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Christmas Gift

By Hore DARrING

Let me see! To-day is—yes, it is the
tenth. Just two weeks from to-morrow
iis Christmas!”

Miss Betty Dane, spinster, stood be-
fore a calendar which hung on her®sit-
ting-room wall. She was a plump lit-
tle woman, upon whose face a faded
pink flush still lingered. Her brown
eyes were shy, and the brown hair
rolled back from her brow was threaded
with silver.

“Christmas!” she repeated, as she
went back to her rocking chair. “I sup-
pose a Christian woman ought not to say
such a thing, but I dread the day,” and
Miss Betty wiped her eyes.

“I ought to be ashamed, and I am,”

- ghe went on, rocking to and fro, “but
- it’s dreadful never to have a Christmas
like folks who have a family. Now I'm
not repining because I'm an old maid,
for I never saw the man I'd think of, not
for years, anyway,” the dull pink in her
cheeks burned to crimson. “I haven’t
a relative in this part of the country,
and I am so shy and bashful that I never
get close to people. Sometimes I envy
people, women, I meamy who get the
- pretty, dainty gifts that love prompts.”

She sat a few minutes in silence, then
resumed her balf-articulate murmur:

“If I was poor—I mean needy, for I

-~ am not rich—the church would send me

the shades lowered, and her purchases
set out before her. After her usual fash-
ion Miss Betly communed with herself:

“You were foolish, Betty Dane, to pay
a dollar and a haif for a china cup and
saucer when you have more than two
dozen of them now. But it is a beauty,”
touching the fragile porcelain with a
caressing finger, “and there’s nothing
nicer to give a woman than china. There
are two handkerchiefs. They are the
sheerest, softest linen, and the em-
broidery is beautiful.. I am not so sure
about the book. The girl at the store
said ‘The Blue Flower’ was one of the
best-selling books of the season. Butl
did something worse than buying these
things.”

Miss Betty paused. Her eyes spar-
kled, and she trembled with exelte-
ment.

“You ordered two dozen red carna-
tions sent up to yourself on Christmas
eve. Yes, you did, Betty Dane. Well,
I suppose you had a right to, only it’s
too bad there is no one else.”

With a sigh she commenced her prep-
arations for supper. The momentary
depression passed as her mind dwelt
upon her day’s outing. When she sat
down to her supper Miss Betty was at
peace with all the world.
| The table was spread with snowy
| linen, glistening silver and pretty china.
There was a quaint, old-fashioned sil-
ver teapot of fragrant hyson, bread, a
, pat of yellow butter, creamed potatoes,
thin slices of pink ham, a dish of black-
berry jam, and a plate of rich dark
fruit cake.

The windows of the dining-room faced
| the side street. In her abstraction Miss
1 Betty had forgotten to lower the shades.

“YES, JACK, I AM BETTY DANE.”

. @& basket Christmas morning. Well, I'm
ithankful that I don’t need that, and I
: glways give something to help fill the
askets as well as money for the Sun-
day school Christmas tree. Mrs. Dea-
- gon Green will send me a mince pie.
She has done it every Christmas for ten
years, and I always send her a plate of
my crullers. I will send Mrs. Carpen-
ter a chicken and a few other things;
she will return an elaborate note of
thanks, every line beginning with a
capital letter. There’'s Niece Tillie.
She never fails to send me the new baby’s
#wpicture. On the rare years when
“ there {s no new baby she sends me a
card. Such things are all well enough,
‘but they don’'t mean—"
Miss Betty stopped, rose, and walked
aimlessly into the adjoining dining-
room. After a few moments she re-

turned to her former position. A de-
termined look was upon her face.
“1'll do it. Why shouldn’t I? The

day after to-morrow I'll go to the city,
and I will buy dainty little things, such
presents as a woman ought to have at
Christmas. I will pretend to myself that
they mean the love I am so slow learn-
ing to live without.”

On the morning of the second day fol-
fowing Miss Dane left the village on
the nine o’clock train.
turn until four.

As she walked briskly homewar:
from the depot, her arms filled with
packages, she was overtaken by Mrs.
Hall.

“Why, lands sakes, Miss Betty!

city, do you? I didn’t know as you was
calculatin® on goin’.”

“Well, I have been there,” Miss Dane
answered, a little defiantly.

“What'd you go for? You've got a
new hat already. and your cloak was
new last winter.”

“I went to do.some shopping.”

“Land sakes! What’d you buy?”

Miss Betity threw back her head, her
brown eyes staring straight ahead of
her. e

“I bought Christmas gifts.
Mrs. Hall,” and, turning a corner, the
half-frightened spinster hurried down a
street that led directly to her own door.

Mrs. Hall looked after the plump lit-
tle figure, baffled curiosity depicted on
her face.

“Miss Betty is alogether too close-
mouthed. It ain’t becomin’ to a wom-
an as lives alone.”

Miss Dane soon reached her own home.
It was fast growing darl;, and as ghe
entered the sitting-room the gleam of
the coal stove seemed like a welcome.

“I'm glad to be back, but I am not
eorry I went,” she thought as she care-
fully laid her parcels on the bed. “It
is going to be a cold might. Il start
the firys in the dining-room and kitchen
before I put these things away.”

She did not re- |

You ;
don’t mean to say as you've been to the |

Good-by, '

| She glanced that way mervously when
the door bell rang.

When she opened the hall door the
light from the lamp in her hand fell
upon a fair girlish face framed round
with sunny hair. Miss Betty recognized
her caller as one of the teachers from the
village school.

“Good evening, Miss Nesbit.
you walk in?”

Florence Nesbhit followed the mistress
of the house to thesitting-room. As
soon as she was within the room the
girl began speaking:

“Oh, Miss Dane, my errand is a
strange one! You know I amastranger
here, and I have been so homesick! 1
haven’t any home—my mother went
away from me a year ago. I looked in
your window as I walked by. You
| looked so cozy and homelike, I just came
in to ask you if would board me.”

“Board you! Why, I never thought of
taking boarders. What put it into your
head?”

Florence’s lips quivered. “Just be-
cause you were alone, like myself. 1
wouldn’t be any trouble and—oh Miss
{ Dane, I could be so happy here with
L you?”

i “Where do you board?”

|  “With Mrs. Elmer. There is to be &
| vacation of two weeks at the hlidays,
| and I must stay there.”

{ Miss Dane recalled what she knew of
| Mrs. Elmer’s housekeeping and shud-
| dered.

|~ “You poor child!

Wwill

Of course you ecan
come here. There is the other bedroom
downstairs, always warm, and the
place opposite me at table. Why, Miss
Nesbit, I believe they have been waiting
for you.”

Fiorence threw both arms round the
other’s neck. “I can’t thank you; there
are no words to tell you what it means
to me. I walked by your window three
| times before I could get courage enough
i to knock! Oh, you don’t bnow how glad
I am! It is like a beaut{ful Christmas
present.” .

Miss Betty started, remembering her
own longing for Christmas remem-
brances. Would not this girl’s pres-
ence in the house be to her, in her lone-
; liness, a gift that would partake of the

Christmas spirit?
| The days went by quickly. Much to
| Miss Betty’s surprise she found herself
busy with preparations for the coming
holiday season.

There were the children in Florence’s
room. Miss Betty became almost as en-
thusiastic regarding the surprise plan-
ned for them as was the girl teécher.
Then Miss Betty not only gave her usu-
al contribution of money for the Sunday
school tree, but she promized to ge with
Florence and help trim it. The basket
for the church poor was filled to over-
flowing. To the one for Mrs. Carpen-

ter Miss Bott‘yaddedqudthom

| but the
| | some one to whom I could give that.
{ have learned that the blessedness

A little later she 4tood by the dreaser, | kerchiefs she had purchased for her-

self.

“I suppose it is foolish to send a woms«
an in her circumstances such a nice
one,” she said, in a shame-faced way to
Florence, “but women like—well, tLey
like pretty gifts on Christmas.”

Florence bent her sunny head and
kissed Miss Betty. “It is dear instead
of foolish. Why, Miss Betty, that is the
Christmas spirit, giving the best.”

The day before Christmas was clear
and cold. There was no snow, but the
earth lay brown and bare in the grasp
of the frost king. Just as the shades of
evening were beginning to fall Miss
Betty emerged from the church where
she had been all the afternoon.

“Come home to supper in an hour,
dear,” she called back to Florence, who
stocd in the doorway, her sunny head
outlined against a mass of dusky ever-
greens.

sent, and Miss Betty hurried on. She

stopped for the mail and found a card |

from the express office. Calling there
she received the package from the flor-
ist.

“I am so glad I ordered the carna-
tions,” Miss Dane said to herself.

“Florence will be delighted with them. |

In the morning she shall take a few
over to Miss Bliss, who is sick. I know

Florence will be pleased with the cup |

and saucer. It seems almost Providen-
tial that I bought it, for she does love
pretty china. And I'm glad I have
that other handkerchief for our minis-
ter's wife. Mrs. Perry is a real lady,
and she don’t have any too many of tha
pretty things women like.”

Miss Betty was home by that time. In
a trice she had the stoves open and the
kettle on. As she tock the scarlet car-
nations from the box and inhaled their

spicy fragrance, a gurgling laugh broke |

from her lips.

“What a dunce you were, Betty Dane,
to go and buy yourself Christmas pres-
ents!

I
of

{ Christmas in is giving, not in getting.”

| for the oysters on the stove.

She soon had the coffee and the water
As she
brought a dish of salad from the pantry
she heard the door bell ring.

Miss Dane went forward and opened
the door. A man’s voice asked:

“Is Miss Florence Nesbit in?”

“Miss Nesbit will be here in a few
minutes. Will you walk in and wait
for her?”

“Indeed I will, ma’'am. I am the
child’s uncle, and I have just come homse
from a long stay abroad to find that my

a

| poor sister lost all her money before her

death.
school when I've more money shan—
Eh! Why, you are Betty Dane!”

Florence nodded a smiling as- |

The idea of Florence teaching |
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Seed Wheat, Seed Rye, Timothy

Mountain Ash, Jellico, and Kentucky Coals,

BIGGSTAFF ANTHRACITE.

... JAMESON’S BLUE GEM.....

O0ATS, CORN, HAY, LIME, SAND ETC.
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STUART & WOODFORD,

Directly opp. L. & N. Freight Depot.

AL L AL AL AL Al T

Paris, Kentucky.

W

PROFESSIDNAL -~ GARDS

OBT. GRANGER,B.A., M. D,

PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON,
{709 High Street,

Paris, Kentucky.

Why, I have given them all away |
book, and I wish there were

Next to Public Library.

Home Phone 233.

McMILLAN,

DENTIST,
Office No. 3 Broadway.
KENTUCKY.

J."

| PARIS,

T.

PORTER SMITH,
INSURANCE AGENT,
KENTUCKY,

| PARris,

|

‘ W. DAVIS,

‘ 5 FURNITURE, CARPETS,
WALL PAPER, Etc.

{ Funeral Furnishings. Calls fcr Ambne

| lance Attended to Promptly.

{ Day 'Phone 137. Night 100

WM., KENNEY. W. K. DupLEY

Miss Betty looked up into the bronzed |

bearded face.

“Yes, Jack; I am Betty Dane!”

The man came a step nearer. ‘“Betty,
I was a
days. You were right to throw me over
and not to answer my letier, but it hurt.

=

It hurts yet, Betty, for I have never |
|

ldveo any other woman.”

The little spinster had grown very |
It cost her a |

pale. Should she speak?

hot-headed fool in the old |

Drs. Kenney & Dudley.

OFFICE OfP. FORDHAM HOTEL.

(8710 9:30 A. ™.
Orrice Hours g 1:30 To 3 p. M.
TTo8 P M.
'PuoNEs 163

V. BOGAERT. J. E. KNockE.

great effort to put aside her fatal shy- |

ness, but she did it.

“I never knew there was a letter,
Jack; it did not reach me. I have been
true to your memory all these years.”

Florence came five minutes later. She
found Miss Betty in the arms of her
uncle, Jack Patterson. It took some
time to explain matters. The delight
of the girl almost equaled that of the
elderly lovers.

It was while they were at supper that
Miss Betty looked up to say:

“Oh! I am so glad I bought that book!
You don’t understand, Jack, but I've a
Christmas present ready for you.”

Mr. Patterson’s eyes twinkled.

“That is fine. I am sorry, Betty, that
I have nothing to offer you, nothing but
love.”

Glad tears dimmed Miss Betty’s
sight. Her heart’s hunger was satis-
fied. The perfect human gift—the im-
age of the Gift that brought Christmas
to the world—was hers.—Washington
Home Magazine.

Save Us from Our FEriends.
Once upon a time a man who had
experienced a prosperous year in busi-
ness thought it would be a gracious
thing to share his good fortune Wwith

his wife, so at Christmas he presented |

her with the finest diamond neckiace
he could purchase. When the neigh-
bors saw it they set their heads to-
gether and decided that the man had
made the gift for the purpose of keep-
ing peace in the family. They won-
dered what his wife had caught him
at, and each invented a bit of scanda
to fit the case.

Moral—The easiest thing in this
world is to he misunderstood.---J. J,
O’Connell, in Town Topics.

A Christmas Nuisance,

Felice and I, we never meet

From ore year's end unto another;
I seldom think of her, and she
Has precipus little use for me,

Yet every Christmas we repeat {
That awful gift-exchanging hother:
We're fettered to it, wrist and wri;t
Each has the other on her “list,” :
And 'though we're both heart-sick of it
We neither one would dare to quit, ;

—Ry Susie M. Best, in Town Topics,

Hard on Brown.

“Jones has it in for Brown and is
planning an awiul revenge upon hLim
at Christmas.”

“Going to send him an infernal ma-
chine?”

“No. Ie’s going to give Brown's
children ~a graphophone.”—Denver
Times.

Thoughtful.

“How kind of papa!”

“What's he sent?”

“A quahtity of presents for baby.
and on each are directions what to do
if he makes himself sick with it! Anqd
here are the medicines, too!”—Brook-
lyn Life =

VICTOR BOGAERT,

Manufacturing Jeweler

NO. 135 W. Main Street,

and Importer,

- -

Lexington, Kentucky.

Importing House—Brussels, B=lgium.

PORCELRA

THEONLYPREPARATION MADE
EXCLUSIVELY FOR CLEANING

ENAMELED IRON BATH TUBS

AND OTHER

ENAMELED WARE,

ALSO ALL

PORCELAIN WARE.

Do not clean your Enamcled Bath Tu
Wash Bowl, Sink or Porcelain Ware wit
gritty acid substances, as these will posie
tively ruin the enamel in a short time,
This is a fact. Ask your plumber or any
| dealer in plumbers’ supplieseabout it.
| PORCELA is positively guaranteed te
remove all dirt, grease, rustor other
staing (unless same is caused by faultly or
damaged enamel) without the slightest
tzndency to injure the enamel.

J. J. CONNELLY, Plumber.

|
[ TELEPHONE 180.
; g

Big Four Route.

| NEW YORK

ONLY DEPOT IN THE CITY. THRER
| TRAINS A DAY.

BOSTON

ONLY THROUGH SLEEPING CAR
LINE.

CHICAGO
PRIVATE COMPARTMENT SLEEP
ING CARS. STRICTLY MODERN.

ST LOUIS

THREE TRAINS ADAY. ONLY NObN-
DAY TRAIN.
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Unequaléd Di;i;g Car Servlep.
5

Modern Equipments,
Fast Schedules.
WARREN J. LYNCH, W. P.

On’l‘.l'u. & T'k’'t. Agt.
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BUILDING

To run our competitors’ down,

But if You Want the Best COAL,

Write, Call or Telephone

PEED & DODSON.
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BUSINESS

OWN
OUR

gives more heasg
ash than any
on the market,

Retail Yards South Main.

W.A; GARRETT, Gen. Mgr.,

|

and to

to the West,

7. E. SMITH, Traveling Pa.s. Agt,
CINCIMNATI, O.

tricity we
tion.

Queen &

SHORTEST LINE AND_QUICKEST SCHEDULES
Cincinnatf, Lexington, Chattanooga,
Knoxville, Asheville, Charleston,
Savannah, Atlanta, Jacksonville,
Birmingham, New Orleans, Shreveport

and Texas Points,

FOR INFORMATION,BRATES 3ETC. JADDRESS : ,
E: N: AIKEN, Trav. Pass’r Agt.,, = 89 E. Main St., Lexington, Ky:

W. C. RINEARSON, Gen. Pass. Agt.,
CINCINNATL.

World's Fair

Union Depot connecting withroads - for

The Erection of that

MONUMENT.

Order now if you desire it delivered this FALL,

Our designs are new and exclusive, and our
stock of Monuments, Markers and Headstones
is by far the largest in Central Kentucky.

With up-to-date machinery operated by elege

Fine Lettering by Pneumatioc Tools Our Speciaity.

WM. ADAMS & SON

Crescent Route.

3

3

- Through Trains

St.Louis

Special Low Rates
forRound TripTickets.,

information call onor write toAgent CHa D
at Station nearest your Home,”

or
JRM<Cord, Excursion Managex,

Nl m il oz

(\‘\50‘

guarantee promptness and satisface

i E Hillenmeyer & Sons,

Blue Grass Nurseries,
Lexington, Ky."
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Offer for the Fall of rgo4-a full stock of | .

» Lexington, I(y.
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