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flsaies F'irst Christmas in New Yorik
By Elizabeth Howvard Westwood.

EC A USE Rosalie t13Curnmings wonth
first art prize at the
Worcester F e ni a 1 e
Sem 'inary didnot,
mean that she was!
destined for a suc-'
cessful artistic career
in New.York. But

Rosalie didz't know this, neither did
her admiring famiIly, nor yet the village
of Ctinmingsville, which prided itseli
upon its young genius. What Rosalie
dîd know was that she loved to dabble
iii paints, and that she had read fascin-
ai!ng stories of girls in New York wbo
anve in picturesque attic rooms on teaapid rolîs, and painted niasterpiecesthat rescued them from starvationi and
Won thern undying fame. An alluring
existence this!1 When Rosalie packed
ber paint brushes and bade good-bye to~
t4e home of ber ancestors, it was witbi
t.he assurance that when she returned
for Christmas she would have made
ber native village famcus throughout
the length and breadth of the metropo-
lis.

-Once she arrived in New York and
found that one-quarter of its glories had
neyer -been topld ber, one-haîf bad neyer
been dreamed. She lcnew now wby ber
uncle's sermons on the New Jerusalem

"At the lifttle French restaurant
where she dlned."

were famous througbout the country-
side. He bad studied for the ministry
in this marvelous city. Everytbing she
saw turned to a romance beneath ber
eyes. The rcost in the aid Washington
Square rookery wbere she had
tacked up ber masterpieces, together
with ber f ami ly pbatograpbs, was carved
with the names of men and women wbo
had reacbcd the top of the ladder she
had just begun ta climb. Over the grate
wbere, as the faîl advanced, she buit a
fire of coals, was percbed a balf-finished
statutette of Inspiration, left there by a
*departed sculptor. At the little French
restaurant, whcre sbe dined off a mar-
velous table d'hote, she could scarcelY
eat ber spaghetti and salad for the cx-
citement of seeîng well-kncwn artists
converse jovially in tbe flesh. She spent
long afternoôns in the Metropolitan
Museum, wandering from picture ta
picture, from roam to room, dreaming
joyausly of the time wben ber name,
toa, should bc among the clect. In the
intervals whcn she was not engrossed ini
ber chosen art she cauglit glimpscs of
ravisbing sbops whicb dazzled ber quiet,
country eycs* and made ber long for the

rwcalth of the Indies. It was then, too,
that the throb of gay, reckless New
York set bier young blood ta dancing
and ber sober hcead ta whirling witb the
very joy of life.

In ail th s triimphiant symphony anc
discordant note jarred upon ber exalta-
tion. The tcachers at the art leagiie,
vdhere shie spett er rnCriings drawing
blocks and painting iriiescent vases,
criticised lier wvork with a scverity dc-
,cr\,e4 only by the miost hopelcss art
pii1 il at the \Vorcestcr Femnale Semin

ary. In view of the fait that she bad

l'The streets were lined with byoaths where strident huckigters cried
their Christmas wares."

"They aren't the kind of girls I care
to know," she wrote to bier best friend
at home. "Tbey use so much slang and
are not wrapped up in their careers as
I amn.1I ften blush at the light way
they discuss sacred subjects. Instead of
canversing on ennobling topics, they
actually gossip about such trifles as get-
ting promoted to the life class and the
money to be made in illustrating. As if
there was notbing more inspiring to art.
Isn't it too bad ?"

The advances made by ibese good-
natured but ligbt-beaded associates were
not cordially received, and even Miss
Hilliard, the monitor, did flot measure
Up ta Rosalie's ideal of a serious-n-dnded-
art student. Miss Hilliard had taken
an interest in the industrious little
country girl wbo trusted life so inno..
cently. Frcm time ta time she had
drawn Rosalie into conversation, and
one day had offered to get her some
cbildren as pupils.

"Thank you," sa-id Rosalie, stiffly, "but
I arn going to be an art ist, not a teach-
er, you know. I find sa littie tirne for
my own painting as it is, that I shaîl
have to give up the league after Christ-
mas."

Rosalie was too polite to mention it,
but she consîdered the still-life class at
the league far inferior to the course she
had already pursued at the Worcester
Female Seminary. "It would only be a
waste of time," she wrote home, "to
stay there any longer. I haven't learned
a tbing a,1l the' time I've been there."

For, witb the prestige she would ac-
quire from her prize, Rosalie expected
to sail in witb bier brush and win an
enviable place in art circles.

It was not till bier picture was off to
the .iudges and Christm'as was looming
up in the foreground that Rosalie dis-
covered how alarmingly low bier funds
were. Simple and humble though bier
mode of existence had been, hier expen-
ses were yet beyond the niost extrava-
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demurred about , spending any further
time in study, this was, of course, amus-t
ing rather than otberwise. It was ber
father who had insisted on a course at
the league, declaring that if 'there was
anytbing left for bis girl to learn she 1
sbould have it if be bad ta mortgage tbe
farm.

It was at the league, however, that she1
heard about the famous students' cam-
petitian whose generous prizes of $1,000,
$500 and $250 were to be supplemnented
by a baîf-dozen scholarships.

This short cut to wealtb and fame
yas just what Rosalie bad been looking
for, and now every afternoon saw ber«
furiously at work upon "The Brokcen
Heart," whose pathetic story was told
by a young mother dressed in sombre
black weeping over a cbild's toy in beri
hand. Had ber enthusiasmi needed any
re-enforcement it wculd have heen more
than supplied by the soprano next door,
whose lack of engagements gave ber
plenty of time to serve as model, and
whose admiration of Rosalie's talent was
beyond ba u ds.

For tberk were times when even
Rosalie's bucyant self-confidence was
assailed by doubts.

"Now don't you worry, Rosy," said
Miss Hancock one afternoon late in the
faîl, as Rosalie turned the ncarly finish-
cd picture to the wall, and the two pre-
pared to seek supper at a Broadway
restaurant. "Evert if you shouldn't get
the first prize, there are plenty of others.
But 1 wish I was as sure cf my ever
getting a good engagement as 1 am of
seeing you spend that $1,000. 1 brought
my friends in to sec ityesterday, and
they think it's wonderful. The janitrcss
savs it makes ber cry cvery time she@
looks at it. She just realizes what she's
lost by not being a mother."

Witb a prizc-winning masterpicce well
uinder way, it was, scarcely strange that
the indifference of Rosalie's callow fel-
low-students passed unnoticed.


