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OHN, 1:haxe something to say to' muther saw that she wus distressed

you.”
“What is it, Ethel?”
“Why, it's—I can’t.”

“Come, brace up, lHttle girl and out| e leave her with this supposition, be-

with It.”

“Well, you know wmother is very poor '

ly. The doctor says she won't lust be
yonrrd the close of the year, and we
musin't cross her in anything  She's
set lher heart on

i's un awful thie:

and Inferred that there had been a
break between those she hud supposed
to be Jovers. At last Ethel couciuded

l

t

Heving that {t would lighten ber digap-
polntmeut ut the dreaded confession
New Year's day opened Lright and
beautiful, with the eoroury  doe
diotg the small tgurs ALY o dioek
in the morning John Ratllone callod

for e to say, but [ must. You are o, Ethel before taking Lim to ber moih

great favorite with her, and fur a long
hile she's had an idea that when she
gled she’d lenve me” -
“Yos, yes. (joon”
—*ln your keeping'!'
Having got it out, she hurried on to
pide her confusion.

er's roun led him luto the lbrary
“John" she sald, I don't thinh it
_Decessary  for you tu double wiothers
disappointment by telling her of tlis
engagement of yours
“I'tn not engaged
"Well, this affalr, whateser it is et

“Now, it has occurred to e that ft' s make our contession 1 .day. and you

wouldn't be wrong for us to decelve
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HE TURNED AND LEIT HER

dier.  It's uecessary sometimes o de
<celve luvallids for thelr own comfort or
benefit. We might pretend. you Lnow,
ithat it's all made up between us  You
don't wisunderstand me, do you?"

“Certuinly uot, FKthet ™

“It'll Le such a comfort to motler,
and you won't have to keep it up very
dong.™

"You tmean we won't bhave to keep {t
ap very long "

*Well, ves: it won't be so wuch trou-
:ble fur e, you know.”

“Why not "
¢ I won't have to keep puylng you 1t
ftle attentions and making you little

resents.”’

“Oh, I s»c. I'm to do all that.”

“You needn’t make a burden of it.!

nd you don’t have to Kkeep it up ex-
cept when we are with mother ™

“Dear old lady! I'd do almost any-,
ghing for her. Yuu may count on me,
[Ethel. When shall we begin. now
t “Certainly not. There's no necessity |
fWe'll begin the next time we're with |

other."”
. During that next time the Invalid’
E:tlced a marked tenderness on the|

art of John Rathbone and an embar
ssed expression on the fuce of Ethel !
soon a8 the mother and daughter'
Ezre alone there were questionings that,
dded to the girl's embarrassment, to,
nwhich unsatisfactory answers were'
ven, and she seemed rather unhappy .
tthan happy, but her mother knew that'
llove was something of a malady and’
elleved that matters had come round!
jns she desired. She had little or noth |
Jing to leave Ethel when she died. and
I8 fact had been keeping her in 2|
loomy condition, adding to her ail-
ents. I'rom the moment she made un:
er mind that Ethel would pass nnder
e care of John Rathbone and be sup i
rted by his ample income she ceased;
worry and consequently gont Letter. ;
v “John” sald Ethel one day. ‘next
fweek comes the 1st of January. .\ln'h-l
instead of passing away from us @
at time, as the doctor feared sh
ould, has quite recovered. Now, this
eception has been very hard on mue,
d for some time I've been summon-
g my resolution to make a confession. |
¢ beginning of the new year is an
pecial season for making fresh starts,
o4 know, and I've been thinking that
e might tell mother the true state of
airs on New Year’s day.”
“You're right, Ethel. 1 don't like de-
ption myself even if for a good pur-
se. New Year's day would be a very
ppropriate time to make the confes-
n, and I can lighten the blow some-
hat by making you a present to show
t anyway 1 think a great deal of
wou.”
* "Ondy don't let it be an expensive
fone, Rather show your kindly feel-
igs for me by your manner.”
1 “Leave that to me. I know how to
Wek Haveén't I done very well through
. ying ordeal?”
‘gﬁﬁ. you've deceived mother, and
fthws all that was required.”
. "0 New Year’s day I shall have an-

jother: confession to make, to you as
5y geell.am 10 your dear mother.” ‘

Thig: girk paled. “You're engaged

[N PO

expect to be”

ex 1 hiope to be.”
the gl

§ o't do. I'm t6 ronke this

son on the Ist of January, I

»j‘{’ re-tor uwke it prematarely.”|

Tyl ftitng@egt her.

thél; wiiové 16 conceal from her
ik ey

41}l the first day of

can tell her of your happiess fater
Besldes, 1T funey Iy not so certiln
as she was that U Iy settied between
yYou and e Sefil I oser o necesstty
for forcing tuo wuds upon vt atonee

“It I8 very thoughtful of you. Fthel.
but I want to Lave it ull over ot oncee ™

“As vou will Perhaps 1d o better
wuke our confession ™

"I shoutd think 1t woutld ccie
a better gruace from e

“"Why sot

*You will be embarrassed (n stating
a8 your uative honesty will lead you
to state that the proposal tu decelve
came from you  You will stummble over

s

with

this point and mahe 1 botelh of the
whole thing &
"Very well Do it yourself  lHave

you got the present

prove your®

she stopped
“Yen "

you spohe of to
Her voler gqulvered, and

“l bope It 8 pothing of value But
"after sl that doesn’'t matter 1 can
¢ return it to you luter ™

“You will always have thut privi

legu.

Lthel led the way to ber mothers

room  The old lady wan seated before
a bluzing wood ndre, the tumes of

, myeelf alone

‘e had. received atf

whith danced uand ghstened on o palr
of old fashloned brass aodirons  John

took oune of Ler bands amd Lthel the
other Then they both hissed  her,
wishing her a bappy New Yeur ™

After o few remarhs approprinte o the
day John begnn the confession.
“Myther, dear”™ [t was the first tiige
he had thus addressed bher “Ethel nind
I have doue very wrong We are guing
to coufess on thits first day of the new
year nnd resoh e tu do wrong no o
We have been leading you to think
that we are engnged  We are not. It
was all done to help you to get welll 1
have another coufesston to make for
[ am very much ln love

} With Ethel and ask your permission to
" pay my addresses to her ™

The old lady looked bewlldered, aned
Ethel's fuce droppad on to the arm of

» her mother’s chair. Then a reply came
! to Julin's request

“You have my consent.”

“Ethel, you henr what your mother
says. WIll you be my wife?”

Fithel  without raising  her head
stretehed her hand across her mother to

i Johin

“And here' he continned, Vis 1 New
Years gift I have bhrouzht as evidence
of my ‘kindly feellngs for you™

He slipped a solitaire dinmond ring
on her finger. There were a few mo

‘*YOU HAVE MY CONSENT "

ments of silence; then John went
around to Kthel, lifted ber head and
kissed her.

‘“You ought to be ashamed of your-
self,” she said, smiling through tears.

“And so I am, doubly ashamed of
myself. Ever since Mother Eve prac-
ticed her first deception we men have
accused women of being arch deceivers.
Here is a case in which a8 man has
shared a woman’s guilt. Mine has been
a double shame. You have deceived
only your mother. [ have deceived you
both.”

Heonomy For the New Year,
“My dear,”” sald Mrs. Huggins as she
laid down the paper and looked at her
better half, “if you are willing to make
a determfuud effort to economize dur-
ing the coming year I promise to aid
you all I possibly can.”
“What are you willing to d0?” he
asked. ‘
“Well, I won't pay over $30 for any
of my hats, and if the weather will
only help me I'll make five last me
throngh winter, spring, swmmer and

JWas. japossible. The| tall”

CARRIER sat by the sounding sea,
By ihe sad sea waves he sat,

And he wa ched the skip of the frisky flea
And the swoop of the nimble ¢nat,

And th: breakers chanted in chorus there,
Wi<h never a pause or truce,

A sorrowful song ihat seemed to bear
A burden of '*‘What’s the use?

“The rich man rides In his au o fine,

| You hobble on shank’s marce;

He tastes his banquet and sips his wing,
On fiver and tea you fare;

And he is the real high ace of trumps,
While you're but a lowly deuce

Who sits and mopes in the doleful dumps
And ponders on ‘What's thz use?’

| —

“What is the use of tolling hard,
Of tramping a daily beat,

A round .hat ends in the same front yard
In bhe same old dusty street?

Of carrying rapers day by day,
Wi.h never a chance ahead ?

Oh, he wcrid wculd surely be just as qay
If carriers all were dead!”

The carrler heard what the brecakers salq,
And he wep by the lonely shore.

On a Fummeock cf sand he 'aid h.s head
And whistied a weary snore;

And the Pates that rule o'er .he lives of men
L.ooked down from their [ cigh.s supreme,

And, gi ying, spocke 10 his fancy .hen,
And the carrier dreamed a dream.

He dreamed that a mighty financier
Camz close to his seaweed bed ]
And, s.ooring, spoke in his drowsy ear,
And thzse were the words he saids
‘‘Oh, | can manage a syndicate
And rilot a merger through,
But who would krow c¢f my alent ¢reat
If 'twasn't for men iike you?

“Por when I travel the foaming brine
Or toy wi.h a Wali strec! deal,

The papers give me the crimson line
And the lambkins read and squeal;

But if {hose papers were never read
Or never were carried outl,

My plans would fail in a moment dead
And | should go up the spout.”

A%
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And next there stood by the carrier’s sidel
A man wilh a leader’s charm,

A stalesman great who could ‘‘point with pride”
And ‘“view with a keen alarm;"”

And he whispered scf Iy behind his hand,
And his words were terse and few.

H0l1d boy,” he said, ‘I may rule the land,
But | owe it all to you

“Por | might speak to the public dear,
Wi h glittering phrase galoreg,

And wave ihe banner and drep the tear
For patriots gone before,

And whoop her up till | split my throat
Expounding the peopie’s viaws;

But where would | be on the final vote
If you didn't spread {he news?”
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Then up there sauntered a pugilist,
A kpi~ht of the ‘“punch” and *jab,”
With a g¢iant frame and a nimble fist
And a wcndrous “gift of gab.”
“Oh, | canp cettie the hash’ said bhe,
“Of anything drawin’ breathl
The blokes what hunts for a scrap with me
Must fight or be talked to death.

} shout defis to the human race,
And the small boy loves my name, .
And the papers hustle to print my face
And to boost me up to fame.
But say, old hoss,” and he made a bow,
“'m givin' it straight and true,
I'd have to be swingin' the pick right now
1If 'twasn't for mep like you."

And then there followed a leng by line
Of persons of every {rade—

An actress pretty, a great divipe,
And a general, gay with braid;

Authors and merchants and engineers,
Coming to there confess

The debt they owed through the changing years
To the carriers and the press.
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The carrier woke from his gorgeous dream,
And the sky was clear and bright,

Apnd breaker’'s bellow and sea gull’s scream
Were chorusing **You’'re all right!”*

And he sald: “Oh, never a deuce am 11
By George! I'm game and jack,

And low besides, and likewise high,
And every trump in the packl”

* * * * * » *

t

Oby It doesn't pay to have doleful dumps,
And ponder on “What's the use?”

Perhaps you may be the ace of trumps
And think you're a simple deuce.

Don’t sit and grumble by Life's sad seas,
But cheerily plod your way,

And think of the carrier's dream—and, pleass,
-Just think of HIM, too, today.

o rRrriririr e
By ..

§ Earie Hooker Eaton
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8 the cloek struck 12 and the

bells began noislly proclaiming
to the world that the new yeaur

bad arrived a look of grim de-
terwination passed over the face of
Katharyn Jones. She locked both doors
leading from the roour, carcfully in-
spected the windows tu see if  they
were securely fastened, and then she
glided to the side of Reuben Kidder!

“Mr. Kidder—Reuben-—-oli. may I eall
you Reuben 7" she sald softly.

“Why, certainly—if it will give you
pleasure,” the young muan replied.
dropping his eyes before her guze.

*Reuben-- Rube Rubey.there ls some-
thing | bave long wishied to say to you,”
she went on, “anud the ausplcluus, the
psychological moment has just arrived

DO Yul' THINK WOMEN dHOULD'

Did you huow that aceording to the
old Englishi of the dictionary it is no.
lepe-zeres”

clepe zere?” tlie young wan faltered
“What 18 lepe-zere ?”

*“T'hey call it biaup-ar in
Ind jou hoow it was blsup-ar:”
ashed, Ignoring s query.

“Well, no, I can’t say that 1 did.”

“Yes, it {s now schricheljner, as they
say in middle Duteh,” Ratharyn con
tinued firmly. “There's no pgeting
around it, Rubey, it s lepe-zere, hlaup
ar, schrickheljaer, and and dun’'t you
forget it"

“I — 1 know a little
French,” raid Reuben,
lish, wmiddle Duteb and
all Greek to”

He did bhis best to look puzzled.
also lvoked a bLit frightened.

“Reuben Kidder,” safd the girl,

v

leeln ndie.
slies

tuble d hote
“but old Eng-
[eelandic are

He
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A NEW YEAR'S GALL
BY SANTA CLAUS

(1] VERYTHING about (hlrist
mas is a chestnut nowadays,”
eried Jack Bouncer to his
brothers, yawning with ju

venile ennui after a lute huuging of the

stockings. *‘Bay we bit something new
this New Year's."”
“Spring it, Jack,” said Jim. *'I'm

tired of nothin’ but candy 'n’ sleds v

comfutters ‘'n’ mittens. We’'d get ‘em

anyway. If all Christmases 's got to
be like that let’s pull up on New
Year's.”

“I'm for inviting Santa Claus to make
a social call on us New Year's'" sald
Jack.

“Hooray!" shouted three small voices.
including that of four-year-old Willie,
who was merely tolerated o the
brotherly councils.

“Yea,” continued Jack, while the oth
ers stood open mouthed, waiting for
the plot. “We can write him an invi
tation now and pin it on a steeking”

“loorny for old Santa and New
Year's! Of course he'll come.”

“But not in his big boots, shaggy
coat 'n’ fur cap,” Jim put in. “All the
fellers in town 'u'd tag after him 'n’
spoil our fun.” )

“That's right,” said Tom.. *You see.
he’s goin' to call in the parlor like a
gentleman. Tell him that, Jack, in the
letter.”

“But s'posin’ that's all the clothes
he’s got.” interposed Jim. ‘How do we
know?”’

“I say., Jack.,” sald Tom. *This is
great, 'n’ we can’t stand a muff. L.et's
lend him a suit o° dad’s.”

“Just the thing. Dad’s got plenty o’
won’t miss’'em.”

So while Jack scrawled s note to the
effect that the Bouncer brothers—Jack.
Jim and Tom—would be pleased to en-
tertain Santa Claus in the parlor of
their bome on New Years Jim and
Tom got out and packed Bouncer pere's
best dress suit, including overshoes and
crush hat. Upon this the note was
pinned conspicuously and the package
placed underneath the stockings so that
only a blind Santa Claus could miss it.

*] think you're real mean not to put
my name in, t0o,” whined Willie as the
three conspirators rubbed their hands
In glee and marched off to bed. “Santa
Claus knows me, if I am only four.””

“Ah, Santa Claus don’t talk to kids.”
said Jim. “Anyway. you can see him.

i What more do you want?

i “I say it's mean, there!” protested
Willie, with bis face to the wall, sob-
bing.

About daylight Santa sneaked in to

‘ 11 the stoekinzg and found the package

the Danes would remark, skudaar has
arrived; as the Germans would observe,
it is now schelitjalir; as the Swedes
would say, it is skottar; as the Ital-
faps would declare, anno bisestile is
with us, and, as the Portuguese would
intimate, anno bissexto is here after
long and weary years of absence. Do
you hear, Reuben Kidder, it is schrick-
¢ljaer, lepe-zere, bhlaup-ar, skudaar,
schhaltjahr, skottar, anno bissestile, an-
no bissexto?”

“*Why, I—1 didn’t know it was as
bad as all that,” Reuben said sorrow-
fully. *“Pretty rough on the alphabet,
isn°t {t? OL!” he added suddenly.
"W hy, of course. To be sure. Cer-
tainly How stupid of me! You mean
that it's leap year.”

*“Ah!” she whispered softly. “How
did you ever guess it? Do you know,
Reuben, what happened on leap year?’

“Sure!” he sald promptly. “One day
more .. the year. Seewms funny te
have 388 days instead of 363, doesn't
it?  That reminds me of a story”—

“Reurens.’”” she interrupted frmly,
“sowelbing else happened- something
more fmportant. Now, tell me frankly.
Do you think women should—should’ —

“Nu!" he cried, glancing toward the
two locked doors.

“Do you think women should”— she
repeated.

“Not much!” he broke in.
bunpdred years!

“Not in a
1t iIs unwomanly. It

lg"—
His voice guavered, and he looked
about him pervously. as if geeking

some avenue of escape.
*As | was about to remark, Reuben,”

L_she went oo coldly, implacably, *“do
you think the women of this country
should”

W7 ith a moan bhe ran across the room,
fumbling at the doors with trembling
fingers Both were not only locked, but
the heys were in her pocket. And who,
who. le thought, could ever find a wo-
mun's pocket? He glanced with long-
Ing e¢3en toward the windows, but her
tall. willowy, deterwined form was be-
tween themn and him.

Serizing him by one arm, Katharyn
Jones led him back to his cbhbair, into
which he collupsed like a punctured
tire.

“Reuben Kidder,” she cried. placing
the keys to both doors in his nerveless
ngers, “Reuben Kidder, do you think
wornenshould - totef”

Wildly shricking, “Skudaar, schalt-
jabr, hlaup-ar, skottar, schrickeljaer!”
bhe brolled through one of the unbolted
doors and trotted a two minute mile
betwween IKatharyn Jones and his own
bachelor tireside without the aid of a
slngle pacemnker or wind shield.

_ o - ——3

and note It was a bLright idea, and he
and Mrs RBouncer resulved to push the
fun along. They even invited some

friends to time their own visits to the
hour when Santa sbhould call.

Thie secret was well kept on both
sides, r'<r even disgruntled Willlie
didm’t “®queal” The boys set four
chairs only four, in a circle near the
register for the confab of RKRanta with
the three “big” Bouncer boys and were
on tenter hooks all the afternoon wait-
ing for the royal visitor. It was late
twilight and the parlor comfortably
fillleed with neighbors when Mr. Santa
Claus war formally announced. Mrs.
Bouncer received the card and handed
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“GREAT SCOTT!” ORIED SANTA.

it to Jack, who ceremoniously relieved
the guest of his hat and a great coat,

in keeping with the dress suit, but @

not thought of by the boys in their
haste. The flowing white beard and
bushy gray locks were unmistaksbly
those of the children’s patron saint.
Jack gravely introduced the caller to
Jim and Tom. Santa spoke in a hoarse
whisper, explaining that he had caught
a heavy cold on Christmas.
waved the visitor to a chair Mrs. Boun-
cer started to suggest further introduc-

tlons, thus disconcerting Jack, who }
‘“Please

pointed out the wrong seat.
be seated,” he stammered.

Santa dropped with very much of an "
at home air, but immediately bounded §

up, yelling in the undisguised voice of
Bounicer pere, “Great Scott!”

*It’s dad!
shouted Willfe,
around the room.
Jack®s own chair ’cause he was mean

enough to teave me out. Kids ain’t so

slow, be they. ma?”
GEORGE WALTON JANES.

AS Jack ¢t

Its only dad after allf” F
gleetully dancing
“I put the tacks on §
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