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“Dear Jim
I'm so perplexed,
So altogetner tired
out and vexed;
I've tramped
through miles
and miles and
miles of store,
I've handled gloves and ties and trash
gealore.
The girls are all disposed of—any stuff
That looks expensive's always good
enough—
But you men, who grow humorous at a tie
And mock us for the poor cigars we buy,
(This wisdom isn’t cribbed from out the
pater’'s—
For my enlightenment, see comic papers)
You know a smoking cap would make you
mad;
Please, is there anything you haven't had?
Just mention any trifle you prefer—
What is it that you want for Christmas, sir.
And T will bless you with my latest breath,
Most cordially, your friend,
Elizabuth.”
“Dear Girl,” he wrote,
“I'm sorry that you're harassed,
Although you've made me frightfully em-
barrassed.
Each Christmas of my life I've begn so
haunted
By all the awful things I hdven’'t wanted,
I hardly can believe the tale is true
That I'm at last to have a thing, I do.
In fact, your letter really seems to say,
You are to dictate, I am to obey.
8o poor, rash child, no longer I demur;
These are the little trifles I prefer;
Imprimus then: Two certain eyes of blue
That tell unbid the hidden thoughts of ywu;
Becond: Your strong, young hands, alart
to lend
Their tender strength to help and hold a
friend;
And third: That laugh of yours that rings
as gay
As happy bells upon a holiday;
And fourth: Your sweetness,
ness and truth,
The glory and the gladness of wyour
youth.
Dear little Madam Santa Claus, a line
To tell me if this present may he minz.
Oh, child, be generous this ChLristmas
day,
And your petitioner will ever pray
The right to sign himself, with sweet
intent,
Always your grateful, glad
Recipient.”
~Theodosia Pickering Garrison, in N, Y.

tender-

HE “ Auberts were
" taking a step up
in life. From be-
ing  birds of
passage in a ten-
\ ement house,free
to flit by the midnight train %o Can-
ada whenever fancy dictated, they
were evolving into landowners and
had bought-a house. It was a very
little house on the hillside, which
overlooked the village where Jean
Aubert and Delia and Henri worked
in the mills, but two acres of land
went with it, and already the little
Auberts were growing rosy and fat-
legged. MHitherto the gates of Para-
“ dise had been effectually closed' to
them, and with woods and fields no
more than half a mile away. and the
whole street on the other side lined
with green lawns to tempt their very
eves, they had never till now kicked
up their heels on grass.

Peeping out of the two street win-
dows of the yardless double tenement
house which had been their home, or
playing softly round the doorstep
on hot summer evenings, they had
looked like a family of mice, noiseless,
bright-eyed and shy. Mamma Aubert
was the mother mouse, a thin, dark-
eyed, decent French-Canadian wom-
an, seldom seen outdoors, but often
of an afternoon by the window with
a bald-headed baby in her arms and
a rather hectic flush upon her cheeks.
In school the little Auberts wore
perennial high-necked; long-sleeved,
pink calico aprons, and still main-
taining their mouse-like manners did
excellent work. The boys were
black-eyed rogues. but like true
Frenchmen took kindly to instruction
in cap-doffing and excuse-me. They
all had a gift for . penmanship and
drawing. and. Robert Aubert was the
artist of the school.

The year before the horse was
bought the two eldest children had
graduated into the woolen mill, and
Delia’s deft fingers earned enough
money fto pay her board, clothe her-
scif tastefully and have a little mar-
gin left, whicl she taid by for furni-
ture for the room which they were
going to call parlor.

'here was onre shadow on the fam-
ily happincss, and that was the mort-
gage; and just before Christmas this
shadow began te alarming
proportior=. {t had looked easy in
the spring, when they first moved
inio the new nome, to meet the pay-

" ment «~aich was <due in December.
Joan Aubert was enrpenter and ma-
chinist in one of the factories, ahd a
¥
steady and eapable man, but the proe-
is never without a
struggle, and, do the best he could,
the interest was all he couwid pay.
“Even for that. what «ith the coid
comine suddenly on uad his nestful
L of voune heine uneammonly
Bunery aod hard on their clothes
~after theoir summer cut deors, the
family resources were stra ced to the
utwost.  Delia and Henri cosntributed
‘their savings, the parlor that was 1o
was shut up, and they all cawme
‘n to a pretty stret diet of pwl-
mwen p

assumne
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“I don’t know but I've vndertaken
too much,” Jean Aubert sail, soberly.
“It costs more over here than it did
on the street. If we don’t save more
this winter than we have since we
came, we shall have to move back,”
and in the melancholy silence that
followed Mamma Aubert gave up her
chickens and cow, Delia saw her
dream of muslin curtains and an.or-
gan vanish in air, and the children
suffered that depression of spirits
which is always induced by a verdict
adverse to Christmas.

Fortune has a way of experiment-
ing with full eups to see how much
more they can hold after they are
apparently brimming. The Auberts
thought they had all the mouths they
could feed and all the cares they
could compass consistent with the
ambition, which they were not yet
prepared to relinquish, of owning their
house, when the very next day after
the family council a knock came at
their humble door and Madame Au-
bert opened it on an old man, who
asked if Jean Aubert lived there.

“I come to see him from Canada,”
said he.

It was three o’ciock in the after-
noon, but Madame Aubert made the
visifor comfortable by the fire. He
was old and poorly dressed, and had
with him a shabby carpetbag.

“You know me?” he asked, as he
took off his coat and prepared to
make himself at home. “No? Ah,
Jean remember. His father my old
neighbor—frien"—up in  Chateau-
grand.”

Madame Aubert went about her
work, the little Auberts resumed
their play, the older children came
stamping in from school. The ques-
tions they all entertained in respect-
ful silence about the stranger who
sat dezing by their fire—Who was he?
Had he come to stay? What should
they do with him?—waited till Jean
should come. .

That evening they all sat up and
listened to the fine old story of the
Joy Who Went to Seek His Fortune.
—or was it the Prodigal Son? It was
told in French, with many gestures
and much dramatic effect—and Pierre
Demarest, its hero and narrator, was
assisted by the smiles and tears and
enthusiastic applause of all the Au-
berts, from Jean Aubert down.

In the seigmory in Canada where
the Auberts lived the Demarests had
been their neighbors. O!d Demarest
had been a father to Jean’s father,
and Pierre Demarest had been his
dearest friend. But Pierre had choSen
to wander, and while young Aubert
settled and married and became a

him, if ae glad to see me.” Not see
my brothers any more. They ’fraid
I cost them money. I mnot trouble
them.”

Jean Aubert grasped the old man’s
hand.

“We ars truly glad to see you,” said
he. “We are not so well off as we
were, because we struggle hard to
buy this house. The little children
want the air. My woman like a cow
and chickens. My girl here, Delia,
want a little room—a parlor—for her
beaux. We work hard all together
for the pay. But we see our friends.
If you'll take what we can give you,
you are kindly welcome. Many times
I've heard ny father tell how kind
your father was to him. And the
children here will like to hear some
more About your life.”

In the days that followed the fam-
ily wmade good Jean’s welcome, and
boik by word and act caused their
old visitor to feel at home. Their na-
tive French politeness, united with
real kindliness of heart, concealed the
inconvenience which his presence
caused them, and in truth, except for
the fact that the family divisor had
already seemed as big as it could
well be, and that it is always a prob-
lem how to put 12 persons to sleep in
five beds, Pierre was very little
trouble. He sat for the most part
by the fire, quiet and content. In the
evening when they were all at homey
he told stories and talked with Jean
about old times. The children ceased
to be shy before him. Robert fur-
tively drew his picture—on a shingle,
as many a brother artist has been
driven by stress of circumstances to
do. He was a man of medium size
and much weather-beaten—a study in
brown, with a keen old face, little
gold rings in his ears, bright eyes,
and small, strong hands. He was old,
but not feeble, he was silent, but not
stupid, and after his own fashion
seemed cheerful and at ease. Robert
finished him, and after a moment’s
contemplation added a beard, a fur
cap, and trimmed his old coat with
fur; rounded his waist line up a bit
and put on a belt, and then, the faney
growing, represented him as sur-
rounded with various articles suited
to the holiday ambitions of the young
Auberts—for instance, & paint box
and heaps of drawing paper labeled
“Robert,” a watch and chain such as
Delia hankered after, and a bicycle
for Henri.

In spite of the quietus Papa Aubert
had put.uapon Christmas, the children
could not help planting tor some sort
of a celebration. They could at least
have a tree to look at; spruces were

“AND NOW I GO AWAY.”

‘armer on the land adjoining old De-
marest’s, Pierre went west and dis-
appeared. No word came from him,
and except in Aubert’s stories {0 his

children of the friendship he and .

Pierre had had together in the*days
when Aubert was a stranger and
Father Demarest had taken him in,
the very memory of Pierre Demarest
seemed to have died. Gone 30 years!
His audience gathered that he had
first drifted beyond the pale of civil-
ization in company with a party of
railroad engineers; that he had been
2 guide and hunter in the Rocky
mountains; that he had had some ex-
perience in mining, and that he had
been to Alaska. He talked of In-
dians and bears with a familiarity
that made the Aubert boys’ hearts
burn within them. But he dwelt
with most particularity wupom his
home-coming.

“l think I see my home before: I
« .¢,”" he said. “lI come to Chateau-
rand. I take my bag and walk down
he road—two miles—to my old home.
Wo one know me. My father dead,
my mother dead, my brother Selim
say no room for me. He not ecare.
e say he think me dead. Why not
me write so many years? My broth-
er Leonard live in Chateau-grand. I
go to him. 1 walk back all the way
to his house. He have  big, good
house. He woman scowl at me—so!
—and say: ‘You ole man, you poor,
you come to live on us, youn go 'way.’
They give me no supper. I take my
ba,: and think of my frien’ Aubert.
i zo again Into the country. I come
to my frien’ Aubert’s house. He dead,
ton, but his son just like him. Glad
to see me 'fore he knew me. Give me
surper. When he find out who I am,
he seize my hand, he laugh, he ery,
he say: ‘My father’s frien'!" I cry,
too. I stay two weeks with him and

| his brother on next farm. They very

[ kind to me. I sav: ‘Where your
“Giother Jean? Me uttle boy when I

A :m‘1

lea - nome.' They say: ‘He in the
in T n, New .

to be had.for the cutting on the hill
that overshadowed the. village. . The
little boys would, get.one. Robert
should make a paper. .angel for the
top. They would color egg shelis for
ornaments, and Mamma Aubert. prom-
ised them a cake and smew-ice-cream.

“And we will say,” they declared,
and it was a piece of -philosophy
worthy of older heads, “we  will say,
when the time comes to. take off the
presents, that this house is our pres-
ent.”

What was that? Did old Demarest
chuckle, or merely cough-in his sleep?
They thought he was dozing, as, with
six heads in a bunch, they whispered
their plans in the corner on the other
side of the fire. If they only could have
seen what was written .inside +that
rusty old envelope of a man! Has any-
body imagined how it must feel to be
Santa Claus? If it is true that It is
more blessed to give than to receive,
and that, whatever the joys of posses-
sion, generosity feels ' better than
gratitude, St. Nick must be the hap-

piest being in the universe. And Pierre |

Demarest was planning to be the Au-
berts’ St. Nicholas.

The day before Christmas he but-
toned on his coat and trudged over ‘o
the village.

“I buy some little things for you’
young ones.” he said to Mme. Aubert.
That night he 0ok Robert and Delia
into his confidence. Robert was to go
next day and get what he had bouaght
and Delia was to smuggle the parcels
into the house and put them on the
tree.

“You not tell,” he said, impressively;
and then with a twinkle: “I like 10 see
what the chil'ren say.”

Delia will never forget that Ckrist-
mas, not merely for what happened in
the evening, but for the responsibilities
which beset her during the day. If

they had not ail gone off to churchin|

from Seaforth’s to hang on the tree,
and 1 haven’t got them all, either. The
team’s coming from Brown & Taylor's
to bring the rest.”

“Why,” said Delia, “way—I thought
he was poor! He said: ‘A few little
things to please the children.’ Where
shall we put them al¥? I know, here
in. the parlor, and oh, Robert, bring
the tree in there, and we'll hang up
evergreens, and nobody’ll mind if
there isn’t any furniture; they’ll be
looking at the tree.”

At seven o'clock that Christmas
evening the parlor door wasopened and
the Auberts, with mingled feelings of
self-denial and expectancy, were mar-
shaled in.

“There are presents!” they gasped.
Where were Robert’s angel and the egg-
shells? “There are candles! And can-
dy! And stars! And shining balls!”
And from awe-struck surprise they
mounted by rapid strides into ecstasy,
and from gasping tock to shouting.
There were dolls and dishes ard a
rocking-horse. There was a paste-
board village and a Noah’s ark and a
box of blocks. In bewildered surprise
Robert saw a paint-box and a parcel of
drawing paper labeled “Robert.” Delia
fairly turned pale at finding that a
small package for her contained a lit-
tle silver watch and chatelaine. Henri
was speechless over an order for a bi-
cyele.

“What does this mean?” demanded
RJean Aubert, sternly.

“It means,” said Pierre Demares*,
standing before him, “that I not a
poor man. My brothers make one big
mistake. They think me come to live
on them—] buy them out if I like! They
turn old, poor man-—brother—many
years gone—out into the street. They
not get any of my money! But fries
—ol’ frien’s boys—ol’ frien’ Aubert's
boys, who know me not, they think of
their father, pity poor old man—kind
to me, take me in, make me at home. I
pay them back! An’ you, that was
frien’ Aubert’s little boy, you glad to
see me, too. I come to try you! You
many chil'ren—good chil'ren, little
house, work hard to pay for it. You
give me what yoti got, you make me
feel at home. I hear the little chil’ren
whisper 'bout their Christmas. They
not look cross at me and wish me go
away. I see what Robert draw—ol’
Santa Claus that look like me -an’
what he bring him. I hear the chil’ren
say this house their Christmas pres-
ent. I give it to them! You say the
mprtgage thousand dollars. I give
you $2,000. I give you’ brothers same.
Because you kind to me. I stranger
and you took me in!” and into Jean’s
astonished hand Pierre thrust a
check for that amazing sum.

“And now I go away,” said the old
fellow; “to-night, right now. I stay
two weeks. I fin’ my frien's. They
know me when I come-again—remem-
ber ol’ Pierre! You pay your mort-
gage. Be happy.”

And in spite of their remonstrances,
as if he would not burden them with
having to express their gratitude-or
‘did not care to see them try, he them
and -there, ~befare - that . -wonderful
evening was half over, gjrded on the
old coat, seized his faded bag and
trudged off manfully in the moon-
light, vanishing as suddenly as he
came.

T shall not try to deseribe the emo-
tions that possessed the Aubert fam-
ily on ‘that mnever-to-be-forgotten
Christmas night and during the sue-
ceeding week. The older ones walked
in a.dream, doubting whether that
precious piece of paper which was to
set them securely on the plane of in-
dependence might not be worthless;/

it was genuine and Jean might get
$2,000 for it any day. Which he did--
2,000 one-dollar bills, and sat wup all
night with his wife counting it over
and trying to realize the magnitude
of his good fortune.

“The fact is, sir,” he ssid next day
when he went to discharge the mort
gage, “my wife and I never saw seo
much money before in all our lives.
We wanted to sort of take it in. So
we kept it all by vs over night. Put
the rest of it in the bank? Well, no
sir. You see we feel richer to have
the real! ~oney right by us. And
maybe we »>all use some of it to fix
up the housc. My girl, she set on
having some parlor furniture, and my
wife, she want piazza on the front.”
-—Kate .M. Cone, in Springtield (Mass.)
Republiean..

A MEAN MAN.

Gilson—I underatand that Gilchrist’'s
wife has left him,

Willets—Is that s0? What was the
trouble ?

Gilson—She asked him what he was
going to give her for a Christmas pres-
ent.

Willets—7Yes? :

Gilson—He said he had decided to let
her get her teeth fixed,—N. Y. Press.

the morning exeept Robert and hes
and the baby, «he never :
managed it. ert > hic
stagger

{ ries.

until word came from New York that,

d TOBACCO—New

HEIGHT TO BE TEST.

Railroad Officials Favor Abandon-
ment of Age Limit in Children.

Would Have Use of Half-Fare Tickety
Based on Inches, Not Years—Diffi-
culties Met with Under
Present System.

Itispossible thatbefore long children
traveling on railroads may be charged
for at so much per inch, instead of sell-
ing them tickets upon the time-hon-
ored age rule. Oilicers of the big trans-
portation companies whose lines ter-
minate in Chicago say that one of the
most difficult questions they and their
conductors have to face 1s the age lim-
itinselling tickets and collecting fares
for children. At least one general pas-
senger agent is of the opinion that chil-
dren should be charged for according
to their height. He saygs it would be
much easier to regulate the difference
in rates by this method than by accept-
ing the words of parents and others re-
garding ages.

“There is absolutely no way in which
railroads may discriminate betwees
children over and under age,” this offi-
cial said. “We are entirely dependen’
upon the word of parents. guardians
and others in charge of the minors
The present rule is tiat children un
der five years shall be carried free.
Between five and ten years half fare is
charged. Now, a child under the five-
year limit may be unusually large for
its age, and the conductor may suspect
an over age. Again a child more than
five may be unusua.ly small ,or the age
and be passed, beating the railroad out
of a half fare. If we should abolish this
rule and go by height I don’t see that
any greater hardshipwould be worked
and the requirement would be more
fair to the transportation companies.”

The question is of such importance
that it will be considered by the gen-
eral passenger agents of the roads east
of Chicago and west of Buffalo and
Pittsburgh.

RAILROAD TO HUDSON BAY.

The Plan of Years Now Being Actually
Executed—To Be Ready in
Three Years.

The talk and plans of decades have
finally taken form and a railway con-
necting the great lakes with Hudson
bay is now actually under construec-
tion. Consul Brush, at Niagara Falls;
has sent to the state department a
valuable report on the subject, from
which it appears that the line plunges
kundreds of miwes through an un-
broken wilderness, with no cities,
towns ‘or even villages to afford traf-
fic.

In fact, only Indian guides and
hunters have ever attempted to pene-
trate’ the great wilderness to the
_north.. Nevertheless, the . railroad,
‘which is knéwn as the Algoma Cen-
tral;. is being built in the most thor-
ough manner possible, with the bess
equipment available, able to -stand al-
most any strain upon it, and capable
| of good service for years to come.
Eighty-five-pound steel rails are used
and the locomotives are of enormous
size, weighing 135 ton's‘Wwhen equipped
for traffic. S 24 1 AL

The engines are so massive that
railway companies were afraid of the
strain on bridges and they were de-
livered from Chicago to Sault Ste.
Mdrie by.the lake route on steam fer-
_.The new railway starts at Sault
Sté!"Marie. Ground was brokenless
than 90 days ago. -but - already ' 25
miles of road are emtpleted and in
use, and the railway is pushing foir:
ward at the rate, of half a mile a day.
It is expected that it will
three years to complete the road.

MARKET REFORT.

) Cincinanti, Dec. &
CATTLE—Common ..$2 50 (@, 3 @

Extra butchers .... 275 @ %!
CALVES—Exira SR ol T
HOGS—Choice packers 4 92  (@-

Mixed packers .. 4 80, (@ 4.
SHEEP—Extra 25 @ 3.5
LAMBS—Extra ...... 510 @5
FLOUR-—Spring pat.. 3
WHEAT—No. 2 red... .
CORN--No. 2 mixed..
DATS—No. 2 mixed..
RYF—No. 2
HAY —DBest -timothy..
PORK-—-Family
LARD—Steam
BUTTER—Ch. dairy..

Choice creamery ...-
APPLES—Ch. to fancy 2 75
POTATOES—Per brl.. 1 65

- w

@11 ¢
14
Chicago.
FLOUR—Win. patent. 3 65 @ 3
WHEAT—No. 2 red... 71%@
No. 3 spring 66 (@
CORN—No. 2 a
JATS—No. 2
DATS—No. 2
RYE
PORK—Mess 11 121Gl 2
LARD —Steam 6 921, 6
New York.
FLOUR—Win. patent. 3 60 @ 3
WHEAT—No. 2 red...
CORN—No., 2 mixed..
DA'I'S—No. 2 mixed..
RYE
PORK—Family
LARD—Steam
Baltimore,
WHEAT—No. 2 red...
Southern
CORN—No. 2 mixed..
OATS—No. 2 mixed.. 28Y,@
CATTLE—Butchers .. 4 75 @ .
HOGS—Westérn ..... 5 30
Lounisville.
FLOUR—Win. patent. 4 25
WHEAT-=No. 2 red...

(a
@
221, @
@

2@
68 @

2% @

CORN~—Mixsed ..o....
£l
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CHARLESD. WEBB,

ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,

Office on Broadway.
PARIS, . o ileiic

CHARLES B. DICKSON,

DENTIST,
Office over the Bourbon Bank.
PARIS, - -

Pmup N. FOLEY,
DENTIST,

Office in Agricultural Bank building.
Can be found at office at night.

J T. M’MILLAN,

DENTIST,
Office, No. 3, Broadway,
PARIS, - - - - - KENTUCKY,

OUON J. WILLIAMS,
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,
Office in Simms’ Building,
FARIS, - - - . KENTUCKY.

M. KENNEY, M. D,,

PHYSICIAN & SURGEON, »

Office, in Agricultural Bank Bailding
¥ Tto 10 a. m.
2to 4p. m.

OrricE Houas%
7to 8p m.

| & BE AN AMERIC
| CELEB g

Frankfort & Gincinnati Ry,

ELKHORN ROUTE.

LOCAL TIMF CARD IN EFFECT
DE _KMBER 57H, 188. -

0., § Naldon Loae, Hew

EABT BOUND.

No. 1.
Pass.
7 buam
7 llam
7 18am
7 2am
7 3am
7 39am

Lve Frankforta .
Lve Flkhorn . . . .
Lve Switzer

Lve Stamping Gr'nd
Lve Duvalls . . .
Lve Johnson . : .
Lve Georgetown . .
Lve C8 R’y Depot b
Lve Newtown . . .
Lve Centreville . . .
Lve Elizabeth . . . .

B35

2
©

SO B

et

I~e Parisc 1. . ..
Lve Elizabeth . . . .
Lve Centreville. . .
Lve Newtown . . . .
Lva CS R’y Depot b.
Live Georgetown~. .
Lve Johasonl. ", .-
Lve Duvalle. . .-’
Lve Stamping G
Lve Switzer .. .. .11 001m
Lve Elkhorn. . . ... |11 07am
Arr Frankrort a” " 111 20am

Daily except ﬂnfzunz.":
& Connects with L. & N ; b conneets with Q.
& C.; couneets with Ky, Central.

KENTUCKY CENTRAL POINTS

.M. A M. el T, AL [P M3
8:40| 700/Ly - . . Frankfort . , . Ar{1!:20| 720
4:25| T50[Lw . . Georgetown . . Ar|10:28] 617
L Bel0) S:40lAY. . . . ris.. . ..KE»| %
“8.30 Ar. . .Maysville .. . . Lv, 545 %
6.16/11:42/Ar. . Winchester . ., Lv| 7:00
+ T20{ 10AY . . . Richmond. . . k¥

o

-+ GEO B, HARPER, Gen’l Sup't.
© .JOS. B. NEWTON. G P. A.

RAILROAD TIME CARL, =~
o & N. R. R. -

. v “ARRIVAL OF TRAINS: . =
‘From Cincinnati—10:58 a. m.; 538 p

m.; 10:10 p. m. | %z way
From Lexington—>5:11 a. m.; 7:45 a, W
*3:33'p. m 6:27 p. m. ;
From Rithmond—&:05 a. m.; 7:4D a, m.
8:28 p. m. )
From Maysville—7:42 a. m.; 3:25 p. m.

DEPARTURE OF TRAINS:

To Cincinnati—5:15 a. m.; 7:51
. 3:40 p. m.
To Lexington—7:47 a. m.; 1
545p. m;10:14p. m. -
To Richmond—11:08 a. m.; 543 p. mg
10:16 p, m. ;
To Maysville—7:50 ». m.: §:35 p. m,
; : F. B. Care, ‘Agern* '

X

.\.,&,.k."_;.;

. )
My agency insures against fire,
wind and storm—best old reliable
prompt paying companies—non-
union. W. O. HINTON, Agent.
ﬂ
My agency insures against
fire, wind and storm—best old re-
liable, prompt paying compa~

nies—non-union.

Dyspepsia Cure

Digests what you ea?.

Nature in reng&henmﬁmd
e Ty B Ay s o

. -
ant ndi_e. Niz other prepa

Dachn

PRFESSPEL 61

KENTUCKY.

- KENTUCKY.

i

Itartificially igests the food and aida iy




