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GOOD RESOLUTIONS.

BY VIGLA ROSEBORO’.

[Copyright, 1805, by Ame;'ican Press Associa-
tion.

‘““Papa, I want to talk to you a little.”
It was the last day of the old year when
Myrs. Marmont, with these words, stepped
into Mr. Leland’'s ‘‘den.” Mrs. Mar-
mont’s low voice was sad, and her slender,

‘dark clad, listless figure was sad, and her

small, aquiline beautiful face was sad,
and if there was anything Mr. Leland dis-
liked it was sadness. He was finding
things gloomy cnough before Linda en-
tered in this creepy way with this request
for a little talk.

““God bless my soul, Linda,’’ said: her
parena- ‘I don’t want any solemn little
talk now, with the old year dying under
our noses.’’

The poor man threw himself back in his
big leather chair and scrutinized his
daughter resentfully and reflectively.

Mrs. Marmont got up from the rug,
where she knelt, ministering to the fire,
and stood staring at the light leaping
flaxaes. ‘‘I don’t know why people think
that only the old have any right to be seri-
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| *GOING TO GET MARRIED AGAIN?”’

ous,’’ said she.
when you are young and have all your life
to make or mar before you that you have
the best right to be serious.”’

“Why, why, Linda, my girl! It isn’t—
you haven’t come to tell me you are going
to get married again?”’

‘‘Married again!’’ exclaimed the young
woman. ‘‘No one ought to get married
again; it doesn’t sound pretty.’’

“I didn’t mean to say that. I am an
unfortunatg, blundering old ancestor.
Don’t be too hard on me. You know,’
daughter, I’d love to see you happy, even
if you did leave me to the mercy of the
housemaids.”’

“Would you, father, would you?”’ Linda
came and sat on tho arm of his chair and
stroked his grizzled hair.

“Out with it! Who isit? I’m braced,”’
said the father grimly.

“Oh, I'm not going to marry. I'm
not,”’ eried Mrs. Marmont, with even un-
necessary fervor. ‘‘You ought to know
that. You know, I wasn’t very happy,
and—and I want to be a deaconness!’’

‘“A what?”’

““You know, the order of deaconnesses
they have in the church, papa. They
give their lives to good works.”’

‘‘Lord, Lord! It sounds as if they wore
bloomers. They don’t, do they?”’

‘“The costume is very becoming,’’ said
the widow, with frosty severity.

‘“Well, that’s something to be thankful
for.”

‘‘Papa, you must treat me like a grown
person for three minutes. I want to tell
you that I have made up my mind. I’'m
going to enter the novitiate. I'm going
to be a deaconness.”’

She stood in the middle of the room, her
hands clasped before her and looking ter-
ribly formidable for such a slender young
beauty in goed clothes.  ‘‘It’s my ono res-
olution for the new year,”” she went on
very quietly, but her breath coming in ir-
regular pants. ‘‘I thought I ought to tell
you as soon as I had made up my mind,
and I made it up today, on this last day
of the old year, and it’s the last, too, of
my old life. I'm tired of the frivolity and
emptiness of the old life.”’

She moved toward the door; as she laid
her hand on the knob she turned and said
to the silent man: ;

“I’m not going to the ball tomorrow
night, but don’t let my movements disturb
yours.”’

“I trust you have not at this hour con-
cluded to throw over your Aunt Sarah’s
dinner, too,’’ he said, with sarcastic into-
nations.

‘“No,”” was the answer. ‘‘I don’t know
how Aunt Sarah’s dinners could ever be
looked upon as festivities. I'm only try-
ing to sober my mind, and I expect that
to be a very sobering function.”’

Aunt Sarah’s dinner was to be eaten
that very evening, and the guests were to
dance and play whist and watch the old
year out. It wasto be a family party with
a sprinkling of such other people as could
be brought to join a family party—cer-
tainly not likely was it that they would
be very gay members of society.

““I don't care what you do with it,”
said Mrs. Marmont, when her maid was
doing her hair. ‘‘It’s not important how I
look.”

‘““Why, madame, it ees not a ladees’
luncheon you dress for! There will be the
gentlemen. Is it not so?”’

The mistress laughed and answered that
It didn’t matter.

Mrs. Marmont went to the despised din-
ner looking uncommonly imposing and
handsome. When she entered her aunt’s
drawing room, a little admiring hush and
then a little admiring murmur greeted the
softly draped white flgure, such as was
hardly to be expected from a comnpany so
familiar with the sight of her. But all
were not equally familiar with it; an ath-
letie, bronzed young man who was talking
to Mrs. Lounders (his hostess, Aunt
Sarah) contributed to the hush, so to
speak, by stopping short in the m‘ddle of
his sentence as his eyes rested on Mrs.
Marmont, and then ejaculating, ‘‘Is it—it
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‘‘Linda,’’ interrupted Mrs. Lounders,
‘‘of course. Didn't you expect to sec her?”’

‘1 had heard she was abroad—she hasn’t
ohanged 8o 1.auch as I first thought.’’

*‘Oh, no, a woman doesn’t change much
between 24 and 26, Mr. Lester. ' The fash-
‘fond change, but you mustn’t talk to her
as if you were surprised—she isn’t decrepit

—nor to me either; it’s not flattering to a
woman of my age.”’

‘“She’s handsomer than ever, as, of
warse, she ought to be,’”” he added, smil-
ing with a little bow to the elderly lady.

. ‘““You must take her in to dinner, Mr.
Lestor. She’ll think it a godsend to have
-& new partner in my house.”

Mrs, Marmont seemed a little surprised,
too, at seeing Mr. Lester. She looked for
Just an instant as if he ‘were a ghost, and

she took his arm, saying gayly:.

‘“Why, I thought you were in South

~4America. Are you sure you are pot and

§

“It seems to me it is’

L

that this is not your astral Lody here |
among your dull old friends?”’ |

“I know too well that it is my very |
self,”” he answered quietly. ‘

““I came back with a New Year’s reso- |
lution to stay at home,’’ he continued.
‘I suppose I ought to dothat. My mother
and my mother’s affairs necd me, and we |
always resolve to do what weought at the |
beginning of the new year, don't we?
But I don’t know; already I'm thinking
of flight, of going to Egypt on something
that can be called business.”

“Why, it's terrible to think how New
York must bore you.”” Mrs. Marinont
spoke half drawlingly—rather as if she
were bored herself.

Bore me? You don’t remember me as

must be an olir of marriaze; now 1 sap- l
pose you've come te decidesom @ wager ae-
cording 1o my meniory of auvieat Li: tory.”’
**No, but I bave se becsu o you know |
everything, and ! is¢ yoeua are so dis-
crect.  Thisis it: Where—no! Who did

Linda Mare
“Which Li:
:

“¥hat! T

Great Jove!”

|
Lester only b aposirophe. It |
was as if he had not math left for voecal
effort

U1 course there ave two. Though it is

rather odd, with a name like that.  You
dicin’t meet—no, you weren's here that
season that Tom Marmont's young! niece

came here from back in tho country some-

where, and Linda, our ind: 1t her
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a bored person, d~you?’’ ¢

Mr. Lester did not dance. He devoted
himself to whist with ancient and nervous
partners. Mrs. Marmont never played
whist, and she danced eagerly for awhile
with young cousins and old uncles, but
she lost her interest in that exercise early.
Perhaps it was too frivolous to suit a bud- |
ding deaconness. She sat down at a piano
in an alcove away from all the company
and softly played bits of old melodies.
Lester turned his head and listened to the
faint scund of a ‘‘song without words’’
till an indignant partner sternly recalled
him to business. Mrs. Marmont and her
father were among the first to leave. She
came up to Lester just after the new ycar
began, looking very stately and yet very
kind and put out a straightforward little
hand.

‘I hope you won’t go away,’’ she said,
‘““and”’—there was a little break in the
continuity of her speech, then she went on !
—‘‘and I hope you’ll come and see me."” |

‘‘Thank you,”’ eaid Lester and nothing :
more.

‘‘Let’s not talk now,’’ she said wearily
when her father began to speak of her
‘“‘wild schemo’ on the way home. Sho |
dismissed her maid and quietly and swiftly i
prepared for bed, but after the lights were |
out, as she lay in the dark, she began to |
sob like alittle lonely, famished child, and |
the gray winter dawn was creeping into |
the room before the sobs sank into long
quivering hs, that did not break the
light slumber that at last blessed her.

The next day Lester was standing list-
lessly at a club window. Ho had tried to

i

talk to his mother that morning about the
probability of his again leaving her, and
that lady had, first impatiently and then
plaintively, refused to listen to_any such

SHE SOFTLY PLAYED BITY OF OLD MELODIES

"They are traveling in Spain now.”’
W) t-1

ouf and married her off {0 KMark Weber.

“How in the world @id sho come to do
geuch a checky thing s Lo named Linda
Marmont?’’ Loster asked the question
with deep resentment. 'T'he old lady’s
daris ¢yes twinkled as she looked at him
shrowdly.

“Why, she was named for Linda Leland
—tho families were very intimate, you
know. 'That was the way that marriage
of Linda’s came abont; the families made
it up. My son, your silence teils that

you've said all you have to say, and I beg
that no sense of theduty of politencss will

RESTDENCE OF-HOXN,

kecp you nere.  Periaps your wager isa
very importants one.’”’

“You are the best
world"’'—

‘*And very disereet.”’

‘““And very discrect.”’ And with a happy
laugh Lester stooped and kissed her with-
ered hand and was gone.

But his happy mood was. not to remain
unbroken through that winter afternoon.
When he sent up his card to Mrs. Mar-

woman in  the

mont ho received not even Ilihu politely
fictitious messazo that she wis “out.’” It
came in the more bhruatal férm—she was
engaged and could see no one. Léster took
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suggestion. As he stood there Mrs. Mar-
mont passed.
Lester's face flushed and paled.

! a line on it, but he stopped.
He |
turned from the window. Ho called a cab.
“‘Drive where you like for ten minutes,’ |
he said to the cabby, and at the end of |
eight he told him wherc 'to go, and pres- | expected ip abeut half an hour.

L 3

out another card and was abouf to pencil
How should
he dare to send the lady an imperious
prayer for anaudience. Whatright had he?

“What time will Mr. Leland bhe in?”’
The scrvant answered that he was to be
Three-

ently the cab drew up-in frons of one of | quarters of an hour later Lestor was again

the old fashioned, luxurious houses of :

North Washington square.

‘““Mrs. Lindsay,'’ said Lester when he
was shown into the presence of the white
haired, bright eyed old lady Lo’ had come
to see, a friend he had known from: his
childhood, ‘‘I'1n not going to beat abou$
the bush.” I've come to ask you some-
thing. I"—

-4 8it down. Ongall’d havo thought it
]

ringing that doorbell. He sent up his
car! to Mr. Ieland and in his abstraction

stepped, not into the drawing room, bnt
into a little sitting room o1f the other side
of the hall, and there, in a soft black
gown and gazing motionlessly out of the
window, sat Linda Marmont. - .

- “Linda,’’ exclaimed the man in a queer,
choking vdice, ‘“‘don’t start! Oh, you
must let- me speak to you! | Nothing can

take away our happihess. Voun aro not
married, not married!”" Angd hoe caucht
both her hands in his'as she stood startled
and silent before him ou don't know
what I’ve lived through cineo I heard that
Linda Marmont was married.”

“You thought that I was married (o
Mark Weber:” Linda found indigiant
voice at last, and she : to draw
away her hands, but there was o new col
and light in her face and a hint of o smiie
on her lips.

“I thought so,

§ [ thought: so last night;
No ane at that pl Hed yvon ing

but Linda. Ifti

) strangest thing how
stupid I "was. Bui Linda, you looked
sweet and Kind last night—I thought vou
were willing to bo sarey for me.  Oh, be

JANUARY TFIRSTLINGS.

Sormoe Things to Ponder and to Be Thank-
fal ror.

timo to rejoice, to

11 1ot so much at the opening

Year as at the close eof the old,

wien we knew  what

feel great |

we have gained, |

what we have achieved and what we have |

roason to be thankful for,

The excreise of memory, however grati-

h pictures overything that might be,

t has not been. The New Year, there-

fore, always appeals to us as promising

tho realization of the dearest wishes of our
3
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sorry for nio now, but be scmething imoro
—let me think you woere willing to remem-
ber the past last night and to make it up
to mo a little.”’

At the.last words his voice. sank to a
passionate whisper.

“You were very rude to me last night,”’
said Linda plaintively, liko a grieved child.

“I waswhat I had to be. I was knocked
down when you came in. I wouldn't have
risked meeting you for a fortune. I
thought you were in Spain.”’

“With Mark Weber!”' Linda muade a lit-
tle face.

PARKER. BANKER:
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as soon as thoy could talk at all, explana-
tions and confessions about the past, and
the woman told tho man how she had
seemed te scorn him only because she folt
an unacknowledged atfcaction toward
him, and the man told Lher how Lo Lné
watched for sonma sign of favor and Lad at
last gone away to theends - of the ecarth be-
cause he couid find noue. :

There was another interruption, and aft-
er some meinents of silenee Linda said,
“I drove papa neavly wild.”’

“Great Jovae !

“What is ity

ST sent my card un to your father honrs

heart and ds In oonsequenco exuberantly
welcomae.

The profuse distribution of gifts on
New Year's day was still the custom in
Eungland during Klizabeth’s reign, and
nearly her entire wardrobe as well as her
Jewelry was supplied in the form of pres-
ents. If the women .of today were as
bountifully furnished as was the vastly
overratod guoen, Jan. 1 would be more
procious in their oyes than all the holidays
together, but the present makers would

- bo irretriovably bankrupt,
Then of eourse there had to come soon, !

{ tietoo

In medigeval times women enjoyed heing
kissed on New Year's day under the mis-
Tho modern, the contemporaneous

" wainan, is not particular about the mistie-

toe or tho day either. Time, place and the
man being given, she relishes kissing gen-
erally.

Till within a few years the women of
New York were in the habit of receiving
ticid friends in town on Now Year's day
in graud style.  Now those claiming to be,
fasnionable (ly on that day to the country,
preguinably to avoid their foes—in other
words, to get rid of bores, who are socially

"tho most formidable of enemies,

Tho Chinoso at home gamble on New
Year's night to o prodigious extent. In
Wall street Now Yorkers gamble enor-
mously on most of the other days of the
year,

Tho good resolutions made on Jan, 1
have gonerally proved to be bad perforns.
ances before tho end of Fobruary.

Tho men who are continually ‘‘turning
over a new leaf’’ on New Year’s day aro

_apt to forget the leaf soon after, or that

they havo turned the leaf over at all.

The LeacCaches that ave felt the next
moirning after Now Year's may usually be
attributed to ‘‘treating’’ tho good resolu-
Lions they have made on that day,

Many Americans outsido of New York
50 detest the fulfillment of what it called
social duties that they would be delighted
to see widely extended the Fronch custom,
which releases Pavisiang fromy- the obliga-
tion of making New Year's calls in con-
sidoration of their sending small presents
instead, They would give liberally to be
entirely excinpt from tho wholo business
of “‘visiting,’’ be the date Jan. 1 or any
other. They would much rather pay out
than go out.

Expectancy is so strong in the human
breast that it amounts almost to supersti-
tion, as New Year's day illustrates. No
matter how ill guccess a man may have
had in all the years that havo past, he is
pretty sure te beliove that the New Year
will bring him a chango of fortune. And
happily his belief will help him to bear
his burdens- if it does not make them
lighter, \thbbwuv believe may not hap-

LIVERY BARN OF
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ago. I suppose the rervant couldn’s find
me. Well, 1)y business with him hag ac-
‘cumulated since then. 1 had better go and
hoave it out with him, or will Lo be upset
and cross about my forgetting bim? That
was awful!”’

‘“He’ll forgive you wi:en he hears. He's
ready to welcome any kind of n son-in-law
now in preferéneo to o deaconness!”’

A, Bronson Alcott crystailized n gicae
truth when he said, ‘“ We'inount to heaven
mostly on the ruins of our cherished
schemes, finding our failures were suc-
cesseg.”’

John Wesley showed how foolish it is

for men who liope to win to spend their

time in fretting when v said, “I dare no .

mare fret than I dare curee and swoar

P

pen, but it makes the present brighter,

It is a great pity that every day of tho
year does not fnspire and cheer as Jan. 1
is apt to do. Then weshduld always carry
a light heart and possess a cheerful mind.

In the cities of China the people on New
Year’s day offer up paper prayers in the
temples. To use a commercial phrase, do
they meet their paper when it falls due?

JUNIUS HENRI BROWNE.

Charles Dickens uttered a sentiment
that every young man who desires success
would do well to lay to hekrt, ‘““The one
serviceable, safe, remunerative quality in
every study and pursult is the quality of
attention.”

i
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What will the New Year
Offer to you, dear?
Spring’s daffodilly,
And summer’s lily,
Ripe nuts when the autumn winds are
chilly,
And snowballs white and frost flowers
bright,
When he's grown to an Old Year, and
then, good night!
~ ONLY A DREAM.
In future ages which we may not see,
When those that follow have begun to be,
What strange, eventful things will happen
then!
And what great thoughts will stir the minds
of men!
If. Sunday papers keep right on and grow,
They'll cover houses, just like sheets of snow;

Wit
i

" i/
/
l\lllu‘ L7
2

\
o~

v .4 4 ¢ /
y 77
4',,4’ /

Ay j 3
11/, A m.‘\\\\
i '»‘.55\\.\\\\\\ \
8 "‘.; \

R
7\
AN

But if the houses keep on growing, too,

Perhaps their doors the papers may go througa.

And thero'll be earrier boys of wondrous girth,

And then they'll have to have a larger earth.

I had a vision. Quick across my sight

There sped a future carrier in his flight—

A train of gilded cars up in the sky

That flitted through the air as swallows fly;

The engine made of burnished brass, with
wings

That reached toward heaven. They were won-
drous things, :

And with his hand upon the brake I gazed

Upon the future carrier boy amazed.

Behind him stretched in one long line the cars,

Packed full of papers that had come from Mars,

For 80 immense the printing presses grew

On Mars they had to run the papers through.

On came the train, and as it hovered round

W.
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Assistants dropped the papers to the ground,

Supplying newsstands. Then from door to
door !

The train proceeded, dropping thousands
more, :

80 interested 1 became, nlas!

I did not think of just what route 'twould pass

Until the train came over me. Great Scott!

I tried to run and found that I conld not.

And then I woke, supposing I was dead.

That boy had dropped a paper on my head!

Tom MABSON,

You Must Not Waste Time.

“Dost thou love 1ife?’’ asked Benjamin
Franklin, ““Then do not gquander time,
for timo is the stuff lifo is made of.”

Once when Frank'in wag in business as
a printer afid bookseller in Philadelphin
a man came into his placo and dawdled
about, examining the books exposed for
salo. At last, having mado up his mind
as towhat he wanted, he inquired the price
of the book.chosen and the clerk said $1.

“Oan't you take less than that?”’ said
the mdn in feigned .surprise.  “*One dol-
lar is the price,”’ sald the ¢lork.

But the would: be purchaser was not
satisfied, ‘‘I want to sco Mr. Franklin
about this,”’ he said. ‘‘Mr. Franklin is
very busy in the pressroom,’’ said the
clerk, ‘““But I must see him,’’ said the
man.

So the plerk called Franklin, and of him
-the man inquired the price of the book.
“One dollar and a quarter,” was the

hilosopher’s reply. ‘‘But your olerk

eréd it to me for $1,”’ protested the
man, ‘‘True,’”’ sald ¥ranklin, “and I
oould better have afforded to have taken
$1 than to have left my work at this
time."”’

‘““Well,”’ sald the man, ‘‘ what is the very
best you can do in making a price on this
volume?’’ “‘One dollar and a holf,”’ said
Franklin. The man’s eyes grew wide.
*‘Why, you said only $1.25 a momeont ago.'”
““So I did,”’ sald Franklin, ‘“‘ana I could
have better afforded to take that sum
then than §1.50 now.”” The man paid
the price without any further quarreling.
He had learned a lesson that Franklin
wished to teach—that time is too valuable
to waste. \ ‘ 1

No excuse for sieepless mights when

ou can procure One Minute Cough Cure.
twxl relieve slxlll anxgnoyanoes, cure the
most severe cough and give you rest and
health. Can you afford to do without it?

A. F. Long, Druggist. :
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