“Tis Not in Mortals to Command Success, but We'll do More, 'Bempronioun, We'll Deserve it.”

| Volume 16

Number 9

CHERAW, CHESTERFIELD COUNTY, S. C., DECEMBER 28, 1911

was Ne;w Year's night. An aged
wag stapding by the windows He
Iy reised his eyes toward the

" face of a clear, calm lake. Then he
cast them on the earth, where few
_more helpless beings than himself
were moving toward their inevitable
al—the tomb. Already he had pass-
‘ed& sixty of the stages which lead to
¢ it,-and he bad brought from his jour-
ney nothing but errors and remorse.
i His health was destroyed, his mipd
“anfurnished, his heart sorrowful, and
his old age devold of comfort. ,
The days of his youth rose up in a
3 L2 vigion Lefore him, and he recalled the
solemn moment when his father had
placed him at the entrance of two
roads, one leading into a peaceful,
7" sunny land, covered with a fertile har-
- west, and resounding with soft, sweet
. songs; while the other cgnducted the
r into a deep, dark cave,
i was no issue, where poi-
80D ingtead of water, and
serpents hissed and crawled.
He Jooked toward the sky, and cried
"ix his sngufsh: “Ob, youth, re-
! O my fathier, place me oncé
- m ' |'f 3 I

in darkness athwart the churchyard
“Behold an emblem of myself!" he
exclaimed; and the sharp arrows of
"unavailing remorse struck him to the
heart. 2 :

Then he remembered his early com-
panions, who had entered life with
him, but who having trod the paths of
virtue and industry, were now happy
and honmored on this New Year's
night. The clock fn the high church

on his ear, recalled the many tokens
of the love of his parents for him;
the prayers they had offered up in hie
behalf. Overwhelmed with shame
and grief, he dared no longer look to-
ward that heaven where they dwelt,

His dor¥~vod eyes dropped tears, and
with « qespairing effort he erled
aloud, "Coeme back, my early days!
Come back!"™

And his vouth did return; for all
this had been but a dream, visiting
his slumbers on New Year's night.
He was still young, his errors onmly
were no dream. He thanked God fer-
vently that time was still his own;
that he had not yet entered the deep,
dark cavern, but he was free to tread
the road leading to the peaceful land
where sunny harvests waye. 2

» who still linger om the thresh.
life, doubtin,
pmember. {hat’i When  years

¥ New Yeal's comes as late again
This year as it did last,

T don't belleve I'll get to see
The end, when it goes past,

And when the new one starts to go
Across the calendar,

Last time I watched until I dreamed
1 was a New Year's star.

#a says there {sn’t anything
That folks can see or hear
When midnight comes and Father
Time
Brings in another year.
But maybe he is foollng me.
Why do the people sing
Avd call it watch-night meeting, and
Why do the church bells ring?

Pa says they got the number of
The year by adding one

Bach New Year's to the year before,
And when that year was done,

Ry adding on another, till

They piled it up to here.
It must have taken awful long
To count just once a year.

They tell me when I go to bed
The last December night,
I'll have to go without a meal
Until the next year's light.
Some people think they're awfw
smart,
But I know what they mean;
The next year has to be next day—
There's nothing in between.

A New Year's day's a happy time
For almost every one

It seems a sort of start of things,
With nothing quite begun,

And everybody's feellng young
And spry, just like a boy,

I hope your happy New Year will
T'e spilling-full of joy.

TOMMY.

Optimism turng up the corners of
my mowth, and incldentally the other
seflow's. But I won't carry it to a
Wrvana state of inactivity. The world
wnust move, 1 know.

A smile will carry me more sue-
seesfully through the c¢-ming year
vhan a frown., Besides, it's more be-
esming.

My husband fs not & hero to the
ether woman., She thinks her partner

8 just as good. [ will glve her a
chance to sound his praises

1 will nor shake the oiher girl's
&&= haly v tha man’s faee It it
i« o oot mat~h, Fa will not bhelleve
e wod i 1L s 4 wwhvous Bubsiivu-

tion, he will think that T am catty,
In either case I lose.

“Truth is a moon reflected in many
waters,” says an eastern proverb. [
will remember that when questioning
my erring child.

“U'nfon and liberty, one and insep-
arable, now and forever,” is a pretty
good motto for married ones. The
trouble is that liberty drifts into in-
significance, and union ends at the di-
voree courts. 1 will be wise.

| Despite the fact that love makes
| the world %o round, he cannot pay the
| gas Bill or the rent. 1 will look out
| for the bread and cheese and love
| will provide the kisses.
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Was there any place where she
couid be 12ally quiet?

Nell went to
the door and look-

A
7 te Pall, this ' way and thist
£y for some: place

where she might be alome.. On the
crest of a hill, far up the road, stood

was closed now and dark; -

“I will go there,” Ne¢ll said to her-
self, and just then a voice bebind her
oalled: “Bupper is ready.” Ll

“T don’'t want -any” Nell sald
wearily. “I'm golng out for a little
while, Mrs. McGregor. T1'Dbe back
by ten.”

The snow began to fall softly as
she left the house, and by the time
she reached the school it was begin-
ning to drift against the fences.
There was no fire within, but Nell
lighted one, and when the warmth
began to steal into the room, she
drew the ome big chalr close to the
hearth and in the peaceful loneliness
gave herself up to her thoughts.

But she was not to remain in peace
long. There was a sound of sleigh-
bells without, heavy steps on the
threshold, and she looked up to see
the burly form of a young farmer in
tha doorway,

“Well, well,” he sald, “I saw the
light and came in. Who would have

dreamed that you would be here
alone?"

Nell smiled wearily. “I came to
quiet,"”

“Then you don't want me.”

the .schoolhouse where she taught. It

J “Oh, sit down,” she said, somewhat
ungraciously,

But he stood by the fireplace and
looked down at her.
| "What's the matter?” he asked ab-
Cruptly, L
i “Nothing,” faintly,
i “Don't tell me that;
ter."

“If I tell you,” she asked, "you
mustn't g.ve me any advice. I have
bhad so much advice I hate it.”

He sat down beside her. “Tell
!"ahead,” he said, "and I'll promise to,
. listen l'ke the Sphinx."

“You sgee, it is this way,” she said;
“my uncle in town is rich. He is a
| miserly old man,
| and he made me
miserable when I
lived with him.
I'm not going to
tell you about my
childhood, how lit-
tle love there
was in it, and
how I was starved
spiritually and |
mentally, as wellu |}
ias'physically.
' YWhen I grew old
,enough to under-
stand that he
could give me
| not . becguse . Be . [
wanted tosaveand

1 know bet-

“foin the.others im asking meé to stay,
Bl e w0 DA e e
‘6 gon b AR e S
_Hg déeen‘t deserve much at your
bands,” the mun stated. =

“I know,” sbe sald wearily, “buv
to-morrow 1. begin s Dew yemr -~

things,” the young farmer temarked;
“my: ‘policy is to'do them: And now,
are you going to stay here in'this
lonely . place
snowing and it is late.” .

‘I suppose I ought to go,” she
sald doubtfully, “but it is' so lovely
here in the silence.”

“Look here,” he saild suddenly,
“don't you keep your tea things in
| that little cupboard? I have got to
go to town, and when I come back
I'll bring something for a little sup-
per, and we can watch the old year

out. Then I'll take you home in the
sleigh.”

“How good of you." She held out
her hand to him. “You haven't

bothered me with advice, and you are
doing something to make me com-
fortable. That is just like you, Jack
Norton.”

He blushed a_little, this big kindly
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man, who loocked upon the little
woman from the
T city as a belng
S Jfrom another
sphere; she was so
dainty, so different
from the girls, in

his own village.:
Nell knew what
she was doing
when she told him
not to ask her to
. stay; she had
known for a long
time of the ques~
tion that tremhled
on his lips. She
knew he wanted
to marry her,. as
.4 woman knows

who is wise in the
ways of men. iy
She thoughtr:‘of
the life she might
“Aré You Golng lead if she married
Back With Me?” him, 8 life In the
F oy et big farmhouse, sun
ghiny in summer and secure in win-
ter. Then she thought of her iife,
with her uncle in a dark apartment:
in the streets of the city. She knew:
that, in a wap, it was a false ides ol
duty that would take her back. Yet:
gshe had to go, some force that was
in her seemed impelling her. ;
The wind blew in great blasts'

J

much longer? It is|%°W

d ’"
The old man
flashed a crafty
| glance at him.

'i"' . up to the window A;:r-.

¥

W“m LR 18 -
8o this- is your uncle,” he sald
*] thought so whea I directed hise
here. - You'll stay, and hive-supphe
with us; ‘won't you; sirf: We:are go-
ing to see ths.old year out and the
year in.”
“Who are” yeu?™ the old mem

things in his own hands. g

“I'm the man your nlece ie going
to marry,” he said,

“What!"” the old man shouted.

‘T'm the man your nlece is golng
to marry,” he sald securely.
seen the joy in Nell's face.

“But she Is going home with me.”

Jack shook his head. ‘No, she la
going home with me. You can come
whenever you wish, sir. The old
house {8 big enough for twenty
uncles, or if you - 8
Hko it better, thare’| O
is a cottage at the
edge of the farm
where you could
stay if you wish-

“Would it cost me
anything?”’ he ask-
ed.

“Nothing,” eald
Jack.

“Then marry her,”
sald the old uncle,
“and I'll come and
live in the cottage
alone."”

Nell's face was
in her hands, and,
as Jack bent over

her, she whispered, “I'm the Man She
“Oh, I can't let you ls Going to
do 1t!” Mervy.”

“1t is the ounly way that you cam
make my New Year happy,” he told

compounded quarterly'
0 in savings department,

her, and as she looked up into his face

she knew that what he sald was true.
Mistresa—I must say, Mary Arnnm, I

find you very hard to get along with.
The Cook—I was about to say the
une of you, mum.




