i e " - - v - k-, : Rt 4 h - : L A =
W g 4 - Ly ™ Pl e, R, T By, el e T gy =
i S '-"—-‘f‘”"”&:“:‘,ﬂ;, e - e AR

e ot

THE GOOD NEW TIMES.

HOUGH the *old rolks' talk of the
good old times,
When land was plenty and cares
were g0 few;
Yet thc-"“ynung folks" listen with doubtful
Hilies
Convinced they were not s good as the
new,

!I'l:t:mtl!i were gay sleigh rides, grandpapa, I

now;
While Inssle ne'er danced llthe as dear
“grandmn'e;"
But some things could be sald ‘bout a mod-
orn bean
And a cozy _fmmt in a palace ecar.

Those were wonderful lonves denr "“grand-

ma'r" made,
And she broldered your sozks with a won-

drous darn;

Yot “mi T‘ondered sometimes, I'm sure, If 1t
i,

(Wnu‘d l:!nve left had she dared for a prom-
e

node
And enjoyed to have spun- a little street
yurn),

No doubt her pagu. rent-granpn, {nu know,
Really frowned when she purchnsed her
wedding dress,
And ::iglua-d' n8 he wished for the ‘‘good old
med,'"
When bonnets were cheaper and dresses
took less.

While hils great-grandpe, I've heard It sald,
Wouldn't spare the wool for his deughter
to weave;
But slghed for the fashlons of Paradlse,
AndL longed for the fig leaves of Mother
ive,

Soon forgotten Is paln, when pleasures are

o'er,

“Dl;:itntima enchants us,” the poet was
ght

Who wanders hls memory back to uterlme.

‘l‘helrtﬁllgr too high or the Loots all too
tight

The ml:;lden who lngers o'er past hours of
48
Forﬁom'ns ghe day-drenms of herces and
nge,
How her halr wounldn't erlmp and her gloves
wounldn't fit;
For “deeply depraved are Inanlmate
things.

There d:u bountiful times In these good new

ya;
There nre lives nn beautiful, pure and true,
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own room.

Mrs, Sprague did not follow her daugh-
ter with any further atlempts at tonso
lation, neither did she guess what Lilla
wias going to do, and that was to write a
note:

Dear S8ir—In ease youmay wish tomakenny
explanation of your yery strange conduct on
two oceaslons this week, I wish you would
aEnre yourself the trouble of dolng any such
thing, e.ather personally or In writing. Your
ring shail be returned by mall, reglstered,

" “LILLA SPRAGUE."

That little projectile which Lilla fired
at her fiance very nearly ended the life
of Randolph Watts; at least, so Watts
said. He could not think, or he might
have seen an easy way out of the horm-
ble maze into which he had got himself.
His transgression stared him in the face.
He had run away from Lilla—twice—and
had even congratulated himself on his
escape from her and chuckled over it se-
cretly. How was he to convince her that
his evasion was not an evidence of dis-
loyalty to her?

It was only three days before Christ-
mas and Watts had promised himself
that, whatever future Christmas might
have in store for him, that Christmns
should be the happiest he had known so
far nt least.

That night he lay awake until he was
exhausted. Next morning he got up and
went to his business mechanically.

The first ray of comfort came with his
cousin, Mrs, Sucher—the same whom
Lilla had spoken of as a “frump.”

“Why, Randolph,” said Mrs. Bucher,
as she entered the office, "“what is the
mntter with you? Have you been ill?"

“She saw me,” was all Randolph could
BAY.

appeared through a door that led to her

“You were with Randolph Watts when
he ran away from Lilla yesterday. How
was it?" ]
“You pramise not ta tell her?—to keep
it for three days? Very well. You see,
he wants to give her a bracelet he had
made for her, with a very pretty motto

OH, ¥T'8 XO USE NGW, COUSIN MATTIE."

on it in enamel, Then he wanis to give
her a beautiful little wateh that belonged
to his poor mother. and le has had a lit-
tle mipdature of his mother made to fit
in behind the watch. First he took the
watch to Moore's, That was the day he
ran up against Lilla, when he had the
whole package in his hand, and was
afraid she would ask him, and ran. Yes-
terday, just as he was taking me to hold

|

been cut for us on the stick of time. '1‘[1:]
delight arises from the anticipation of
the new and better experiences of the
vear to come. What interest nny rational
person could have in having his fortune
told is a mystery. The zest and charin of
life consist largely in the fact that each
day is like n new page in the story. If
you wish to enjoy your boock you do not.
whem it is half read, turn to the closing
chapter to discover how it turns out. You
do not thank anyone for telling you the
plot. It is so with life., ‘There is in-
finite satisfaction in each day's contribu-
tion to the record. You do not want to
anticipate it. It would be a curse if any-
one could tell you just what the year
would bring. It is just as reasonable to
suppose that the year will be happy ae
snd, Who can tell? Whe ean control
that? Arve we not in the hands of God?
That 18 the reason for a happy New
Yeur's day. .

ARCTIC CHRISTMAS.

How a Party of Men Once Made Some
Little Eskimos Happy.

Onee on a time n company of men were
far North in the arctic regions at Christs
mas time, and they covld not help think-
ing of their families at home, and longing
to be with them, But they knew it would
not do te be homesick, for it would unfit
them for their work, so they chose the
best possible cure for it; they made other
people happy,

The little Eskimo children around them
had never even heard of a Christmas tree,
and the men of the ship's company went
to work to make one. Make one? “Why,
trees grow!” Certainly, but they do not
grow in the arctic lands, for these explor-

HOME FOR THE HOLIDAYS.
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CHRISTMAS AND THE CHILDREN.

HBE IMttle folks are talkin'—they tnlk
ke anything
'‘Bout Banty Claus a-cownin’, no' what
he's goln® to brlng;
An' the mother never scolds ‘em or tells *em
‘Dot tue nolse;
Thoy're Just the sv-eotest lirtle glrls- the
best of Httle ) '

Because they know tunl Sauty Claus knows
evervthing they do,

An' while he's locding up his slelgh he's
wittehin® of ‘em, too!

An' them that minds thely mothers, they
gots the most of toys—

Thoey're just the sweetest little givls—the
best of Httle boys!

They've Just been writin® letters to Santy
Clavs encly doy

An tellin' him jest what they want an'
showin' him the way

To where the hoose I, =0 he'll know just
where to leave tlie 11-!7.»4_

IPer just the sweetest little girls—the best
of little boys!

They're glitin' m'ghty anxlous fer the days
an' nlghts to go,

An' all of "em nre happy an' they muke
thelr mothers ¥o!

8he never has to seold ‘em or tell "em ‘bont
the nolse,

'Cause they're just the sweetest liitle girls
—the best of little boys,

—Atlanta Constitution.

THE DECORATIVE HOLLY.

Wreaths of Ita Glossy Leaves Woven
Round the Earth at Christmaoa.
TUCH of the
Chrigtmas go11-
timent is due to
the bholly, which,
with its bright
berries and glossy
leaves, is one of
the most decora-
tive greens tsed
at the Christns
geason, and s
adapted especlally
wall  to wreath
form, the enlor
lasting lonf i
ey
-_j Jof the «




