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It was the last day of the old year. 

London had recovered from it Christmas 
festivsties—and their after-effects—and 

‘preparing to see the new year in. . 
In the misty hours of the ~ December 

afternoon, two young men were gazing 

through the windows of a Piccardilly club 

at the people who were hurrying up and 
down that popular thoroughfare. 

“Well, Densham,” eaid the younger and 

darker of the two, “are you meditating 

any lofty and noble resolutions for the 

new year?” 

“I am afraid that is not much in my 

line,” replied Lord Densham in a slightly 

affected tone. “Why do you ask? Are 
you going to turn over a new leaf, as our 

spiritual pastors and masters call it?” 

“I’ve turned over many new leaves,” 

cried Cecil Brairley lightly; “but the same 

old tales, the same moth-eaten joke: of 

fate, seem to be written on all of them. 

No two years are the same, but they are 

beastly similiar.” 
“Ah, Brairley, ] am thinking of making 

a great alteration,” said Densham. who 

was evidently, in a commupicative, though 

serious mood. 

“Really! Are you going to change your 

tailor, or only to let your mustache 

grow.” 

“Don’t be flippant,” said his lordship in 

quite a melancholy tone. “Thé fact is, 

Briarley, old boy, I’m in a hole!” 

“You in a hole! It’s not money?” 

“Of course not—it wouldn’t be much 

use coming to you if it were, would it? 

No, I’m going to get married.” This was 

drawled out slowly and with a deep sigh, | 

as though the speaker felt he was making 

some mighty sacrifice for the benefit of 

something ; but wherefore the hole?” asked 

Briarley. “Nobody compels you.” 

¢ My dear boy, everybody compels me,” 

said Densham, gazing thoughtfully at his 

white and well-kept bands and finger 

pails, and adding pathetically, “Of course 

you don’t know what it is to be highly 

eligible.” 

“No,” replied Briarley with a grim 

smile. 

“But unfortunately I shall have to mar- 

ry in self-defence,” proceeded his lordship 

taking no notice of his friend’s remark. 

“It is sickening to feel that you are being 

run after by all the girs and match-mak- 

ing mammas.” 

“Poor, poor, Densham,” murmured 

Briarley. “No wonder you arein a 

hole.” 

“Yes, but the worst of it is that I've 

fixed on two girls, and I can’t for the life 

of me decide which of them to have.” 

“And who are the favored couple be- 

tween whom Paris the Second has to 

judge?” 

“One is Daisy Molyneux—the lively 

little thing with the blue eyes and the 

good figure, you know. Of course she is 

very jolly and awfully fond of me—"’ 

“Yes; and the other?” 

“The other is Sybil Castlemaine.” 

“Who?” 

“Sybil Castlemaine, your—er—second | 

cousin, isn’t she?” 

“Good heavens!” muttered Briarley. 

“What did you say?” 

“Nothing. Do you think Sybil cares 

for youl” 

“I am afraid there is not much doubt 

of it, old man,” said his lordship mourn- 

humanity. | tered very low, and with heartfelt sincer- 

“I thought you looked jolly blue about | 
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fully as he languidly stroked his clean- 

shaven chin, *‘I used to fancy you were 
rather fond of her at one time, but, of 

course, it is impossible.” 

“Utterly!” 
“Well, look here, old chap, I sbouldn’t | 

ask everybody, but which of the two girls 
do you advise me to have?” 

“Can’t you have both?” asked Cecil, 

rather savagely. 
“Now, come on, old fellow, give me | 

your honest opinion. They’re both nice, | 

loving little girls, aud its an awful bore | 

to have to choose. Which would you | 

ask?” | 
“Well,” said Briarley slowly, and with | | 

a bitterness his companion did not appear | 

to see, “it certainly is incredible ‘that any | 

girl could refuse the honor and privilege | 

of being Lady Densham, wearing the Den- | 
sham diamonds, and sharing the Densham | 

celebrity. The only wonder is that you 

have been permitted to enjoy your liber. 

ty so long. I should advise you to have 

Daisy Molyneux.” 
“Not you cousin?” 
“No; she would not suit you nearly as 

well as Miss Molyneux would.” : 

“Thanks awfully, old chap; I only just 

needed an impartial opinion like ‘yours to 

help me decide. I’ll propose to Daisy to- 

night; she is going to be at Lady Vivyan's 

dance—and so is Sybil, so I can get it set- 

tled either way. Will you be there?’ | 

“Yes, 1 expect to.” 

“Right, then I shall see you later.” 

As Cecil Briarley watched the retreating 

figure of the wealthy and coronated friend 

who was so overburdened with unsought 

affections, and didn’t keow which of two 

maidens he really loved, he summed up 

the situation in one word which he mut- 

but it is safe to 

a syllable of most 
ity. No one heard it, 

conjecture that it was 

emphasis disapproval. 

Lady Vivyan’s rooms presented a gay 

and brillsant scene that evening. To wel- 

come the new year with dancing and rev- 

elry, with music and mirth, was, perhaps 

typical of the giddy social whirl in which 

hostess and guests revolved in their more 

or less important positions; but after all, 

every day, every hour, starts a new year, 

and it is only sentiment and commercial 

conveniencz that settles on one particular 

chime as marking the commencement of 

another circle. 

Lord Densham arrived early. He was 

attired with his usual care and correctness, 

and he wore also an air of determination 

that suited him very well. It displaced 

the appearance of indifference and listless. 

ness which usually made the hereditary 

legislator look limp and flabby. He speed- 

was at last made, he proceeded to seek out 

Miss Molyneux that he might acquaint 

her. 

It was considerably late 

Briarley arrived 

| dancing. One of the first persons he no- 

| ticed was his own cousin. ’ 

“What, Sybil—you not dancing?” 

“How are you, Cecil No, 1 haven't 

been here long.” 

“3hall we sit down somewhere until | 

someone comes and claims you?” 

“By all means; it is quite a long time | 

since I’ve had the ohance of talking to you, & Lo sivper with terrible earnestness from | 

Cecil. 

ily discovered that both Daisy Molyneux | 

and Sybil Castlemaine bad come, and with | 

a sigh of relief to think that his decision | 

her with the honor he proposed to do | 

when Cecel | 

He was not in the best | 

of spirits, and did not intend to do mach | 

“Have you ever heard of Tantalus?” 

asked her cousin, as he led her to a'seclu- 

ded corner. 
“Who was he! An ancient god, wasn’t 

he?” replied Miss Castlemain. “Was he a 

relative of Bacchus? The spirit decanters 

are named after him.” 
“No,” said Cecil, very seriously. “He 

was a young man who longed for a cer- 

tain prize, and it was just out of his 

reach.” 3 
“And this is apropos of what?’ inquired 

Sybil. 
“Tantalus would have been happier if 

his prize had been out of his sight as well 
as out of his reach.” 
“Why can’t you talk like a rational be- 

ing, Cecil?” 
“I only wanted to say that in order to 

escape the madness of Tantalus, I have 
been letting my prize gn out of sight. 
They are waltzing very nicely,” he added, 

drawing her attention to one of the couples 

who were floating near them. 

“Lord Densham and Daisy Molyneux?” 

“Yes, 

he?” 
“Ye-es. I suppose one would hardly 

call him shy or modest, would one?” 
Her merry brown eyes looked up into 

his, but they didn’t find any responsive 

twinkle. 
“He has no need for modesty; he knows 

his worth.” 
“Every bit of it!” said Sybil. 
“Yes; but when a fellow like that can 

choose any girl he likes —when he knows 

they are all like pretty apples asking to 

be plucked, it is enough to make him con- 

ceited.”’ 
“And other fellows jealous!” added 

Sybil misehievously. 
“Yes, and other fellows jealous.” 

“And I suppose none of the pretty ap- 

ples can be strong enough to refuse to 

fall into his hand?” 
“It would be a modern miracle if they. 

did.” 
“Then, perhaps the age of miracles bas 

not yet gone,” said Sybil, nodding gayly 

to him, as Lady Vivyan came up and in- | 

troduced a new partner to her. 
A little later Briarley was trying to 

soothe his feelings with a cigarette in the 

smoking room, when Lord Densham came 

up to him. 
“[ say, old chap, a funny thing has hap- 

pened. She has refused me.” 
“Who has?’ 

“Why, Daisy Molyneux.” 
“By Jove! Were any signs of insanity 

ever noticed in the family before?” asked 

Cecil. 
“No, I believe not,” answered the peer, 

failing, as usual, to see any sarcasm in the 

question. “I tried to point out to her 

what it meant, but she stuck to it. Nice | 

little girl, too.” ! 
“Well, I'm awfully sorry, Densham, 

really 1 am ”’ 
“It doesn’t matter so very much; Mis 

Castlemain is here, isn’t she? You see, | | 

can ask her, and get it settled.” 

trace of bitterness in his tone, 
“I think I’ll go and find her. I’m rather 

sorry I waisted my time over that silly 

| girl, but it was your advice. 
makes my choice much easier,” 
As he walked oft Cecil Briarley watched | 

him, and although be was nota man given | 
to the use of bad language, it is a lament. | 
able fact that a little word before referred | 

his lips. 

Densham’s a nice fellow, isn’t 

| with a soft, poetic light. 

| ently by Sybil’s side for some seconds, and 

| a little from him, 

| cousin softly, feeling glad that the 

| ows hid her blushing cheek. 

7 | prize was not so lar out of his reach as he 
Anyway, 1t | 

| 
When Lord Densham suggested to Sybil 

Castlemaine that they should sit the dance 
out in the coneervatory, she saw that he 

meant to propose to her, and his lordship 

perceived that, under the circumstances, 

there was nothing to be gained by beating 

about the bush, aud so he quickly led up | 

to the business he bad come to negotiate, 

“It is rather serious to be standing oun 

the edge of a new year, don’t you think 

80, Miss Castlemaine? It makes 

think.” 
“Really?” said Sybil, arching her pretty 

eyebrows, 
“Yes; one looks at the past and then at 

the future, you know. Now take me for 

example,” he went on, plunging into his 

carefully prepared and already rehearsed 

speech. “With money and good connee- 

tions one can get on very well in life; but 

that isn’t all, upon my word it isn’t, Miss 

Castlemaine. No doubt many fellows 
would envy what [I’ve got—but, after all, 

it is very little. There is something more 

one 

that is wanted, and surely to supply that | 

want would be the fittest way of starting | 

a new year. Dear Miss Castlemaine, I 

want to be a better man in the future 

than in the past, and you, only you, can 

help me. What is needed to make my 

happiness complete. to crown all my 
hopes, and perfect my manhood, is a wo- | 

man’s love. Sybil—let we call you Sybil, 

my love—will you be the woman? Will 

you marry me?" 
In the seclusion of the conservatory he 

opened his arms a little, as though he ex- 

pected her to creep in, and he expanded 

his chest to receive the 

tly on it. But it was a night of surprises. 
“I am very sorry you should bave asked 

me this, Lord Densham,” said Sybil, 

gravely. *‘I am conscious of the vastness 

of the compliment, and [ am ndt blind to 

the advantages and attractions of your of- 

fer, but 1 do not love youn.” 
“You don’t love me?” repeated his lord- 

ship in a tone of disappointment that had 

a suspicion of incredulity in it. “You 

don’t love me? But surely that is only a 

matter of time; when you have seen more 

of me, when you know me better Sybil 
» 

“My decision would not alter, Lord 

Densham.” 
“But you are quite sure 
“I quite realize what I am losing,” said 

Sybil calmly, “and although I know how 

good of you it is to suggestit, [ don’t 

really think I could make you any better, 

or anything but what you are, either in 

the new year, or at any other time.” 

“But you could, Miss Castlemaine; 
” 

PA 

you—— 
“Would you please take me back? I am 

engaged for the next dance.” 

With a wonderful smile on his lips, in | 

which mortification, pity, and surprise 

were blended, he politely offered her his 

arm and led her back te the ballroom. 

Briarley. 
them when Sybil said: 

“Oh, Cecil, here you are! 

in time.” : 
Densham yielded her up with his cus- | 

tomary smile; and Cecil whispered: 

out with hin.” 

“Witk him? Why?” 

wants to ask you.” 

“I don’t think he has,’ 

ly. 

They were about to join the dancers 

announced that the 

said Sybil quiet- 

when it was 

midnight moment had almost arrived and | 

those who cared to do so were to go to the 

open windows and on to the door steps 

and the balconies, to listen and wait for 

the solemn peal that was to mark the au- 

nual recommencement ~~ Briarley got a 

wrap to throw over his cousin’s shoulders, 

and then they went to the further corner 

of the long balcony. 

It was a clear, frosty night, and the stars 

and the moon were shining with a bright- 

| ness that reflected in the hoar frost on the 

grass and trees, illuminated the dark hour 

Cecil stood sil- 

then he whispered: 

“And is this beautiful night making you 

thoughtful, too?” 

“No,” said Syl, with her face turned 

“No. I was thinking 

of Tantalus.” 

“Ah, poor Tantalus!” sighed Cecil, “I 

A ; hope you pity him,” 
“Of course you can,” said Cecil, with a | “] don’t think I do,” responded his 

shad- 

“Perhaps his 

imagined.” 

Cecil may not have been rich in this 

| maxld® 3 goods, but he was not poor in im- 

agination, 

“ugy bi, didn't Densham ask you 
thing?” he whispered. 

“Yes, Cecil, and —and I performed a 
| modern miracle,’ 

any- 

burden of the . 
dainty little head that was to nestle gen- | served just exactly so, or you get grumpy. 

| true manliness, 

ell to her sisters throughout Canada : ‘ of sisters throughout Canada, 
they entered it, they almost ran into Cecil | IAG, Pa. aan pane 

He was about to walk past | 

You’re just | ; \ 

. me any good till I started to take Dodd’s 

: . | gave me relief, 
“I was not going to claim you for this | 8 

dance; I thought you would prefer to sit | 43 
| was totally cured. 

; ol | cine on which 
“[—er—I believe he has a questidn be | 0 

| rely for a positive cure. 

mystic | 

“My darling!” and there was a silence, | SUNDAY SCHOOL WORK 

“Sybil, you know I am not a rich man, | To the Parish Officers of the Kent County 

and J am not a lord. 

“And you are not horribly conceited | 

and selfish either, dear.” 
He did not remove his arm, and a sud- 

den hush of expectancy quieted the chat. 

tering party. Nothing was heard for a | 

moment, and then from a dozen clauging | 
clocks all around them boomed the birth | 

of the new year, 
One, two, three—ten, eleven, twelve, | 

“Sybil,” whispered Briarley, “the old | 

tarnished years are gone, Here's to the | 

golden future.” | 

WHY HE KNEW ALL ABOUT IT. | 

Scribbler had come from the office in | 

the evening quite “played out,” because 

of the output of his pen aud brain that | 

day. He wae lying on the couch in the | 

sitting room after supper, when Mrs | 
Scribbler, who had been reading a maga- | 

zine, said: 
“See, here, George Scribbler, here is 

something that fits you to a T, and I want 

you to read iv.” 
“What's it about?” 

“It’s about these funny kind of men 

who must have everything just so in their | 

homes, no matter how hard it makes it | 

You know that you are one | 

of the funniest men alive. Every rug and | 

chair and bvok must be exactly in its | 

place, aud a little dust sets you scolding. | 

You must have a clean napkin every meal | 

and you cannot eat if there is a tiny spot 

on the tablecloth, and everything must be 

for others, 

Now, is not that true?” 

“A man likes to see things in order in 

his own house,” said Scribbler, 
“Of course he does, and I try to keep 

things in order. but [ defy any woman to 

maintain the degree of order you expect 
with four or five children in the house. | 

Now, this article refers to just such un 
reasonable, fussy men as you are, and it is 

not one bit too severe even when it says | 

that they are small-spirited and lacking in | 

[ do wish that you would 

read the article.” 
“] don’t need to,” rephed Scribbler, | 

gitting up to stretch apd groan. 
“I’d like to knew why you do not need 

to read it, George Scribbler?” 

“Because—well, the fact is, my dear, I 

wrote that article myself.” 
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ONE HAPPY WOMAN 

Cot Health and Happiness from 
Dodd’s Kidney Pills. 

London, Feb, 6—This city claims one of | 

the happiest, healthiest women in Can- | 
| direction we ada. 

Her name is Mrs. J. She 

lives at 524 Grey Street, and she has this | 

Osborne. 

made 

used 

did 

“For eight years my life was 

miserable by Female Weakness. I 

many different medicines, but none 

Kidney Pills. 

“Phe first dose of this wonderful remedy 

I grew better with every 

dose, till when [ had taken three boxes, I 

Dodd’s Kidney Pills are the only medi- 

women can confidently 
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YOU ESCAPE DEATH SEVEN TIMES 

A WEEK. 

(Medical Journal.) 

Life is full "of dangers—we all know 

that. But what very few of us know 1s 

that all of us, even the most strong, active 

and healthy, pass once in every twenty- 

four hours, over what a clever French 

' doctor once called a “veritable bridge of 

| death.” This moment with the ordinary 

individual comes somewhere between two 

or three o’clock in the morning. Say 

you go to bed and sleep at eievell o'clock. 

Minute after minute, for four long hours, 

| your physical self runs on unw: tched hy 

1ts us sual guardian, the brain Your life, 

as you know, is kept in you pe the slow 

consumption of food. During sleep you 

do not eal; your heart, too, beats more 

slowly, and your whole system resembles 

an unattended engine. Towards that 

fatal hour of three the machinery all bat 

stops. What saves you! [tis this, In 

the healthy body the coming of this mo- 

ment produces a shock which causes you 

unconsciously to throw out your legs and 

arms and turn over ordraw a deep breath, 

This starts up your heart again. Still 

doctors know well that this mid-sleep hou 

is the most dangerous of the whole twenty- 

four, and when they lose most patients, 
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ASTHMA GASPS 

The wheezing and strangling of those 
who are vietims of Asthma are promptly 
relieved by a few doses of Dr, Chase’s 

| Syrup of Linseed and Turpentire, 

other word of counsel? 

' remind you that Sunday School work 18 

| critical time in the history of the 

' You will not fail the master? 

| to your church and Sunday school 

| Provincial 

| of the twentieth century. 

Sunday School Association 

Fellow Workers,—Will you accept an 
[t i# necessary to 

becoming increasingly honorable and rm. 

portant. All Christian people are begin 

| ning to realize the dignity of the teachers 

work To be fit for such honorable recog- 

nition in an object worthy of the highest 

effort. The increasing importance of the 

| work will be readily admitted when it is 

remembered in the first place that meth. 

ods of day school teaching in this Pro- 

| vince have, in late years, greatly improved 

and are constantly developing; and in the 

next place that religious teaching is now 

| largely excluded from the common schools 

aud also that many parents are giving very 

little definite religious training to their 

| children. 

To you has been given, largely, the 

| control of £unday school work at a most 
Church, 

First acquaint yourselves fully with the 

work that is expected from you in your 
full and ace 

This will 

attempting more than 

present office. Knowledge 

curate 1s needed on this point, 

prevent you from 
is expected of vou, and will also enable 

you to know when you have done what 

may be reasonably expected. 

The *“Handbook for workers,” pub- 

lished by the Executive Committee, will 

give you much of this information. Read 

all of it and thoroughly master the sec- 

tions bearing oun your office. Wy not be 

A Model Officer? If every officer did his 

work thoroughly the parish and county 

Association would 

school would be benefited. 

walls were built by 

prosper and every 

Jerusalem’s 

every citizen attend- 

ing to that part opposite his own home- 

stead. The “Son of man,” before taking 

a far jouraey, gave “to every man his 

work.” By 

of one office you are on the highway 

efficiency. 

Have you considered what an auxiliary 
the 

It provides 

mastering perfectly the duties 

to 

Home Department may be! 

| an inexpensive method, within reach of 

every schoul, of keeping invalids, aged, 

mothers of small children, and others, in 

close and active touch with the Church of 

Christ. See if this work cannot be 

tended to many more parts of your county 

in this year, 

Regular visits from the church through 

this department are highly prized, 

may give great profit to many. 

You will join willingly 

ex 

and 

hands with the 

to 

Normal 

course that has In this 

must look for trained 

in its efforts 

of the 

been perscribed. 

Association 

train teachers by means 

men 

and women who shall be fully equipped 
to do efficient teaching in the early years 

Wherever pos- 

sible see that a Normal class is formed, 

Where this is not 

dividuals to take u 

possible, encourage in- 

course alone. 

give 

Pp the 

You will continue to attention t 

| securing generous contributions from the 

schools for Association work. Do this as 

early in the year as possible. Thus the 

officers will be freer to attend to further 

extension of the work. 

And all officers concerned owght to 

unite in a holy ambition to secure full 

. and accurate statistics, These are the basis 

| of intelligent action, Know your field 
thoroughly, and record it clearly, that 

others may read and act, 

The beginning of another vear is the 

| opening of a book of wondrous opportunity 

Let us go forward both in more active 

and intelligent work for our Master; and 

into a deeper experience of Divine things, 

Take care that you are not overcome by 

work and 

Christian life, Take time to see the Mas- 

ter Himself. Wait for Him Catch His 

while best methods are 

the routine duties of your 

S) rit Learn that 
5 LJ 

imje.rtant; careful and constant pre pa 

atl yet most important of al 

Christ as the 

| beseech you Lo consider that 

1 necessary; 

is it to dwell in branch in 

the vine, 

one secret of making this year in 

the highest de 

£1 eat 

gree preparatory to greator 

victories for God iu the coming century, 

is that we be more devoted to our Master 

and faithful in his work. 

Wishing vou a year of much comfort, 

Yours in the Mastet’s work, 

W Lawsoxn, County Sec'y. 
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The living of Barwick-in-Elmet, near 

Leeds, has just been vacated by the death 

of Canon Hope, who had been rector for 

more than 46 years, been present- 

ed to it in 1852 by the Chancellor of the 

Duchy of Lancaster in Lord Derby’s first 

having 

| administration, 


