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Why Not Today.

BY ERNEST OILMORE

It was New Years Day, There had been a big storm,

and slthough the wind had spent its force, the snow still

fell steadily
“Regular wi
Richard Hunt
from hi
My
laughed
“} like the house best such a day as thes

“I don't believe I'd be

ter weather and no mistake,” observed Mr.
s he came in noisily, stamping the snow
I like it,

was sitting near an open Franklin stove

So cold and bracing

Lot

Hunt, who

"she said, shiv

w e
ering a hittle willing to face th

cold even for the sake of the bracing

“I b W say you were going to see old Mrs. Helfer
toda v

“Yes; but I'll have to wa ntil & other day. Poor
Mrs. Helles

“Is she

Ye

I suppose ery | Since daughter died

Y

I shou vonder he has 4 struggle to make Dboth
ead t bank failoee '

LR e does make the end et fee

1 J W g i see Lie
¥ at 10 tod tensin
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Well. ti .

e the { Y

W { ' t ’ i vile

the d

Dug erythiy i e quoted

A Tittle ’ i b vhen they reached Mrs
Helfe H tio o how the latter wa
the chil | ) tve well v, and
then lowerin et ial whisper, “I gue
she'ni awful Jopesomie.  She bin Crying ~1 sate her.”

The weaty old face brightened when little Polly led the

callers in, but both Mr. and Mrs, Hunt were observant, and
read “hetween the lines " that the ‘dear old was not
anly sortawful, but troubled i
“Iwish you a Happy New Year,” Mis. “Hunt said taking
the thin old haods in a close clasp
Thank you, “responded the old lady, warmly “and |
wish you both a Happy New Year
“We had a tine turkey for dinner today,” said Mr. Hunt,

“and | rather think my wife brought you a piece, " uncoy

ering the basket.  “Yes, sure enough, here it is!

Now, Dick,” sa‘d his wife, “you've made your speech
sit down, please ¥
He sat down with a_sigh, pretending to feel hurt.  He

Ioked so coniical that Mrs. Helfer's spirits arosc so far that
she laughe 5

“f am greatly obliged to you both for remembering me,"”
she said I'm going to confess that I've been longing for
some turkey for 4 week, aud now here it 1s !

fc

Ihe trio chatted pleasantly for a little while, and then

Mr. Huat
#ve thought of ah errand or two,” he said
I'll not be gone

wose suddenly
“You can

have the oot

long

1o yourse until | return

He met the small maid in the hall
Polly,” he said, “1 don't want to pry into Mrs, Heller'ss
alfays ! Fean really anxwous to know if she has everything

she needs Sle i old frend, you koew: ‘does she need

anything, |
Yeu, sir, d e do, - ¥

he didn't say so,  She ain't

RO FOBIp poothat's what she &in't She ain't had n
cofles since ince

(3o Pl k fast Since when

Since her money ok wings an’ flew. ' [ dunno where it

flew 1o, 1
don’t hev butte
boy ‘we was out, but
Polly;

1t doesn’'t seem hacd

t that's what said-—11 flew—an’ she

ne one 1
I wanted to tell
Helf

fno

the grocer's
“No,

Mrs

me

she say, not now

othet

y warm enough m the house, Polly

Do you have plenty of coal

“That's what we don’t sir,” she said with decision
“We'm jess about out. I guess by tomorrow it'll be all
gone.  Miss Helfer’s a'most a'shakin’ with cold sometinies

She had twoshawls around Ker when you rung  the'bell,
but she took ‘em off.’
Mr. Hunt had heard enough--quiet enough

MESSENGER AND VISITOR.

he said to himself as he went out

on his midistering journey

“Poor dear old soul '

He kept his promise; was not gone long. Heputa

bunch of bright carnations into” the old lady’s hand, and

then he said to his wife, smilingly, that it was time to
“move on.”’

Po'ly let them out of the front door. Returning to the
room, she found the old lady in a rapture of joy [here

niling. The

Qn the

ts had brought

were tears in her eyes, but she was fragrant,

osy carnations were stitl in her hand low  chair

e Hu

k, Polly,” she cried, in a glee that was like a child’s

t that t

seside her was

“loc

What - she

And - Po
plate of sliced turkdy, dainty biscuits, a print of butter, a

y looked and laughed saw wasa

mince pie, a frosted plum cake, oranges, grapes, nuts, rais-

ins and candy
“Oh. my Year we do be

eried Polly; what a fine New

havin' aflter a

vered a heavily filled basket

grover’s boy

Presently the

and a message

Tell yer missus Butk Bowers said he'd be here tomorier

at eight o'clock sure.’
1t for asked the amazed Polly
What f ckingly,  “Why, to bring t 1l
o foourse %
Oh I ‘b'heve there's {ay L ! 1
a oo tt r fel
It ber head by w K
tul new Migst
e isket n g i
i y
q 1 i
10ee
M, Miss Llelfe fre 4 b
wne. an’ its jes' ful erything ?
\ in’ tea an An’ to i
L COmINg
Yes, mun
What does it all mes
your tetling about and
I dunno
‘But who sent the g W i
al
Polly lobked mystified.  'She stood | b ¢
ald 1ito the Sudder gl }
face
[ guess it’s the | naan You sed the i o
vide—-1 heard you 1 he's done
The old | her hand

Dless 1
Mis

“I've thought of something
I guess Mr

broke out excitedly

r-helpin’ the lord

I'he old lady siniled

We have the same thoughts about 1t, Moil s and |
she said.——Midland Christian Advocate
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Cherlie’s Diary A New Year's Story.

HY ELIZABETH P

Fomormrow'll be New Year's Day. It's just a ye

smee
mamma goge e my diary.

It was a beauty-—red leather cover, little pencil tied to it
and lots of clean white leaves. I wondered what all would
get written down there, -and it made me feel so solemn I
thought as much as five minutes before I began to put
My brother Harris showed nie

down my resolutions 10w
So I wrote :

First, Resolved, that I shall get up on time every morn
ing this year, so I won't have to eat cold thiugs

Second, Resolved, not to forget to put my school books
on the shelf where they belong, because it's so much trouble
to hunt 'em up when you're in a hurry

Thard, Resolyved, to hang up my coat and cap every time
wipe my skates dry

rusty; also

my bicycleon the ment come home

pave

be t got stolen of §
YECA G got stolen once and we

Fourth, Resolved, 1 will be respect
when 1 don't feel Like it, and ) I er
1 ) ad n £ every | 1 1 ibbhath Lhi
lesson every Sabbath; als t 10 tie firecrackers on-dog
tails on the Fourth of July a not put - pepper on the
tave at 110 get a hslt hohida .

Fifth, Resolved, T will not meddle with Harng's shoe p
ish or books, or borrow his

i
al

neckties without asking him
50 will not squabble with him unless he Legins it
Sixth; Resolved, 1 will be kind to my teachers and

SCHhool
all imy other enmies. So no more at present

Being a boy, of course [ write pretty big, and my resolu-
tions took up about twelve pages of my new diary. Somie-
it should. Harris
asked meif I'd tipped over the ink bottle, and I said no,
and he sa.d, “Small boy, let the appearance of those resolu-

tions be to you a warning instead of an example,” He

how it didn’t look as neat as | meant

January 20, 1904.

knows if there’s anything I hate it's for him to call me
that, for I'm eleven years old and big for my age, so I said;
“Shut up,” and he said, "I'm not a jackknife, therefore I
canno® shut up." Then I made a. face, then he laughed,
then mamma said, “Boys |"" and Harris went upstairs, and
I wrote in my diary. ‘“January 1, squabbled with Harris;
his fault.” Just as I crossed the last “t,” grandpa said,
go to the drug store and get me
drops? My cough. annoyed me so |
I said, “Oh, pshaw, grandpa,

“Charles, will you

otme horehound

ouldn’t sleep last night.”
I'm going coasting, but I'll get em on
“You'll forget them, Charles.
You always do,” grandpa said

“*No,

enough "

‘taint night now
my way home sure pop.”
I won't either. When a feller promises ain't that
about it, but I'll
through that New

It would take too long to tell all Just
read you a piece of my diary after I got

Year's day

“Forgot: grandpa’s cough drop. Papa had to go outin
the storm at bedtime to get them. Sorry
“Couldn’t find me new necktie anywhere. Harris wasn’t
there to ask; wore ! ind fell in a snowdrift and spoiled it
witl lted T he
¢ : ; ! ¢ a stingy
¥ m ed; f rgot
er early fell down
pose I won't
i I'd have
niffed
1 ¢ and
| ’
- ked e
Yes's 1
£o0se v it
{ t l | Je Chrnist f
pramise ! y o wha he we
b5 Bate ihie
¥ course Ha vas better than all  the resolutions |
¢ ) es, I've d wrong any amount: of
ties, but it’s the biggest sort of help to me ' all the same
M 1 u't believe in pledges and he
don in anything  that'll help a feller
to be that New Year's resolutions he
head won't do it.—Ex.
o . w
Ned's New Year's Resolutions.
“This being the first day of the year A. D. 1903, it is just
and right that [ make some suitable resolutions f;vx the day

Therefore, be it

‘Resolved, That during the coming year I will strive, as

r as possible, to do unto others as I would be done by
(Signed) Edward Lawrence.’

“There, now, that's done right up in a business manner

I think,” said Ned, proudly surveying the paper. “lex
pect it will be pretty hard work,” he added, ruefully
“Edward, my son,” said his father, directly after break.

fast, “will you clean off the walks the first thing this mor

ing?"

“Oh, dear,” Ned was beginning, wheri he thought of h
resolution, and he answered promptly

Yes, father, T'll see to it at once and started off v R
merry whistle

His father looked p f ed' had | "
given to t a ¢ wi \ | to d nything

When he ca [ 1 him ¢
ertand | 1 v notwithstanding he

Wh | ge ‘
ter wa ading the

Give me n ¢

{ 1 night 1o the ¢ & chapter, and it is

interesting Might | ttinish this chapter

N ered 3

N e an red cross) You had no right to get my
book

T'hen as he noticed her regretful face he thought: “Now

1 guess that’s not just as I'd be done
‘Well, finish the chapter then, Nellie
“Oh, Ned,” exclaimed his little brother, *

me how to spin my new top ?"

by,” and added

won't you show

‘Not'now, Freddie; I'm reading don't you see ?"

“But I'm lonesome,” pleaded the little fellow, "and I
can't do it right.” o

“Come here,” said Ned, suddenly recollecting himsel




