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EVERY YEAR,

FEREL 'tls growing coliler
Kvery year,
And my heart, alas! grows older
Every year,
I can win no new affectlon;
1 have only recollection,
Deeper sortow and dejection
dvery year,

Of the loves awd sorrows blended
Of the joys of frlenrln{;:!‘l-':u?:u :l? &
. hetien et st ekl
My infirmities remiud me

Every year,

Ah! how sad to look hf‘l'urn us
dyery year,
When the clouds growldu.rkof: o'er us,
dvery year.
When we see the hlnnuomayfgdetl.
That to bloom we mlzht have nlded,
And immortal garlands bralded,
Every year,

To the past go more deul fuces
Lvery vear,

Asg the loved leave vaonnt S;alu‘::u;
LEvery year,

Everywhere the sad eyes mect us,

In the evening's dusk they greot us,

And to come to them entrent ns
Every year,

Yes, the shores of life are shifting
Lyvory yeat,

And we are seaward drifting
Every yea

Old pleasures, elinglng, fre}t zl. %

The liviug more forget us,

There are foewer to terret us
Every vear,

Put the truer lfe draws nigher
Every year,

And [ts morning star ellmhs nlghep
Every year,

Fnrth's hold on vs grows slighter,

And the heavy burden Hehter

Aud the dawn Ilmmorial brlghter
Every year.

THE HICHWAYMAN'S ,
HRISTMAS PRESENT
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fortable bed in the rear of the express
offiee, Bt ha hnd ather thinge= tn think
of, and after kisging the sleeping baby
hurried about his work of getting ready
for his trip.

In the morning he was up bright and
early, had little Helen tucked away snug-
ly inside the conch, and was off for his
station, twenty-five miles distant, near
the Francisco range of mountains,

“Good  lock to you, Willurd,” was
shouted after him by the ranchmen who
had gathered uabout to hid bhim success
in his search for the darving highwaymen.

Nothing out of the usual happened dore-
ing the greater part of his journey, and
he was fast beginning to think that his
trip would be made withont incident
when he neared the lonely spot at which
almost all of the robberies had taken
place, Standing his Winchester by his
side and placing his revolvers in his
lap, he slowed up and peered cautiously
on either side, Suddenly, as he turned
a bend in the narrow pass, a figure loom-
ed up in the center of the road and shout-
ed:

“ITands up!”

In an instant the agent had caught up
his revolvers, but before he could pull
the trigger the highwayman fired, and
the placky agent rolled from his seat a
desperately wounded man. Before ad-
vaucing a step the robber fired again,
killing one of the lead horses. IIe then
quickly strode to the coach, picked up the
wounded man, threw him under the seat,
and began rifling the old vehicle. A small
box, containing the money destined for
the Dittman Valley office, was nll that
was secured, As the robber backed out
of the conch his eye caught sight of the
little bundle of blankets on the seat.

Stooping down he pulled aside the cover-

Bltter 1s the story, told

On the shining Christmns dny,
How the salnt beloved of old i
Now hath censod hls mevry swayi
Joey apulﬂ' wlthout tllsmu:{):
“rAIn't no Ennta Claus!” he satd,
Vain the struggle to galnsoy

Poor old Santa Claus 18 dead!

Binee dlsasters manifold,

Ering the reindecr and the sleigh;
Streteh the good salnt's body cold
Neatly o lts fur array !

Smooth his locks so long and gray
Round hls venerable head;
Change for dirge your roundelay—
Poor old Santa Claus Is dead!

Do not all your tears withold,
Onee you loved him la your play,
Yearned to see hig paek unfold,
Ardently deslred hls stay.
Speed hlm now urun his way

To that last and lowly bed,
Where the relndeer thus conyey—
Poor old Banta Claus 1s dead!

ENVOY,
Enint, for thy repose we pray,
Though thy relgn be vanlshed.
Hhkeptle youths we monrn, nuil says
“Toor olil Banta Clang 1s dead!"
~Chicago Times-Herald,

others,” advises Frances B, Lanigon in
the Ladies' Home Jonmnl.  “Let vonr
presents to them be of o substantial char-
acter—a ton of con!, some warm clothing,
sOmme money, bux of ].:]’U[‘P!.'i('ﬁ‘ or 1
basket of Christmas marketing, topped
with a bunech of holly. And 1o the little
children In whose liomes Cliristmaos is lit-
tie wore than o nome, send some of the
many bLright, now tin toye whivh ave sa
tnexpensive; some candy, some  frolt,
Lrient red woolien mittens aod Tam o
Shonters, and, if yoa caw nfford it, some
goad stout shoes and warm stockivgs, A
piece of bright coloted plaid will mnke a
pretty gift for the little girl who has
never, perbaps, bad o new dress in her
life. Accompany your Christmns pres-
ents with some cheery Christmus greet-
ings and some Christinas greens, Be very
sure that this thoughtfulness will bring
its own reward, and that in the years to
come the memary of the Christmas when
you gave the most and received the least
will be the happiest of all mewmorics to
you."

NEW YEAR'S IN WASHINGTON

When Every One Keeps Open House
with Laviash Hoapitality.

Mary Nimmo Balentine, writing of
“New Year's Day in the White House"”
in the Woman's Home Companion, thus
deseribes the public receptions: “An-
nouncements area published in the news-
papers proclaiming the levee at the White
House and the exact minute at which the
different officials of the Government ser-
vice will be received, but it iz nsually
near one o'clock before the sovercign peo-
ple are admitted to the grounds.

“The state levee at the White Hounse Is
but the beginning of the caliing that con-

Lea

HIS LETTER TU SANTA CLAUS.

Y pnapn says a4 bhantn Claus
Te qwhm to bring to me
Anvcher mamua, Christinas time,
Aud pap suys at she
18 lu-:mtl}nl and good anid kind
Al spys she Lopes of 1
WHLEEe her awiul much and learn
To loce e by und by,

M{ papa’s often seen her, and

I¢ snys het oyes are blus,

The suﬂg L‘g wine 15, and Ler cheeks
Had dlmples In 1hem, too,

Anil hhT ult't more ap half as old's
My other mammn wils, \

And pnpn anyas |oonglt to thank
Dear, kind old Santn Claus

But 1 afo't glad and ! don's waut
No other mammu hers;

I'd rntlier have hiw Uring wie puex
My own sweet maming deatr—

!\lg nice, gool mamma that 14 goue
0 far—So far nway-—

I'll write to Santa Clius 1o Lrizg
Her back to moe o stuy.

TS LETTER
Dear 8sntn Claus: My papa says
You're going’ to bring to me
Another mamma. Christings tlme,
At's ns sweet ns she con beg
But I don’t want no other one.
Don’t put her In your pack--
But pleasce, good Banta, won’t you bring
My own dear manng baek?

She snid, before che went awny,
At ghe woull take my hand

And lead me oul of here gome doy
Into a happlgr lamd,

So don't Lring no new wmnmma hese
At's yonmger {han she wis

To take the place we've ept for her,
Lrear, Kind old Bauta Claus.

I yon can hirlng new mammng round
Why enn't yon finidl xome woy

To bring n bay's own mamima home
And glve her to bim, snx?

I don't want no new mammn here,
At's us swort us she onn ho—

But bring my old one, Sunta, dear,
To papa and 1o e,

—Clevelund Lender,

NEW YEAR'S DAY LONG AGO

Hilarions Rejoicing In Merrie En-
gland, Bcotland and Frances
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