chnrlen McCalie ItellevcH In
the Semi-Militiiry Government

of O'hiirclic n.

Bishop Charles C. McCabe, who is
being harshly criticised by several
members of the Emmanuel Methodist
Episcopal church in Evanston, 111.
(because of his alleged autocratic
methods of church government), is
noted for his plain and outspoken di-
rectnessof opinion and for the gen-
eral sturdiness of his mind. He has
been a minister of the gospel for up-
wards of 40 years, and came originally
from Ohio, from which state he went
to the civil war in the uniform of a
fighting soldier. The future bishop
backed up his political principles with

lIAS LOTS OF NERVE,

Boy Sociologist Investigates the
Cities of the Country.

Traveled from Jerney City to Cali-
fornia mill Hack Without Contrib-

ufliiK II Cent to the Tr<-UNiiri<'it

of lliiiltvayCoiiipiiiilt-M,

A 14-year-old boy who leaves liia
home and his school to travel through
this country so that he may get mate-
rial for a lecture, and who finds in Chi-
cago enough material for a complete
lecture, which he will deliver to the
exclusion of what he learned about
other cities in the United States, is
more or less an unusual boy. But when
at his ripe age of 14 he descants on the
institutions he has found to be good
and those he considers bad and writes
in poor Knglish, but undeniable earn-
estness, poems about his home and his
parents, he has certainly proved liis
right to lie judged as the only member
of his class and as neither a boy tramp
nor a hired boy courier.

The young man who has come into
Chicago, and having studied the town
for three days, has left to w rite his ad-
dress about it is, according to the Chi-
cago Tribune, one Abraham Levy, and
he lives at ST.! West lvinney street,
New Jersey. Jle has never had money
enough to spare at one time to have his
photograph taken, but once he is seen

he is like the falls of Niagara or the
pyramids of the desert?impossible to
forget. He is undersized even for 14,
and his hair and eyes, and his hands
for that matter, are as black as the
best, stove polish. He talks as rapidly
a- a phonograph at full speed. His fa-
ther and mother live in Newark, and
up to July 18 last he went to school in
that town. Then he left without a
word of warning and was next heard
from in Troy. N. Y. He had come up
along the Hudson under a freight train
on the New York Central road, which
is notoriously one of the most difficult
roads in the country to beat for fare.

ABRAHAMLEVY.
(Boy Sociologist Who Investigated the

Great West.)

He went across New York to the lakes,
and then by quick jumps he made San
Francisco and the other cities along
the coast. Back again he came and
the other day he arrived in Chicago.
He was returning to New Jersey.

From the time he left Newark lie
had not spent one cent for car fare or
food. Neither had he stolen as much
us a penny's worth of anything.
Against the habit of begging lie had
no scruples, lie outlined his position
on that question thus:

"As an American boy, T have a
right to see my country and so learn
to love it more. I do not think that
when 1 ask a man or a woman for
money to help me on my way I am
imposing upon them. No person
I hat 1 have asked has refused me.
in Chicago 1 found they were very
iind."

CHARLES M'CABE.
One of the Most Forceful Bishops of the

Methodist Church.)

Millets, nnd after serving his term in
vibby prison he left the army because
>f the failure of his health. His first
>astorate was a little church at
Portsmouth, O. Bishop McCabe's
irincipal distinction has been his re-
narkable success as a collector of
'unds for missionary purposes, and in
;liat capacity lie stands unrivaled in
he ranks of American church work-
ers. Jle is 64 years old.

I'nteriin.lixm in Norway.

The paternal government of \or-
,vay has a fund of money amounting
to about $500,Q00, which is loaned to
fanners t the mtmicipal otli-
;ers to assist*hem in buying 1 land.
Such a proposition was advanced by
the populists of Kansas some years
igo and did not meet with any fa-
ior, but generally with ridicule. In
Norway, however, it is actually in
practice and small syims are loaned
to industrious people at three per
sent, interest for a term of 25 years
to enable them to acquire farms and
improve not only themselves, but
the state.
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