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NEW YEAR'S CHIME.

A carefully manufactured cracker made of the
3,000,000 pounds sold in one year
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liaut light, and climbing ever onward
till she had readied one of the highest
peaks she came to a bright open fire,
round which were 12 large stones. On
these stones were seated 12 men. Four
of them were old, with white hair ; four
less old, and four were young men and
very handsome. They were all gazing
into tho (ire.

Those men were tho 12 months of the
year, and great January, who was seat-

ed higher than the rest, had a long,
white beard and 6uowy hair. In his
hand he leld a wand.

Mary at first was paralyzed with fear,
but after a few moments of stupor and
silence she regained her courage, and
approaching them said: "Men of God,
allow me to warm myself by your fire.
I am trembling with cold. "

Old January raised his head and said :

"Why are you here, my maiden? What
do you seek?"

"I am seeking violets," answered
Mary. .

"It is not the season of violets," said
January. "Do you not see snow lying
everywhere?"

"I know it is not, but my stepmother
and sister have sent me to tho mountain
to gather them, and if I cannot find any
they will kill me. I entreat you, fa-

thers, tell me w here I can find some?"
Slowly old January rose from his seat

and approached one of the younger men.
Putting his wand in his hand he said,
"Brother March, seat yourself in my
place."

March went and seated himself on the
high stone and waved the wand over the
fire. At once the flames rose to the sky,
tho snow melted, the trees began to bud,
while beneath them tho grass grew green
and the ground was covered with prim-
roses and cowslips. It was spring and
the ground was quite blue with violets
that grew under the brushwood.

"Haste and pluck them, Mary," cried
March. "Quick!"

The beautiful orphan, filled with joy,
hastened to pluck the flowers and soon
had a large bunch. Thanking the months
politely, she ran home, happy and gay.
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January 1, 1893, $293,225.02;
January 1, 1894, 318.753.C6;
January 1, 1895, 301,522.40.
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those who deem absolute safety of principal of greater importance thanTObigh rates of interest, the following facts will be of interest :

Fikst : IT IS SAFE. It has never lost a dollar by bad investments, nor
has it now, so far as known, a single dollar of poor or doubtful paper. It has
never loaned a dollar outside of Vermont, but every investment is either in
Lamoille county or counties adjoining. No dividends are paid to its stock-
holders, but thev are held for the securitv of depositors.

Second : IT TAKES CAKE OF HOME INTERESTS. It always has
money to loan to the people of Lamoille county and of such portions or adja-
cent counties as constitute a legitimate field tor the investments of this bank.
During the panic of 1893 no responsible borrower from Lamoille county was
refused money on good paper, and, in fact, since its first organization no home
borrower has ever been denied a loan, if the security offered came within the
rules of the bank.

Tiiisd: n"lE PEOPLE BELIEVE IN IT. During the panic of 1893 it
had the confide "e of the depositing public to such an extent that it actually
gained several thousand dollars in deposits, while the other savings banks in
the state, as a whole, showed a loss of more than a million dollars.

Fourth ; IT IS MANAGED BY MEN WHO BELIEVE IN VERMONT.
Men who believe Vermont money should be kept in Vermont to foster Ver-
mont industries, feeling assured that such loyalty to home interests will com-
mand for the bank the patronasre not only of those who love Vermont and have
her prosperity at heart, but of those who believe that safety is always to be pre-
ferred to large rates of interest, and desire that their money be invested at home
where they may see the security with their own eyes and personally know that
the bank is a painstaking, careful and conservative steward in the investment
and management of the funds entrusted to its care.

Fifth: FOUR PER CENT. INTEREST TO DEPOSITORS IS ABSO-
LUTELY GUARANTEED. If not withdrawn it is compounded semi-annuall- y

without any action on the part of the depositor.
Sixth BUSINESS JANUARY 21, 1889, the deposits

have been as follows :

January 1, 1890, ? 99,780.61 ;

January 1, 1891, 182,107.89;
January 1, 1892, 235,078.37;

Till
CARROLL S. PAGE, Prest. S. A. FIFE.

H. M. McFARLAXTD, Y.-Pre- st. II. P. ST0"WE.
rillLIP II. GLEED. 0. F. GATES.
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OLL, toll, toll!
For tho old yeat

slowly dying;
Grim, gaunt, sere
On the breast ol

Time now ly-

ing.
Hopes of youth ar

Booting,
Hearts with care

are bcatingl
Ho, ye warders of

the bells,
Toll, toll, toll!
For earth's enticing

j fashion,
Toll for strife's un-

holy passion,
Toll for friendship

nnrnnnitoil- -

'Toll for hope's enchantments blighted,
Toll for love's fond pledges broken,
Toll forwant and woe unspoken,
Toll for mourners sadly weeping, i

1T0II for sin'B vast harvest reaping.
'Toll, toll, toll! '

That whilo the world shall stand J

Bin and woe shall fill the land.
Toll, toll, toll! I;

King, ring, ring! '

iA welcome to the 'bright New Yeark
Life, hope, joy ,

lOn his radiant brow appear.
iHearts with love aro thrilling,
Homes with bounty filling.
;Ho, ye warders of tho bells,
lEing, ring, ring!
For winter's bracing hours,
iKing for birth of spring nnd flowers,
Bin; for summer's fruitful treasure,

jEing for autumn's boundless measure,
jEing for hands of gen'rous giving,
Ring for vows of nobler living,
jEing for truth of tongue or pen,
.Eing "Peace on earth, good will toward men"-iEin- g,

ring, ring!
'.That this glad year may see
Earth's accomplished jubilee,
King, ring, ring!

THE GOOD MONTHS.

TRANSLATED FROM THE GERMAN.

(Copyright, 1805, by American Press Associa-- j

tion.l
A widow lived with hor two daugh-

ters, Mary and Helen. The former was
her stepdaughter by her late hnsband,
hut Helen was a child by a first mar-
riage. Of Helen she was very fond, btit

Mary she did not like at all, and
more that she was much prettier

ithan her sister. As the girl was not
(vain, she could never understand why
:her mother flew in a rage every time
she looked at her, and why she had to
do all the work and drudgery of the
household, whilo her sister Helen dress-le- d

herself and went from one amuse-
ment and entertainment to the other.
jTo all this unkind treatment from her
jinother and sister Mary submitted with-
out reproach.

But her angelic resignation did not
soften their hearts. Every day they be-

came more harsh and exacting, and as
the years went by more unkind to her,
for Mary was growing more and more
ibeautiful, while Helon was older and
uglier. At last her stepmother thought,

I must chase her out of tho house, thisiretry orphan, or I will never marry my
own daughter, as all tho youths will
jpreier Mary, ana my girl will remain
an old maid. " So both her mother and
sister determined to make her father's
house unsupportable for tho poor girl.
One day in midwinter Helen insisted
upon having violets from the forest.

"You will go to the forest, Mary, in
the mountain, and gather violets. I wish
ito have a bunch for my bodice. They
must be fresh and odorous. Do you
lieA'?" she cried in a harsh voice.

"My God, good sister," cried Mary,
you do not think of what you are say

ing 1 Whoever saw violets growing uil- -

jdor the snow?" cried the poor orphan,
.sighing.

"Wretched girl Do you dare disobey
'me?" cried Helen. "Not a word more.
;Bo off I Remember that if you do not

I .fee?

I "J HAVE COME TO GATHER STRAWBERRIES."

bring me the violets I will kill you. "
iHere her stepmother added a few cruel
words, nnd with a vigorous blow pushed
lieroutof the house und barred the door.

The poor orphan, weeping bitterly,
advunced toward the mountain. The
minw lnv rlnnn. nnd therfl WHS not the
slightest trace of huixan footsteps. Long,
long nho wandered upon the mountain,
trembling with cold and praying to God

n let Lpr din.
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New York Weekly Press,
An REPUBLICAN NATIONAL NEWSPAPER, containinc 84 columns of
excellent readini? malttr, with following special features : MAKKET KEPOHT,
the most complete published ; LETTEKS on economic subjects, by George Gunton,
l'resident of the School ot Social Economics; SKHMOX, by a leading New York '

minister; STOKY PAGE; WOMAN'S PAGE; YOUTH'S PAGE, to which Dan
Heard contributes: G. A. K NEWS; Funny PICTURES, and NEWS from Washing-
ton hikI ;ilimil. DuriiiL' the l'all Campaign the paper will pay particular attention
to SATlOXlIi KV.

By special arrangement we are able to send this paper and the
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Aalilre all order, to liar SIHS 4AI C1TIZEX.
Send your name and address to the NEW YORK WEEKLY PRESS, 38 Tark Row, New
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PAST AND

"Up on the poak of the mountain.
They are not hard to find under tho
brushwood. "

Helen took possession of all the ber
ries. A part she gave to her mother, and
devoured the rest.

The third day Helen, satiated with
the strawberries, longed for fresh picked
red apples.

"Mary," she called, "be quick and
nimble. Go to the mountain and seek
for red apples. "

"My God, sister, you know that dur-

ing the winter the trees are without
leaves or fruit !"

"Ugly lazybones! Go, climb quickly
up tho mountain and bring mo back ap-

ples, or remember wo will kill you !"
As usual her stepmother caught her

rudely, thrust her out of the house and
barred tho door behind her.

The poor orphan, weeping bitterly,
passed through tho forest that led to tho
mountain. She climbed up to tho peak,
where the 12 months sat by the flaming
fire. They all sat motionless on their
stono seats, and old January as usual on
the highest.

"Men of God, let mo warm myself
by yonr fire I The winter wind freezes
mo," sho said.

Old January lifted his head and be-

gan to question her, "Why have yon
come here and what do you seek?"

"I seek red apples," said Mary.
"It is midwinter now," said old Jan-

uary, "and not tho time for red apples. "
"I know it," said tho poor girl. "But

my sister Helen and my mother have
ordered mo to bring them red apples
from the mountain or they will kill
me."

Hearing this, old January rose from
his seat and went to one of the older
men and gave him his wand.

"Brother September, seat yourself in
tho place of honor. "

Tho month of September seated him-
self on the highest stone and waved bin
wand over the the. The liames sprang
toward tho sky, taking a red tingo,
whilo the snow inched rapidly. The
leaves of tho trees full, one by ono,
blown here and theie by a cold breeze,
nnd tho sun shono yellow. Tho orphan
saw but very few flowers, and those
only autumn ones. In tho dells meadow
saffron and high ferns were growing be-

tween the autumn brushwood and bram-
bles.

Mary looked in vain for rc-- apples
till all ut oiioe ho noticed a tolerably
tall apple tree, and upon the top branches
sho saw a few red apples.

"Hasten to gather them," cried Sep-
tember.

The young girl joyfully shook the
tree, and one apple fell. She shook it
again, and a second rolled to her feet.

"You have enough," said tho month.
"Hurry home again. "

The orphan picked up the apples, and
thanking the months hurried home.

Helen and her stepmother wero aston-
ished to see her return with the upples
and ran to open tho door.

"Bah I How did you manage to pick
them?" as'ked Helen.

"A few still hung on the applo tree
on the top of the mountain, "said Mary.

"Why did you not bring more?" cried
Helen angrily. "Yon ate them up on
tho way, yon ugly minx!"

"No, good sister, I did not tastoono,"
said Mary. "Tho first time I shook the
treo one applo fell ; the second time an-

other. That is all I was not permitted
to shako tho treo a third tinio, but or-

dered to go home. "
Helen, who loved fine fruit, left off

persecuting her sister for tho tinio, and
bit into the npplo. Sho found it deli-
cious, the sweetest sho had ever eaten,
and her mother agreed with her, but
both, after having oaten one, wore dis-
satisfied. They wished for more.

"I'll tell you wlmt, mamma," said
Holeu. "Give me a cloak and I will go
to tho mountain myself. That horrid
girl would finish by devouring all tho
apples on her way homo. I will be euro
to find tho mountain and the applo treo,
and once there the fathers may scold u
they like. I will not leave thciu until I
have shaken down all the apples."

Heedless of her mother's disapproval,
Helen put on the cloak and a warm hood

nnd started for the mountain. Her
mother stood by the door and gazed aft-
er hor till sho was lost to sight.

The ground was covered with snow ;

not a human footstep was to be seen,
but after wandering hero, now there,
Helen saw the flame of the fire, far
above her, nnd began climbing. After a
short tinio ho reached tho peak of the
mountain and saw the fire, round which
the 12 months wero sitting. At first sho
hesitated and was frightened, but soon
recovering herself sho went boldly to
the fire, and stretching out her hands
warmed herself without asking permis-
sion or even noticing the 12 months.

"What brings you hero and what seek
you?" asked old January sternly.

"You have no right to question me,
old grnybeurd ! Why do you wish to
know what I seek:" answered Helen
haughtily, and turning her head and
back to the fire sho went toward the
forest.

Old January frowned and waved his
wand over his head.

In the twinkling of an eye the sky
was filled with heavy clouds, the lire
burned low and large snowfkikcs began
to fall, whilo an icy wind howled through
the mountain. In the midst of this
dreadful storm Helen began to curse
her sister and call on tho good God, as
sho knew the cloak could not keep her
body from stiffening and freezing.

Her mother waited impatiently for
her daughter. Every little whilo she
went to the window, then to the door,
to look for her, but the hours passed and
sho did not return. "Have the apples
bewitched her so that she cannot find
her way home?" thought her mother.
"I must go and seek hor. "

Hastily wrapping herself in a cloak
nud hood she set out. Tho falling snow
had obliterated her daughter's footsteps,

mm-- 1

"Oil, MT GOD!" SAID SHE.

and not a human traco was to be seen,
while no voice answered to hor loud
call. Long she wandered at hazard in
the snow, while it fell in avalanches und
an icy wind blew from the mountain.

Mary in tho meanwhile had cooked
the dinner nnd milked tho cow, but
neither Helen nor her mother was to be
found.

Hor daily work was now ended, tho
day had gene nnd night was coming on.

What can have happened?
"Oh, my God!" said the excellent

girl, andopeuod the window to look out.
Tho storm had ceased, the sky was

brilliant with stars, whilo the snow
glimmered like diamonds by thoir light

not a trace of a human being was to
bo seen. Mary sadly shut the window.
She made the sign of the cross and pray-
ed for her sister and stopmother. In vain
she waited for them ut breakfast and
dinner. They never came.

Both Helen and hor mother wero
frozen in tho mountain, nnd Mary in-

herited tho little cottago, the cow, and
a small fiold. It was not long beforo sho
married an honest farmer, and they both
lived in peaco and happiness ever ufter.

New Year's was not observed as
Christian festival until tho year 487,
aud there is littlo mention of it in the
records before the eleventh century. It
was not included in the liturgy until
1550 A. D.

Great was the astonishment of her
stepmother and Helen when they saw
tho bunch of fresh violets.

They quickly opened the door and
soon the house was filled with the per
fume of the flowers,

"Well! And where did yon find
them?" asked Helen.

"Far up on the peak of the moun
tain," replied her sister. "

Helen at once seized the flowers. Sho
inhaled their perfume with rapture and
let her mother smell them, but not giv
ing a single violet to Mary or even
thanking her for her trouble.

The next day, as Helen stood warm
ing herself by tho stove, she had a sud-

den fancy to eat strawberries and called
her sister. "Mary," she said, "hasten

v
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SHE JOYFULLV SHOOK THE TREE.

to tho mountain and gather mo straw
berries. They must be very sweet and
ripe.

"My God, whoever heard that straw
berries ripened under the snow!" cried
the orphan.

"Not a word. If you do not bring mo
tho strawberries soon, we will kill yon.
Remember, you aro warned.

After this threat hor stepmother soized
her violently and thrust her out in the
courtyard, barring tho door,

Tho wretched orphan, her eyes filled
With tears, began to climb tho mountain,
She already knew the way, and without
hesitation climbed up the peak, where
tho 12 months sat round the fire, old
January, as beforo, on the highest seat.

"Men of God," she said, "let me
warm myself by your fire! I am trem
L'ling with cold. "

Old January lifted his head and ask
ed:

"Why have you come hero and what
do you seek?"

"Ihavecome to gather strawberries,'
said Mary.

"It is now midwinter and strawber
ries do not grow under tho snow," an
ewered January.'

"I know it," said Mary sadly. "But
my stepmother and sister have ordered
mo to bring them ripe strawberries. Tell
me where I can gather them. "

Old January rose slowly from his seat,
approached the month that sat opposite
him, and giving him his wand said,
"Brother June, seat yourself on the
highest stone."

The mouth of June went and seated
himself on the stone that marked tho
highest place. Ho waved his wand over
tho fire und the flumes rose to tho sky.
In a moment tho snow was molted, tho
ground covered with grass, while the
birds sang und tho earth bloomed with
flowers in the forest.

Under the brushwood ono saw inuu
merablo little white flowers, thick as
though one had sowed them, and as one
looked the flowers changed to ripo fruit
and all this in a few moments of time.
so that Mary could hardly cross herself
before the ground was red with straw
berries, like a sea of blood,

"Quick, quick, Mary, pick them !'
said the month of June.

Filled with joy, sho began to gathor
them, and soon had a nice amount in
her apron, when, thanking tho months
she started joyfully homeward

Helen and her mother were surprised
to see her come home with the straw
berries.

"But where did you Cud them?" ask
ed Helen sourly.

THE NAME OF THE NEXT

President f the United States
WILL HE ANNOUNCED IN THE

New York Weekly Tribune
Of November 4, 1896.

Public interest will steadily increase, and the disappointment of the men
whose votes turned the scale at the last election, with the results under the

they elected, will make the campaign the most intensely exciting
in the hhtory of the country.

THE NEW YORK WEEKLY TRIBUNE,
the leading Republican newspaper of the United States, will publish all the po
litical news of the day, interesting to every American citizen regardless o
party affiliations.

Also general news in attractive form, foreign correspondence covering the
news of the world, an agricultural department second to none in the country,
market reports which are recognized authority, fascinating short stories, com-
plete in each number, the cream of the humorous papers, foreign and domestic,
with their best comic pictures, fashion plates and e'aborate descriptions of
woman's attire, with a varied and attractive department of household interest.
The "New York Weekly Tribune" is an ideal family paper, with a circulation
larger than that of any other weekly paper in the country issued from the office
of a daily. Large changes are being made in details, tending to give it greater
life and variety, and especially more interest to the wemeu and young people
of the household.

A SPECIAL CONTRACT enables us to oiler this splendid journal and the

NEWS jTTi CITIZEN
ONE YEAR FOR ONLY $1.50,

CASH IN ADVANCE.
The regular subscription price of the two papers is $2.50.

may be made at any time.
""Address all orders to the News and Citizen.

Write your name and address on a postal card and send it to Geo. W.

ISest, Iloom.2, Tribune Building, New York City, and a sample copy oi
the New York Weekly Tribune will be wailed to you.
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