A Good Beginning
for the Year

- BELIEVE in beglnnning the New
Year well,” observed young Mr.
Talkington, as he carved the

turkey; "I am not superstitious, but—"

“Yes," sald his wife, demurely, “I
remember how well we began it last
yeoar."

“You were to start on a trip that
day, weren't you?"' queried a guost,

*“Yes, and the traln, a new one just
gput on, left at 9:25, and, as you know,
we llve as near to the rallway stadon

HAD TIME TO BURN.,

as one would like to live, for instance,
w'_iﬂ

“A family with ten children, say?"”

“Quite, Ned thought we ought to
arise at flve, thus beginning the Now
Year well and catching the train com-
fortably, He ordered a cab for 6:30,
80 it would veach the house at night;
he did this over night and also wound
up the cook's alarm clock, When she
saw it set for five her face resewbled
a nappiug voleano,”

“Why not merely say she looked as
if you had unexpected guests for din-
per?"” said Mrs, Brownsmith
t ““Well, she did. She was sich a good
ook that 1 was blind, Ned duly
waked me the next morning."
| “With dificuity, dear.”

“You waked me, anyhow, and your
volee sounded like the dentist's sayiug,
*Step this way, please.’ We hadn't
heard the cook go down, and going to

fnvestigate 1 found her asleep. She
sald the alarm had gone off at 2:15,
and ghe'd been up every half hour

gince to see I It was tive. The voicano
was awake then!"

“Oh!"

“When I returned, Ned pointed to
the clock on the mantel and said it
was 0:17, and we were late.”

“Well?"

“Nothing—only that clock was a

wedding present and g0 handsome that
nobody ever expected it to keep time.
Investigation proved It was just tour,
and we went back to bed for an Lour.
I was dreaming that the cook's New
Year's resolve was that she would
never leave me, when an awful nolse
waked me. The cook called that {t
was eight, and as breakfast had been
ready three hours she thought she'd
better call us!"”

“But did you reach the station in
hm'ﬂ

S

“Yes. In my hasta I did my halr
with three pins and Ned put on his
dress coat and odd shoes—we are both
forgetful, you know. We scalded cur

throats with hot coffee and choked
ourgelves with overdone steak. The
cabman, who had arrived at 6:30

gharp, demanded full pay for the time
he had waited, else he'd deduct from
the number of Ned's useful eyes!"

“Dreadful!" chorused the guests,

“While he did this the cook gave
warning and told me that the catels on
the back cellar window was loose,

“Anyvhow, if you were in time to
cateh your train, Ned could begin nls
New Year falrly well.”

“We were In time, To Ned's fever-
Ish inquiries the ticlket agent ealmly
responded, "Oh, ves, we had plenty of
time—24 hours and 29 minutes!'"

“Why, how on earth could that hap-
pen?"

“The train, as I sald, was a new one,
put on for the first time on New Year's
day, and—and the calendar to which
the agent pointed told us that to-day
was December thirty-first!*

ELISA ARMBTRONG,

She Told Mim.
Husband—0One of your
resolutions was that you

quarrel with me for a year.

Wife—Yes,

“Well, you are snapping at me half
the time already.”

u"‘,q w

“I should just like to know what's
become of your good resolutions.”

*You would, eh? Well, I wanted
mother to sce them, and so I Inclosed
them in a letter to her, and gave it to
you to mail, and she writes me that
she never recelved It
become of them,"—N. Y. Weekly.

New Yoar's
would not

An Usnnl,
“What do you think of my New Year's

resolutions?"” asked the chauffeur,

"

luck,” replied his wife.
“What's that?"

| eame back to him,

| nerved himself to do better things, and

The 01d and New

By PAUL P. HARRIS

He was a young man, tall and wall
made; that much was noticeabla to the
pedestrians who thronged the brilliants
ly<lighted etrest on New Year's eove,
Many smliled in a cynical way as they
stepped aside to avold hia realing form;
others looked the disgust they felt, and

| iaw, Indeed, were they who by word or

look evidenced a apirit of charity.

The young man heeded not; he could
tummon to his whirling braln but one
pleture. He saw the ghastly face of the
corpse he had left, but a few moments
before, at the morgue, The body was
that of A companlon In the day's de-
bauch, a stranger in the city, one of the
thousands of unknown.
Ife In an altercation over cards, saysthe
Radford Review,

He drove his way through the thick-
est of the crowd ag though the exerclse
relleved him, and occaslonally he
preesed his palms to his thobbing tems-
ples or brushed the damp hair from his
hot forehead. He strode on across the
bridge and far Into a resldence portion
of the city beyond, Twice he stumbled
and fell, but was quickly up and on again,

Ho turned Into a slde street and ap-
proached a well-lighted chureh. The
#ervices were about to begin and thae

young man concealed himself In an ob-
scure niche and walted, He was breath-
ing heavily. The organ prelude camae
tremblingly to his ear. He knew whosae
filugers touched the responsive keys and
he groaned aloud;: “The barriera! Oh,
were It not for the barriers!” The musie
ross to ecstatic bursts, then softened
agaln in plaintive diminuendo. It
reached his heart and a flood of tears
at last molstened his fevered cheeks and
assuaged his agony. His head was bowed
down ag he listened to that prayer in
SONg,

Later, he staggered on to a business
thoroughfare and into a private room at
a favorite haunt, There, throwing hlms
self into a chalr, he burled his face in hia
hands. His thoughts reverted to the
glassy eyes, and wishing to dispel tha
Iimage, he ordered a whisky stralght, and
filling the glass to the brim, was about
to turn the contents down his parched
throat when the spirit of the song prayer
He placed the \\'!Il.“k}'
glass upon the table and drained the
seltzer glass Instead. He heard a num-
ber of his maudlin comrades enter thae
bar and he arose and bolted the door to
his private room.

When his friends were gone, ha
thought agaln of the organist and the
last words she had epoken to him:
“When you have satisfied yourself that
true happiness lies only in the paths of
righteousness and are prepared to pray
for absolution from gullt and sin, then
and then only, may you come tome, 1
ghall be walting, Fred;" and he recalled
to mind now the calm, deep love-light
that shone through the mist of tears in
the blue eyes had reminded him of pic- |
tures he had seen of the Madonna, and
he recalled how often since he had |

then he theught of the barriers,

He had lost his |

He thought of her

as he

had

first |

known

her, a girl

of ten, and how he

used to =it in the family pew in the old
cehurch down near the river and gaze at
her wealth of dark brown halr and long
to twine his fingers in It

Toying with the whisky glass, he sald:

{ “In this is the power to carry me on to

That's what's |

the loss of self-respect, logs of manhood

and loss of everything that life holds |

dear and, perhaps, ultimately to ths
morgue, where my glassy eyes may be
geen in thelr cold death stare, while my
soul starts on its endless journey in the

| bottomless pits of the Inferno; and do 1
0, I suppose you'll have your usual | hesitate, while still T am Invited, by the

lovelight that shines In a pair of heav-
enly blue eyes, to the life that will ‘lead

“Break down before you have gone | e into green pastures and beside still

very far."—Yonkers Statesman.

Objectionnable,

The man whao
with a publie display of vociferous in-
abriety

celebrates Christmas |

is none the legs objectionable |

because he is getting ready for n swear- ‘

off on
Star.

New Yeoar's day.

AT 10L,058 . M,

“One Kkiss,” he
g0."
“Well, take it; but you cannot have | would watch and wall and, pregsing her

another one this yvear.”
And then the clock struck the

Year.

-Washlngton |

New ‘

waters' and give me strength to say:|

“Yea, though 1 walk through the val.
ley of the shadow of death, I will fear

o evil:' do 1 hesitate while the gpirit
of my angel mother beckons me on?"

He arose, and dashing the whisky to
the floar, threw open the door,
Pedre, here, Fritz, how do'l look?
gin to feel mysell a man.
gtill bleared? Come, quick, a comb and
a glass, soap and water. Brush me up
well: 1 have a mission to perform.
dollar aplece, and put it to good use, fel-
jows, for it's the last you get.”

After he had gone, Pedro sald to Fritz:

1 be-

“Another touch of the "Willleg,' eh? 1
Save never seen him that bad.” Fritz
tapped his head significantly and an.

swered: “No, it's the south-slde shoot-
ing.”

A few moments later the young man
wildiy up the winding stairs

o
E

wag rushit

room above the belfry, where a devoted
little band was wont to gather on New
Year's eve to watch and pray, as the old
year passed out, the new year in. Ha
fell beslde one of the kneelers and cried:
vMargaret, 1 have satisfied myself that
true happiness lies only in  paths of
righteousness. I pray forabsolution.”
Far away over the turbulent, sin-in-
fested city, a bell began to ring Its mes-
| BABE, and from belfry to belfry the good
word flew along till the night alr re-
| gounded with the mad chorus The
|3.w ung man looked south toward the

begeged, “befors 1| morgue where the cold, silent body lay,

| and he breathed a prayer for them who

burning, tear-wet face to his, he sald:
“We have rung out the old, it's now the

| oew, it's now the pew.”

“"Here, |

Are my eves |

Al

|
|

1

of the church on the side street to Ihe|

1

r , i
New Year’s Res

olves

Than Not to Make Them at All

|

anew, why may not the moral nature
of & man be renewed If the memories
of the past year and the physieal
ghortcomings of the preseat suggest
the peed of a striving after what (s
higher and betler?

That the practice has been abused

OME facetious individual has de-

fined New Year's day as "a Ume

when men make good resolutions
in the confidence of breaking them as
goon as possible” DBut he has much
to learn to his own profit who sneers
at good resolutions because some men
break them. To reaolve to do right
does not mean necessarlly that one
will keep the promise, but such pur-
pose, whether outwardly expressed or
fnwardly understood, is proof that the
individual {8 conscious of ablding sin
of some sort.

It 18 the gelf-righteous
who 18 In danger. Good resolutions
are born of repentance; and repent-
ance when genulne Is a cardinal vir-
tue, The self-righteous fellow does
not resolve to de better because his
vanity tells him there 18 nothing
wrong In his makeup. He may go
along commlitting blunders every day
and doing no end of mischief. Such a
fellow 18 beyond redemption. Likae
Ephraim of old, he is joined to his
idols and should be left alone,

Doubtless there are many thought-
less and some insincere good resolves
made on New Year's day,
less it is a good thing that many
men do begln the new year with re-
solves to strive after what I8 higher
and better. It is & marked and glori-
filed Improvement upon the custom
once so general but now, thank God,
obsolete, of men golng from house to
house paylng calls and guzzling wine
or stronger drink unsil before the
round was completed they were hope-
lessly drunken.

It is & great deal better for a man
to resolve a hundred times and fall
In each resolve than to go along con-
tented with hila lot of gin and shame,
There Is hope for a man just as long

individual

asg there abides In him degire for what |

[s better. It Is well to enter into argu-
ment with one's sell only after due

deliberation, but a broken pledge (o do |

right is far better than
at all.

There {8 nothing strange in associa-

no pledge

tlon of good resolves with the dawn of |

a new year. On the contrary, the oc-
casion {8 one that suggests just such a

general practice, The old year has
ended. Its memorles suggest “sins
committed while consclence slept,”

practices that degraded the moral man,
follies that brought shame and vices
that weakened body and brain. DBut
memory is not an. DBody and mind tell
the sensible man that such practices
and in physical wreck and moral de-
PRY.

The year {s new and c¢lean. The gun,
just risen, looks upon it for the first
lime, Meéen of business close up their
pages for the year ended and begin
aew and fresh ones for the new vear
that has dawned. They flgure oul ac-
surately thelr losses and their gains in
the ald year,
ther,

As the merchant his

hegins year

Neverthe- |

{8 no argument agalnst its use. That
gome men have made good resolutions
only to break them {8 nol evidence
that reform {8 Impossible. Striving
after what is right I8 Godlike. One
may rajse his standard so high as not
(to be able to attain it, but there I8
virtue In every attempt to make better
one's life, Indeed one may find at the
cloging of a long life that he has tried
but to fall, and yet his very efforts o
do right will be counted to him for
righteousness,

The objection is, If it can be called
| an objection, that men are too much
Influenced by speclal ocecasions for
gpoclal efforts. There s no more vii«
2 tue in New Year's Day than there is in
iAII Fool's Day. It would seem fool-
iiahnvss to wait for any such time or
| season for a starting period in right
living., The present is the time for
| actlon, and one day i8 as gond as an-
other In the sight of God, as well as
[ of men.
‘ But the man who has put off the day
of resolves to be good until the dawn
of the new vear will strengthen him-

‘Fﬂ-‘lf and work righteousness by starts
l!ng out clean with the year. He will
(only hurt himself by devoling too
| much time to resolving, What he

most needs Is to avold the pitfalls and
snares which formerly overcame him,
He has need to change resolves into
action, It is his duty to retrospect
In order to know himself. Each con-
quest of self is added strength for fu-
ture victories,

| Happy indeed is that New Year's for
(the man who, having resolved in its
{dawn to do right, finds at its gloaming
that he has been true to his promises,

WILLIAM ROSSER COBEE.

THERE IS HOPE FOR HIM,

Deacon Goodie—Cheer up; my wman;

subtracting one from the |

you'll be out on the first of the year

{  Jail Bird—Yes, but what can 1 do

after being a thief and holdup man?
Deacon Goodle—0Oh, you can po into

[ the coal business, or start a plumbing

| shop.

The New Year's Erowning.

Bring from she ixlands tharlie afar
In the troplonl waters viear,
Decked in thelr pride ilke o glowing star,
Avrown for Ehe glad New Year;
Pluck for the brows of the Natlon's guest
Vho comes to us o'er the snow,
The Bloom of the Southland, falrest and best,
Whoere the orange bl ms blow,
Anil the waters run
Tothe seas of sun
With & song devold of woe

Dear from the Northlands houghe of pine,
From the arest of the loftiest piak,
Wherever the snows i the sunlight hilne,

A wreath that the bravest seel
for the New Year comes with Hghtsonie tread
In the morning cold and gray,
Passhug the Olil Yenr nearly dead
By the fringe of his wintry wayy
Hao biroanght ve cheor,
Did the plid, Old Yoar,
And—Well, he has had his day.

Oather the wild, wild hlossoms falr

Fhat ope in the olden East—

The L mihnt ianghs at the cold renalr
Forthe New Year's weltome fenst . .
A hardy ro -rlr-- n the Pllgrims Innd,

A bough fram the northery Inkes
Whete intueir Bt the bare oliifs stand
And ug e thnt Livaks

A voso b winh
: I e New Year's pow,
Fresh Kissod by sho Winter's Hukos,

Over the pathway of the stars
He comes to ablde n year,
His sinbles of peacs now nothing mars,
He hirings us nevor s tesar
Hark to the wild belisin the sky
¥ Anvl thele ;..-\-|. ad and lowt
or the obd, O1d Year, Just passing b
The New Year walteth _!n, & B
Py the starviit gates
b hids robies o Waita,
With Lls sandais in the snow
O bells, ving out for the waleome et
Oun land wnd aver the pea!
And Novth aml Seuth and Enst and Wout
yiing out Your mnners Nve
Howith smfles wod o song of wirth
M B s m Teast of cheo
ev nmtlon hail the biith

vne, glod Sew Year
Lat thueans arine
To the winter sklen,
And sl thie bells ring clear)
T. 0. BAUBAUGH.

WIS, | | b
i




