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was Christmas eve,
and Alice Malitland
sat alone in her luxu-
riously furnished bou-
doir, putting the fin-
ishing touches on the
gifts she was to be
stow on the morrow.
She tied the last bit
of scarlet ribbon
about a jewel box
with mathematical
precision, tucked a
kit of bholly under the bow, and pushed
#t away from her with impatient wear |
iness

“There,” she exclaimed, surveying
the heap ur packages that littered the
table and the couch; ‘“there, thank
goodness, that's dons! I've done my
duty by my family and remembered
every one that {8 llkely to remember
ma, and I have worn myself to a fraz-
sle, and brought on paresis trying to
find things for people who already
have everything there 1. Lot me see™
she continued, taking up the packages
one by one and checking them off with
& smile that was half sad, and half
oynical.

“Let me see—here I8 a sllk smoking
Jacket for Unecle Joseph, that he will
never wear, and the Sevres cups that

Aunt Maud ecovly hinted would Ye an
acceptable reminder of the blessed
Beason to her; the string of pearls that
Adele huns been openly admiring for
months, and a check for Jack for his
college lurks—one's relatives aren'
bashful about letting one know what
they want, and that is a comfort, al
any rate, at Christmas.

“Then, um-um-um, a gold bangle fory
Mayme Winslow that she will take
right down to the jeweler's to appralse,
and a tortoise shell and ostrich feather
fan for Sally Stinton; she'll be sure to
send me something, though she hates

though where ghe’'ll put them in that
overcrowded house of hers I'm sure |
don’'t know, and—oh, things for the
servants, and steins and etchings for
the men who have been nice to me—
and—er—I don't believe I have forgot-
ten anybody I love, or who holds a
kindly thought for me.”

She paused abruptly, pushed the gay
litter of costly trinkets away from her
with disdainful hands, and with a sud
den rush of tears, buried her face in
her arms on the table,

“Yes,"” she murmured brokenly to
herself, “there is one that I have for
gotten, and he is the one in all the
world that I have remembered most,
and to whom I would give all it 1
dared,” and then she sat still.

“Why do you not send him some 1it-
tle trifle, just a token that you have
not forgotten the old days?" suggested
her heart.

“"Never," sald Pride.

“Even ecasual acquaintances may ex-
change gifts at Christmas,” urged her
Heart, speciously.

“He would cast my gift back at my
feet,” sald Pride.

“Christmas,’ said her Heart, “Is the
time of peace on earth and good will
towards men. It is a time when old
wrongs should be forgotten, when old
wounda should be healed, when broken
ties should be mended, and hearts es-
tranged should be reunited. Why do|
you not kiss and make up, as childres
do?"

“What'!" eried Pride. "and he flonted
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ouce more?"

"You were very tired of the old.
empty life, with its monotonous rounds
of Insipld gayety,” went on her Heart

| “You were that lonellest and most for-

lorn of human beings, a great heiress
and an orphan. All your life you had
had everything you wanted, except
the thing you wanied most of all—sin-
cere and diginterested love., Your
father and mother had dled before you
could remember them, and you had
been left to the care of a cold uncle
and aunt, who thought that they had
done their entire duty towards you by
seeing that you were properly fed,
elothed and educated, and implanting
In you a dist.ust of evei human be-
ing who came about you

‘You never knew the joy that other
girls had of being liked for them-
selves, When suitors came you were
told they were fortune Yuuiers. Peo-
ple, in speaking of you, never praised
You for any charm of your own, or any
grace, or accomplisnment. They al
ways said that you were rich, and you
wondered sometimes If they knew how
‘heir words hurt, or how it must seem

love—that she must buy
money she hated,

“Finally you began to realize that
¥Your whole nature was being warped
by your environment, that your soul
was belng atrophied, and so you ran
away from it all. You persuaded dear
old Mrs. Bulllon to take you away as
her hired companion to a little quiet
place, where no one would recognize
you. You wore plain little cotton
gowns, and snobs who would have
flunkied before the rich Miss Maitland
snubbed and ignored you, but there
was & man who saw the woman's heart
under the shabby gown, andgthe wom-
an's brain under the common hat, and
he loved you, and asked you to be his
wife. “We shall be very poor,” he
sald, "“for I have my way vet to make
in the world, but, please God, we shall
fight the battle out shoulder to shoul-
der.”

“You remember,” went on her Heart,
“how, with your head upon his breast,
and his arms around you, you planned
out the future—the little house, with
the rose above the door, the dear little
economles, the struggles, and the final

it with the

rich at last, for you were loved for
yourself alone—loved as a woman
would be when a strong man trembles
at her touch, and his smile grows soft
and tender only for you. Then, at last,
came the time when you had to tel
him that you were none other than the
rich Miss Maitland—"

“And he went white as death whila
he listened, and said that had he
known it he would never have asked
you to be his wife,” interrupted Pride.

“But it was then too late,” trlumph-
antly cried her Heart; “he loved you,
and nothing—not money, nor position,
nor anything, could change that. You
came home,” continued her Heart,
“and your worldy wise uncle and aunt
called him a furtune hunter, and sald
that he was golng to marry you for
your money. You did not believe them,
but, by and by, as you plunged into
the old life, with its sordid strivings,
and selfishness, and disbelief in all that
is high and true, the old distrust began
to creep up and poison life again"

“He should have trusted your love,”
said Pride; “he should have known
that you were merely playing.”

“His life,” said her Heart, sadly,

| “"had not taught him how to play. It

had all been hard, bitter seriousness,
and so when he saw you smiling into
this other man’s eyes with the counter-
feit of the look you had worn when
your head lay upon his breast, he
thought that you were faithless and
loveless, and that you—you who had
s0 much—had come down out of your
high estate to rob him of the little he
had, and to make life worthless.”

"Then,” sald Pride, desperately, "he
came aad flung back your promise In
your face and told you that he was
ashamed to have loved so poor a
thing."

“Love does not go at any man's bld-
ding."” sighed her Heart: "yQu saw him
the other day. He looked {11, and worn,
and poor. Tomorrow will be Christ-
mas day—"

“Think—" began Pride; but Miss
Maitland had risen up with a look on
her tace of great and exceeding joy.

“Think, 1 can think of nothing but
my love!" she ecried,

The next morning Miss Maitland
arose~early, and spent much time at
her desk printing a large placard in
bold and unmistakable letters. This
done, she donned a simple little gray
gown, much affected by her the sum-
mer before, and over this she threw a
long cloak. An hour later ghe directed
her astonished coachman to drive her
to a certain building on one of whose
upper floors a struggling young lawyer
was, at the moment, engaged in de-
vouring with his eye the photograph
of a comely young woman. As she
reached his office door Miss Mait-
land’s courage wavered and sank, but,
taking a death grip upon it, she hur
rledly passed the office boy, and before

feet; but she did not wait for him
speak.
“Tom,"” she sald, hurriedly, “1

I have come to bring you a |y
Christmas present,” and with that
dropped the enveloping cloak aside,
and pinned upon her breast
large placard with the inscription:

TR aaahs ADIAR
: . t
: FOR TOM. &
: :

WITH ALICE'S LOVE.

“You darling,” he murmured, folding
her in his hungry arms. .

“It's 80 hard to know what to get
for a man, so [ just thought I'd bring
myself,” she sald, hypocritically; “but
oh Tom, please don't send this present
back, and change it.” But be stopped
her mouth with kisses,

Besssssassssnannnnann

THE HOST AT -TOKAY,

—_—

(Christmas greetings to Col Whar-
ton J. Green, born 1831, died 1910,
Tokay, with its famous vineyard, is
four miles north of Fayetteville, N,
-2 |
The Christmas fire at Tokay

Fling far and wide,
Where sits the Host of Tokay,

IU'nbroken in his pride,

Mavhap old reveille

Stirs answer in his blood,

Where onee, in old \'il‘}:hliﬂ.

Embattled armies stood,

Above the tawny river,

At peace among his trees,
Where misty frowns of ocean

Are routed by the breeze;
He sits, the grand old Bourbon,

In Memory's couneil hall,

To summon at his bidding,

His comrades, one and all;
Before the fires of Tokay,

The kingly form of Lee,

Majestie through the shadows

Of immortality;

Comes with the wraith of Jackson,

Stern figure knit in prayer,
Before the Cod of Battleg,

. In reverent homage bare,
Again “Jeb” Stuart is laughing,

The peerless cavaller,

While all the Southern chivalry

Meople the winter alr.

Itedford Forrest leads his charge
And Hampton swings ahead,
With as dashing lot of hold sabreurs

As e'er the South has bred.

They come apgain to Tokay

And Memory holds the reing;
They hold high wassail in the hall,

And touech his heart again,

And by the hearth at Tokay,

Renewing of his youth,

Still sits the gray old Bourbon,

A. soldier true to truth,

God grant him health at Tokay

Until the last great call e
Shall summon forth from Tokay
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Wishing each and every one a very pleasant, lively Xmas and a happy New Year, and thanking each and every one for
their past patronage and trusting to have more in the future, we are,

LANCASTER PHARMACY

PHONE NO. 137 ON THE CORNER
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