
THE ARTIST’S DREAM.

IT VANISHED WITH THE RING-

ING OF NEW YEAR BELLS.

Palhetlc Story of a Dear Little Woman

Who Was Wedded to Her Art—

“As One Throughout Eternity”—A Sad

Recital.

N THE third floor

of a business and

tenement building

combined lived my

artist friend. She

was a dear little

woman, with a

smile and a pleas-

ant word for every-

one who went to

her door. Like

nearly all persons

in this line of work she took up paint-
ing, first for the love of it, and after-

ward as a means of livelihood. To be

sure she loved it, yet, but sometimes

she had to work at it when her hands

were weary and her eyes pained. It

was at the close of the year. She had

had a hard month’s work filling Christ-
mas and New Year’s orders, and when

New Year’s eve came and others were

enoying themselves in various ways she

sat alone in her little room, which

served both as studio and a living
room, too weary to light her lamp or

prepare her evening meal. She gazed
at a picture just finished, a scene of her j
childhood and young womanhood !
haunts. Her thoughts went back to I
those happy days when not a thought
of care cast a shadow on her young life. !
She thought of herself when, in the ex-

uberance of youth, she pictured her fu-

ture in brightest colors. She had

hoped in those days to reach the fame
of Raphael or Michael Angelo.

Friends, she had scores; lovers, she
had not a few; but she answered to

their supplications:

“No, I am wedded to my' art. It fills

my heart, my life, my being. I have

room for naught else.”

But there came a day when she met

one whose love she reciprocated and

sue was nappier than ever before. She

asked herself: “How can I give him

up; and, how can I give up my long-

cherished hopes -to devote my life to
this work?” And she pondered over ;
it until she became pale and thin and

ambition finally conquered.
It was to this part of her life in par-

ticular that her mind reverted. “Be-
neath the spreading branches of this

stately elm,” she murmured, as she

gazed dreamily and tearfully through
the growing dusk at the painting be-

fore her, “he told me of his love. The

sorrowful expression upon his face, as

I told him I could never be his wife,

haunts me still. Oh, was I right? I

have not succeeded as I desired. My
fame has not reached foreign countries.

I have spent many lonely hours here;
no husband to encourage me in my

work, to cheer me with his love. No

loving littlearms to encircle my neck;
no lips to press my own. No one to

sympathize with me, when I am weary

and discouraged. Oh, have I made a

mistake? And where is George? Has

his life been wasted? Has he been

true to me as he said he would be?

Ah, I have not only missed something
in my own life but have perhaps made

a wreck of his. O, Father, I pray Thee,
forgive me if I have been too ambi-

tious.”

The little artist clasped her worn

hands in her lap and closed her eyes
in slumber. The fire in the grate

burned lower and lower; but the moon’s

rays shed a halo Of light about her head.

She dreamed that she was once more a

maiden fair and her lover was with

her, but when he commenced to whis-

per to her the story of love he was

suddenly called away. Thrice did he

attempt it, and the last time her heart

thrilled with his burning words—but

she bade him go. Then she heard a

voice saying:
“Woman, knowest thou what thou

hast done? Thou hast outraged not

only thine own heart, but that of the

man. For this sin shaft thou suffer.”

She dreamed again and she thought

she was at Heaven’s gate. “Enter/*

said a voice, but it was not that of her

first dream. It was low and sweet and

said. “Sister, thou hast fulfilled thy

tasks on earth. Thou couldst have

made a happy home for thyself; but It

was rejected, and instead thou hast

done many deeds or Kindness to weary

and despondent ones, which loving acts

have, like the ripples of the sea, gone

on and on, only the Master knoweth

whither. Thou hast comforted the

sick, helped the poor, made happy the

little children; but still thy life is not

complete; there awaits for thee a great

joy.”
The voice ceased, but she heard the

sound of sweet music and far-off bells

like silvery wedding bells. Suddenly a

beautirui lignt shone above her, so that

she closed her eyes and then she felt

the clasp of a hand and heard the voice

of one of long ago saying:

“Those on earth who are united in love

Cease not to care for each other above,
For their souls then united shall be

And they’ll be as one through eternity':”

She awoke. The distant chimes on

the cathedral were joyously ringing in

the new year. The smnnrl nf awoot

music could be heard from afar, but no

hand clasped hers. She knew then it
was a dream. But who will say that

the little artist will not find when she

reaches the pearly g te the one from
whom she has been separated in this
life?

me same any wnn us as it Is here, Tor
there is a difference of 12 days in the cal-
endar, a 3 everybody knows. So our Christ-
mas falls on your Jan. 6. Coming, as it

does, so near New Year’s day, it is not so
much of a social occasion as it probably
would be otherwise, but as a religious fes-
tival it ranks with Easter, and the two

days tire the principal feasts of the year.
Tiio religious services are most impress-

ive. Our churches differ from yours in
some -nays, for there are no pews in them,
and wo adorn them as richly as we are

anlo to do. The principal service on

Christmas day is a sort of high mass that
is celebrated before daybreak. Everybody
who is able to do so goes to this mass, at

which the highest church dignitary in the
neighborhood always officiates. If there
is an archbishop near, he is the one; if
not, it is the bishop. And everybody
wears his very best clothes. It is a gen-
eral custom togivo thechilurcna new suit
of clothes if possible on Christinas. If the

parents cannot afford so much, they will

at least contrive to give some article of

tnis amerence: It is deemed almost obliga-
tory for inferiors to call on superiors, and
for the younger members of the commu-

nity to *call od the elder. There is, of
course, no law about this, but if an em-

ployer, for example, should not receive a

call from each of his employees, he would
feel that his dignity had not been properly

respected, and the’ employee would feel
that be had been rude, to say the least. I

remember that my father used to reprove
me severely :f 1 failed to call on any one

whirbad a right io exoect a visit from me

When, tlie visitor arrives at the house of

the person he is calling on, he is received

according to his station. If he is a de-
pendent or a servant or hired man, he may
very likely receive a small present of

money; perhaps only as much as 25 cents,
or perhaps 85 or §lO, or ho may, especially
in the country, receive food or clothing.
If he is a social equal, ho will be enter-

tained with arrack and fruits and sweets.

Fruits are much used, too, for trilling
gifts.

I should say that the greeting on enter-

ing the house on one of t hese visits is siin-
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TURNING NEW LEAVES.

“Now, what is that noise?” said the glad New
Year.

“Now, what is that singular so and I hear?
As if all the paper in all the world
Were rattled and shaken and twisted and

twirled.”

“Oh, that,” said the jollyold .Earth, “is the
noise

Of all my children, both girls and boys,
A-tnrning over their leaves so new,
And all to do honor, New Year, to yon.' 1

New Year’s In Ancient Rome.

The Romans offered sacrifices to Janus

and were very careful how they conducted
themselves for the first few days, as upon
their behavior depended their good or ill

luck for the coming year. The Saxons
celebrated the advent of the new year with

special ritos, and mistletoe cut in peculiar
forms was a favorite gift

That man is dying whose life is sot

greater to-day than it was yesterday.—
—Ram’s Horn.

The New Year Dawns.

The New Year dawns —the sun shinea

strong and clear;

And all the world rejoices and is gay;

The city-loving birds from spray to

spray

Flit busily, and twitter in my ear

Their little frozen note of wintry

cheer;

From ruddy children with the snotr

at play *,

Ring peals of laughter, gladder than

in May,
While friend greets friend, with “Hap-

py be thy Year!”

So would I joy, if Thou wert by my
side —

So would I laugh if thou couldst

laugh with me—

But left alone, in Darkness I abide,
Mocked by a Day that shines no more

on thee;

From this too merry world my heart I

hide—

My New Year dawns not tillthy face

I see.

—Louise Chandler Moulton.

Bucklin's Arnica Salve.

The Best Salve in the world for Cuts,
Bruises, Sores, Ulcers, Salt Rheum, Fe-

ver Sores, Tetter, Chapped Hands, Chil-

blains, Corns, and all Skin Eruptions,
and positively cures Piles, or no pay re-

quired. It is guaranteed to give perfect
satisfaction or money refunded. Price

25cents per box. For sale by F. B. Meyer.

Sentiments of Famous Men.

Hero nro a few wise sayings:
When Peter Cooper was asked at an ad-

vanced age how ho had accomplished so

much and had preserved bis strength of

body and mind so well, be said, “I always
find something to keep me Imsv.”
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ARMENIAN CHRISTMASES.

One of the Persecuted Itacc Tells of Ob-

servances and Customs of His People.

It is not as easy to describe the customs

of tho Armenian people in their celobratlon

of Christmas as it would bo to tell of the

English or the American ways of celebrat-

ing, because the customs of my pooplo dif-

fer according to their habitat. Scattered
is the Armenians are from Constantino-

ple and other citios to the little villages In

Asia Minor, there are many observances
¦hat are almost purely local. Some of

’chose, however, are extremely interesting.
To begin, Christinas is not observed on

uress, u ic is offiy a pair oT new shoes.
This Ims led to another custom which is

in vogue especially in Constantinople,
where the Armenian childre.. are all edu-

cated iu our parochial schools. These
schools arc located in the churchyards and

are, of course, supported by the churches.

Some of the children are very poor, and a

collection is always taken up at tho Christ-

mas service in tho church for tho purpose
of buying new clothes for the children

whose parents cannot clothe them properly.
There is one very benevolent gentleman, a

merchant in Constantinople, whom I know

very well, \yho always buys a great num-

. suitij}at Christinas —from 20 to 60

or AX according to what lie can afford.

i. lie mailing,of presents at Christinas Is
not perhaps as general among our people
as itis byre, though in tho cities we are

rapidly adopting European customs.

Presents are given, but most frequently
by superiors to their inferiors or by elders

to children.

After the church services the people greet
one another with a special salutation.
One says, “Christ is born,” and the reply
is, “Blessed is the birth of Christ.” This
is as they return to 'their homes from
ohurch.

Enter in tbe-day there is a general in-

terchange of visits, much like the fashion
of NeW Year’s calls, which is still kept lip
in some parts of this country, though with

liar to the morning salutation. The ¦guest |
sayS, “Christ is born and made manifest 1
to us,” and the reply is, “Blessed are the

birth and the manifestation of Christ.”
One custom is worth mentioning. The

smaller hoys in each village go out in par-
ties on Christmas day, carrying bags, anti

go from house to house singing a sort of

Christmas carol or song about the birth of

Christ. I cannot recall the exact words,
but it tells the old story and has a refrain:

“Good tidings! Good tidings!”
fphoy go on the roofs of the houses, for

the houses of thft villagers are almost un-

derground, and the roofs are easily reach-

ed, and as they sing they let the bags
down in front of t he doors, and the neonle

put in them whatever t hey feel disposed to

give. Sometimes itwill bo a little money,
and sometimes it will bo something the

boys can easily sell for money to have a

good time with, and sometimes it willbo>
some kind of trash put in for fun, but

everybody Is good nnturod
Christmas among my people is hardly

what it is here, but the spirit of the day is

the same, and perhaps it is only poverty
that makes the difference.

(Arudnoir Haig.)

BUILDINGS ON JASPER COUNTY POOR FARM.

Telling Fortunes From the Bible.

In Scotland an old New Year’s custom

is for peoplo who wish to know what for-
tune the new year has in store for them to

consult the Bible in the morning. The
sacred hook is placed on a table and opened
at random. The particular passage on

which the forefinger rests is supposed to

forecast in some way the fortunes of the

ensuing year for the person making the
trial.

New Year Greeting.

A glide New Year to ane and a’,
And mony may ye see

And during a’ the years to come,

Oh. happy may ve be.

Sir Walter Raleigh, when asked how he

managed to achievo so many and such di-
verse things in such brief times as he re-

quired for accomplishment, said, “When
I have anything to do, I go and do it.”

The everlasting truth ,-that character is

sure to win success was put in concrete

form when William M. Evarts said erf a

famous preacher, “The man behind the

sermon is the secret of John Hall’spower.”
John Stuart Millshowed how possible

it is for a man to rise above his environ-

ment in these words, “Though character
is formed by circumstancos, our own de-
sires can do much to shape these circum-
stances. -—..

Satisfied.

A group of pleasant faced children

were playing in the sunny corner of a

door yard on a bright New Year’s day.

Susie was saying, “Yes, I know my

doll is littler than yours, but I do love

her so! She’s my own dolly! my own

dolly!” And she sung it over and over,

cuddling her dolly close.

“Yes,” said Lela, “my doll is bigger,
but yours is ever so much prettier, for

mine is only a cloth dolly, and yours

is wax with real hair. I 16ve to look at

it, but I’m afraid to touch it for fear

it would break. I suppose a dolly that

won’t break is best for me. Mamma

says I’m pretty hard on a doll.”

Roy was looking at Johnny, playing

with his jumping jack. Johnny said:

“I did want a rocking horse, and I

was most sure Santa Claus would bring
me one. I thought he’d know I wanted

one so much. But this jumping jack is
a dandy, though,” and he pulled the

string hard.

The little figure turned two or three

somersaults, and ended by standing on

its hep.d. Johnny giggled, and little

Roy, looking a trifle sober, said: “Your

johnny jumper Is awful nice, and 1

like to see you make him go it. I

didn't get anything this year, but I

hope times will be a lot better for our

house next Christmas, and then I’llget

enough to make it all up. But," said

he, smiling now, “I’ve got all my mar-

bles that I had last year, and my top
is most as good as new, and I’lltell you
she’s a hummer! Come, Johnny, let’s

have a game of marbles.”

THIS JUMPING JACK IS A DANDY.
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