idealize.
—npay for my silks.
. senfences came with difficulty.
» let her fingers slide along her skirt,
~ smoothing the soft folds. She laughed
" into his eyes, but there was a tired-
" mess in hers that hurt him.

“flowers—and luxury.

ket -

- The Bourbon News.
~ SWIPT CHAMP, Publisher.
@PARIS, - - . KENTUCKY.

IN SEPTEMBER.

Two and by two fly the doves through the
timber,
Past the red sunset's far lines;
Past the tall, sentinel pines;
Dip the long willow-tips, yellow and
limber,
Down where the dark water shines,

Glowing in hollows, where floats the bent
sickle,
Scimitar-like of the moon:
Where the round sand-eddies croon:
Down where the sinuous brook-currents
trickle,
Dripping through rock-niches kewn.

Twe and by two go the reapers together,
Figures in dwsty relief;
Bearing the scythe and the sheaf;
Where the keen *eng of the Autumny
weather
Perfumes each blossom and leaf.

Two and by two stoop the doves to the
willows,

Where the wind's whisperings pass
Through the wet reeds and the grass,
Down where the river its still bosom

pillows,
Gray and transparent as glass.
Two and by two drift the bronze upland
plover,
Bird-shapes thro’ mist-spaces blown,
Over the meadows new mown:
And I and the night, like a lass and her
lover,
Meet in the twilight alone.
—Earnest McGaffey, in Woman’'s Home
Companion.

3 The Boy and the Woman.

-
By A. Myers. :
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IN THE CONSULTING-ROOM.
i HAT'S a fellow to do, Doc-
tor?”

“Do?  You blithering idiot. Go
home if you can’t give it up.”

*No names, Doctor dear. Shure it’s
mesilf that hasn’t got the passage
money.”

*Where's the £200 you had last
Monday ?”

Tom Griffiths blew a silent but sig-
nificant ejaculation out of Lis cigar-
ette, and lay back with a smile in
the doctor’s leathern armchair.

“She's devilish pretty,” he
afier a moment’s silence.

“That’s the word,” responded the
doctor, cynically.

More silence, filled up by energetic
pufling.

“Can’t think why you bother your
head about me, Doc.”

*Can’t think why I do, except—
that I've seen such a lot of chaps—
go the sanie way.”

A flush mounted to the lad’s face.
He rose and turned iss hack—a strong
muscular back—to his friend.

“Well, tra-la-la.”

“Where are you going?”

“To the Devil, Doctor dear.”

And the door closed sofitly.

1L
AT THE DEVIL'S.

*You're late, Tommy.”

For answer he drew a low chair up
beside her.

“*May I smoke?”

She heid a lighted match to his
cigarette. He puffed for a moment,
then drew the hand to his lips.

*“Nou're looking awfully fit to-night.
What's that thing you've got on. I
haven't seen it before.”

“That’s the Naw Creation. Flam-
and’s. She says I'm the only woman
here who could wear it. It’s copied
from a print, of Louise de la Valliere.”

Tommy didn’t know who Louise de
la Valliere was, so he nodded wisely.

*Did you have a hard day?”

*No. Licked ’em easily. Why didn’t
you come?” .

“Who was there?”

“All the pretty women.
have looked ugly beside you.”

She smiled. “I am pretty, am 1
not? That's why you like me, isn’t
527

He drew an end of the loose lace
about her neck and kissed it. He was
perilously near her face, but she did
not move except for the faintly ac-
celerated pulsation of her breast.

“Doe wants to send me home.”

She smiled bitterly. “Out of my
way!”

“Why do you let him malign you,

said,

They’d

" Fleurette?”

An undercurrent of controlled pas-
gion escaped him.
“They—I—we're none of us fit to tie

younr shoe-lace.”

“You're silly now, Tommy. Don’t
I don’t pretend to you. They
Don’t you?” The
She

scents—and—
They’re meat

“I love silks—and
and drink to me.”
“And we pay for them—and jolly
glad to. get the chance, too—to have
the pleasure of looking at you,” he

. said hotly.

“And—to kiss me—sometimes.”

"~ %I dare swear,” he said indifferent-
“A man would be a fool not to
“But—you never have, Tommy.”
Her voice was very low.

He flushed red. “No, dear.”

And then Fleurette did a funny
ing. She put her arms round the

‘ +'s neck and kissed him on the lips

‘He didn’t move.

*1 love you, Tommy, I love you!”
_“I believe you do, my dear.” His
jee was husky, but he disengaged
- arms and she smiled again into his

_,,,i'ou have the most reason to doubt
pe—and you believe in me. Inecredi-
Lr

: ggnﬂ go. Fleurette.”

*You've only come.”
“I'll come again to-morrow—if I
may.”

“And to-morrow, and to-morrow.
And Doec will send you home after
that, and it will be good-bye.”

“Fleurette.”

“Tommy.”

“I can’t give you silks and cushions
and flowers.”

“And—I can’t do without them—
dear.” i

I1I.

IN THE CONSULTING-ROOM.
“Hullo! Back again?” The doctor
hadn’t moved from his placid position,
save in the shifting of a big tome
which lay open at his elbow.

“Yes. I'm restless. Give me an
opiate.”
“Not I. Look at this diagram of

the battle of Omdurman.”

“Oh, d—m Omdurman.”

“Quite so, quite so. Have a drink.
The whisky’s behind you, brandy to
the left.”

“Doc, that girl’s as good as they're
made.”

“Quite so, quite so. They've all
said so. Never knew one that wasn’t.”

“I tell you, Doc 2

The doctor flicked some ash off his
waistcoat. There was a pleasant
flavor of cigar-atmosphere in the
room, homely and pervading.

“It’s serious, then.”

“Devilish serious.”

“Well, ask her to marry you.”

Tommy laughed. There was a
curious strain in his voice.

“She wouldn’t, Doe,”

“Have you tried?”

“Yes."

“By Jove!”

The boy buried his face in his
hands. *“She’s fond of me,” he gulped
out.

“She’s fonder of the Devil.”

“No, only of silks and things—
dolls and sweets.”

“Did she tell you so?”

“Yes.”

The doctor

whistled and finally

brought out his first remark: “My
boy, go home.”
“Yes, yes, I will, I will. T'll go

home—home.”
 §
A FAG-END OF CONVERSATION ON
THE “PHILOMEL.”

“What's the run going to be to-day,
Jack?”

Jack nodded his bald, grey-fringed
head wisely.

“Ye maun consult the second en-
gineer. He knows more about it than
I do.”

“Hullo, Fabert, we're just talking
about you. Come and give us a tip.”

Fabert lounged up to them.

“Can’t. I say, that chap Griffiths—
by Jove—I never saw such a chap.
Ten whiskys and it’s not 11 o’clock
yet, and as fit as a fiddle. Pity, isn’t
it?”

“He's going home. Shipped out, and
I should reckon shipped back. Some-
thing about a girl. The best of them
isn’t worth the spoiling of a boy like
that. TI've half a mind to try and
pull him in. Stick tight and preach
‘the guv'nor,” and ‘prove yourself a
man,” and all the rest of it.”

“He's too deep in now. He'd think it
an awfully good joke, and have the
whole ship down on you, Saint Fa-
bert.”

Fabert Sighed.
lad.”

“He’ll get over it.
What will the run be?
“Haven't the ghost of an idea.”
He lounged off again, and the man
who had accosted him lit a cigarette.
“Never can get anything out of that
chap. He’s so close and so selfish.”
V.

TO THOMAS GRIFFITHS.
New Year’s Day.

Dear Tommy—Your letter reached
me in the middle of a supper party
with your pal Timothy and the Vyner
girls. At the next table was Mrs. Pal-
grave. When she was Nelly Pellett
she was grateful to me for my cast-
oft gowns. She ent me dead. 1 was
tremendously amused, and we drank
her health. Good champagne, Tommy.
Why weren't you there? We also drank
yours, and then—I don’t know why-—
but mine suddenly tasted all wrong.
Best Perrier-Jouet, too! Then, in
comes the Prince. He had been to my
place, and Milly told him where we
were, so he brought up my letters.
One was yours, the other a provoking
bill from Flamand, who refuses to
make my new tea-gown until her
“little account™ is settled. Little ac-
count, indeed! £74. T couldn’t help
letting a tiny tear drop on the Prince’s
glove, and he swore he'd wipe out the
debt with his blood. But 1'd sooner
have cash. And I lent him the fifty
[ borrowed from you the other day
to pay a debt of honor, so I know
he hasn’t got any. I'm sending you
by the same post £30 of the amount
you lent me. How did I get it? Well,
I was lucky at the races on Saturday,
and if something comes off before
next Wednesday—I won’t tell you
what, as it’s a dead secret with the
Prince—I'll hand you over the balance
uext week and clear off Flamand too.
Oh dear, how I want money—and how
I love you, Tommy dear. I laugh and
joke with Tim and the others, but
my heart is heavy. Timmy ecalls me.
He asks me to sing “Du fragst mich
taglich™ and “Ich libe dich,” and I sit
down to the piano; but instead my
fingers play “Ich grolle nicht,” and I
find the tears getting into my voice.
Heigh-ho! Are you playing the good
brother in Ireland? Taking Molly to
the rectory to have tea with the one
and only. curate, and piloting Norah
Malone through the mazes of cro-
quet? There isn't any Norah Malone?
Oh, yes there is, but maybe she goes
by another name. She's small and
round, with innocent blue eyes and
a pouting mouth, pink and white all
over, and sunny hair. Have yon teld
her yet that it'e like wisps of gold?
Jealous? Of course I'm jealous, Tom-
my dear. But I ‘hink you'd like ovs-

“I'm sorry for the

They all do.

384°2%

1 ters and champagne like we had on

your birthday—do you remember how
Tim spilt the mayonnaise over my new
gown?—better than wishy-washy tea
and bread and butter and the pretti-
est ingenue ever created by Pinero
and company. Come back, and I'll in-
vite you again, and give youn a lovely
cushioned chair all to yourself, and

sing reveries and cradle-songs and
love-songs—oh yes, especially love-
songs—to you till you shut your

mouth wjzh kisses—what am 1 saying?
No, no, et us be careful, and cold—
surtout cold. But one little kiss does
not matter, does it? Just before one
goes out into the night—which is so
callous, so indifferent. And so 1 bid
you farewell, Tommy dear. Hope for
a letter next week. It will mmean my
luck is in. Your Fleurette.
VL
CHEZ PAPA.

“It's no good, Dad, I've stuck to it
six months and it’s killing me by
inches. I'll have to go.”

They were seated in the big book-
lined library. Thomas Griffiths, sen-
ior, upright in his red leathern chair,
calm and dignified, observed his son
from beneath acute, shaggy eyebrows.
“So I see. It's the young blood again,”
he sighed. “I thought you had sown
your oats, but it seems there’s still
a plentiful crop.”

“Indeed, dad, you're wrong. TI'll
be as steady as the Incheape Rock,
but—I must get away. I'm choking.”

“Can’t brook restraint. Home ties
—what are they? Brittle as paper,
solid as water. My son!” He turned
over the leaves of the “Graphic” with
a large paper-knife, and iet his eyes

rest vacantly on the pictures. Sud-
denly he spoke again.
“Of course, there’s a woman. Will

you tell me who and what she is?”

The roots of Tommy’s hair blushed
a quivering red.

“There’s no woman,” he said, after
a pause.

“*And before the cock crows ye
shall deny me thrice!” O love!”

Through the stained-glass window
fell shafts from the westering sun.
Long shadows lay aecross the thick
pile carpet, the face of the old man
gleamed like the emotionless stern-
ness of a sculpture in the dying light.

“You are choosing, Thomas,” he
said at last. “My way or thy way.
There is no going back. My fortune
goes to your sister if you thwart me.
I can allow you nothing any more.”

“I can’t stick it, dad,” he repeated
doggedly. “I'm sorry to cross you,
but the fever’s in my blood. The bat-
tle-cries drown the voice of agricul-
ture.”

“You are not in the army?”

“The battle-cry of life, dad, of the
world—the struggling—the swimming
to shore, the huzzas, the champagne.
I must get back to it, sink or swim.”

Mr. Griffiths rose. “I don’t speak
your language Thomas. I belong to
the old school, I suppose. You have
gone beyond me. Unless you chaage
your mind before to-morrow week our
ways lie apart. Do not seek to alter
my decision. You know my-—shall we
call it—obstinacy? Good-night.”

Upstairs in the boudoir of his dead
wife Thomas Griffiths, senior, un-
locked an escritoire. Drawing out a
miniature of a littfle lad in a Scotch
suit, he held it to the light, while diag-
onal lines from nostril to mouth
deepened into ploughed furrows.

“He should have been named Ab-
salom,” he said bitterly.

YiL
FLEURETTE.

A familiar knock drew Fleurette
bolt upright. She waited breathlessly,
The door handle wee 3Impatiently
turned exd & sunburnt man stood
bareheaded in the middle of the room.

“Tommy!”

Tommy didn’'t say anything. He
devoured her with his eyes, from the
sober serge gown to the bangleless
wrists.

“What does it mean, Fleurette?”

She laughed, but the blood flared in
her cheeks.

“What an awful time since {'ve seen
you? I believe you've grown.”

“What does it mean, Fleurette?”

“What does what mean? Don’t be
so silly, Tommy. You look as if you
were going to eat me.”

“Tell me, please.”

“Don’t you like it?”

Tommy spoke slowly.
the gew-gaws, frills
Whers are they?”

“I've changed—tired of them. I'm
capricious. You haven’t said you’re
glad to see me.”

He looked at her with such intensity
that she stirred uneasily.

“Come and tel! me all you've seen
and done. I've been hungering for
you.”

“Is that true?”

“Of course not. Do you think I
should say so if it was? I want to be
polite.”

They sat down, and a strained si-
lence fell between them. Tommy
broke it diffidently.

“I've got a billet with a chap who
came out on my boat. He's on
‘change.” A speculator, rich as Croe-
sus. I get £30 a month and pros-
pects.”

“It will keep you in tobacco.”

“I'm not sure. It will give us oys-
ters once in a way.”

“I don’t like oysters
Tommy.”

“It will buy an occasion fichu.”

“I-——don’t like fichus.”

“It will let us ask Tim and the
Prince and Milly S5

“Milly’s married, and—I haven't
seen Tim or the Prince for six
months.”

Tommy got up and paced the room.

“Then what in the world’s to pre-
vent us—to prevent you—to prevent
me——"

“I don’t know, Tommy dear.
cept that you won’t ask me.”

“No, T won’t, by Jupiter. T'll take
you without asking.”

“Oh! Fleurette, Fleurette.”
boy’s sobs betrayed the man.
Doc was best man after ald . was- .

“No, I like
and things.

any more,

Ex-

The

| HE WANTED SHELPS,
With Wlllcl; to Engage in the Game

with Antes and the
Kitty.,

A young Frenchman, recently ar-
rived in this pity, found himself in
a pleasant boarding house in Michi-
gan avenue, waere most of the board-
ers were of long residence and were
well acquainted—almost as members
of a family, says the Chicago Chron-
icle. The Frenchman was a bright,
intelligent, gentlemanly fellow, and
was taken into full fellowship soon.
One night a little poker game was
started—a “penny ante” game, or
something of the kind. The French-
man took to it very quickly, and
found it very fascinating. The next
day he determ’ned to purchase for
himself a poker outfit te take back
with him to France when he should
return. So he went to a large de-
partment store and asked if they
had some “sheeps.”

“Upstairs,” said the polite clerk,
“in the toy deparment.”

The young man went up two floors
and again asked for “sheeps.”

“Over in the far corner,” said the
floorwalker.

When he reached the counter to
which he had been directed a young
woman to whom he made known his
wants showed him g mnumber of
wooden sheep wiwa wool fastened
on them.

“Pardon; eet ees not zese I want.
I weesh ‘sheeps.””

“Well, these are certainly sheep,”
said the young woman, “and they are
very good sheep.” Then a mew idea
came to her, and she added: *“Of
course, if you want something cheap-
er, you will find some tin animals
over at that other counter,” point-
ing across the room.

“But it is not ‘sheeps’ I want, but
‘sheeps.” I want not ‘sheeps’ ze ani-
mals, but ‘sheeps’ to play wiz.”

“My dear sir, these are ‘sheep to
play with!’”

The poor man was growing dis-
tressed, when a second girl came to
the rescue. “I know what you want,”
she said, “come with me.”

He went with her, and she piloted
him over to a ccunter on which
were piled miniature ships, yachts,
and so forth.

“There you are!” she exclaimed, tri-
umphantly.

“But eet ees no, not zis! It is
‘sheeps’ zat I want.”

By this time it began to be the
general impression on the floor that
the man was crazy, and this was
strengthened by his explanation that
he wanted the “sheeps” for his “aun-
ties!”

“They must keep a boarding
house,” whispered one girl to anotk-
er, “and he has mistaken this for a
grocery.”

But a sophisticated man overheard
the Frenchman’s last remark, and
said:

“Excuse me, sir, but I think I un-

derstand what you want—poker
chips, isn't it?”
“Surelee! Sheeps for pokeair! Zat

ees eet!”
HIS BLUFF DID NOT WORK.

Called for “Pickled Elephant” But
Took Cheese Sandwiches
Instead,

Stories of Yankee shrewdness have
always been widely ecirculated, but
when one gets ahead of a Yankee
there is very little said about it, espe-
cially on the part of the man from
the north. Several days ago a hotel-
keeper at a small station on one of
the roads running out of Memphis
put the laugh on a drummer from
the north in a very good way, and
the traveling man was compelled to
beat a hasty retreat. The drummer
arrived at the hotel about eight
o'clock in the evening, and fearing
that he would not be able to get
any supper he asked the landiord
what he could get to eat, relates the
Memphis Scimitar.

“My friend,” said the hotel keeper,
“I can give you anything from =&
pickled elephant to a broiled canary
bird’s tongue for supper to-night.”

The drummer looked at the man,
and, thinking that he was jesting,
decided to call his bluff.

“All right, my friend,” said the
drummer; “I'll take some pickled
elephant.”

“Very well,” said the host, “I'll g9
and get it.”

He was gone about five minutes
and when he vetprned said:

“All right, sir: supper will be ready
in a moment. You'll have to take a
whole one, as we don’t carve them
after dark.”

The drummer decided that he was
rot very hungry, and took some
cheese sandwiches.

The Mission of Good Homes,

We have spokeis of the curse of snoo-
bery. The surest and quickest way to
crush it out of American society is to
teach our children to value others and
estimate their own worth by what they
can produce that is useful and do that
is beneficial to others. And that their
business in life is not to see how much
pleasure they can get, but how much
they can give. Instead, therefere, of
weakly clinging to our children and
making them weak by pampering them
in the home, let us feel that our part
or theirs is not done until we have
taught them to be strong to bear and
forbear, to do for themselves and
carry help and c¢heer to others, Letus
not hamper their careers with our vain
regrets at their leaving us, but help
them im all upward, onward tend-
encies.—Home Magazine.

Prepared for the Emergency.
She—Faith, 't i% very suddint!
He—An’ is it toime yez want o think

it over? {
“Och! Not a bit! Sure, I thought it

FIRST-CLASS
SERVICE

SEND YOUR WORK TO THE

Bourbon

Laundry Co.

7 +THE..
Queen and
\ Crescent

o Route
and its connecting

lines to the

Pan-American
E.xposition

BUFFALO
May 1st to Nov. 1st, 1901,

Excursion rates and special train service
will be announced later. The Pan-
American, the greatest American Expos-
ition since the World’s Fair. Imposing
architeeture, wonderful displays, special
features, dazzling Midway.
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FALLS 2 Bre 77
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Free Reclining
Chairs

on Quoen & Crescent night traing,
Puliman Drawing Room Bieepery
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CHESAPEAKE & GHIORY.

TIME TABLRE.
IN XFFECT JULY 14, 198
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Trains marked thus t run daily except
Sunday; other trains run daily.
Through Sleepers between Louisville,
Lexingteon and New VYork without
change,
For rates, Sleeping Car reservations
or any informatica call on
P
Agent L. & N. R R, Paris, Ky,
**, GEORGE W. BARNEY,
MNi- Paee, Agent. Lavingtow e

BIG FOUR.

THE BUFFALO ROUTE TO

PHN-AMERIGAR
EXPOSITION.

UNION DEPOT AT
CINCINNATI.

Tickets reading via Big Four and
Lake Shore will te good on Steamer
Line in either direction between Cleve-
land aad Bnffalo withont extra charge

C.C.CLARK,T. P. A,,
Chattanooga, Tenn.
J E REEVES, G. S. A.,
Cincinnati. 0.
J.W LYNCH,GP.&T. A,
Cincinpati, O.

LLOTHING - CLEANED
SASTHOMAS BROS., 4

Are prepared to promptly dye, clean,
press and repair clothicg in a satisfac-
tory mauner at reasonable prices. They
ask your patronaee. nov23-1yr,

*Phone 303
OpposiTE HoTeEL, WINDSOR

JAP2

Ggllege

MBAAD S
Jevanami i3,

_Evensville, lndlana

Dyspepsia Cure

Digests what you eat.

This preparation contains all of the
digestants and digests all kinds of
food. Itgivesinstantreliefand never
fails to cure. 1t allows you to eat all
the .ocd vou want. The most sensitive
stomachs can take :t. By its use many
thousands of dyspeptics have been
cured after everything else failed. It
prevents formationof gason the stom-
ach, relieving all distress after eating.
Dietingunnecessary. Pleasant to take.

t can’t hel
- b':lt do you good

®repared only by E. 0. DEWrITT & O0., Chicage
}-gg 1 bot.r.lye contains 2) times che 50c. sizd

CHICHESTER'S ENGLISH

E
Safe. Always relisble. Ladies, ask Druggiss for
CHICHESTER'S ENGLISH in Bed and
Gold metallic boxes, sealed with blue ribbon.
Take no other. Refuse dangerous substi-
tutions and imitations. Buy of your Druggist,
or send de. in stamps for Particulars, Teati-
moniais and “ Rellef for Ladies,” in letter,
‘bﬁ refurn J1ail. 10,000 Testimonials. Sold by
Druggists,
CEICHESTER CHEMICAL CO.
21ve Madison Square, PHILA,, PA.
Mentlon this paper.
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Notice,

To Policy Holders in Old Line Com
panies: Bewareof the confidence game
played by the pious Insurance Agent,
who wants to do you the favor of
switching you from your company to
his. All companies write numerous
plans of insurance and every plan costs
a different price. You get value re-
ceived for any plan you buy, from any
Old Line Company When the con-
fidence man shows you a plan differing
from the one you have, which is part of
the game, and should you prefer this
particular plan write to the Agent or
Company who insured you and getﬁt.
and thereby save what you paid. Don’t
be an easy mark. There are millions of
dollars lost each year by policyholders
being duped by confidence men.

H. C. WiLson.

This Will Interest Many.

To quickly introduce B. B. B. (Bo-
tanic Blood Balm), the famous Sonthern
blood cure, into new homes, we will
send, absolutely free, 10.000 trial treat-
ments. Botanic Blood Balm (B. B. B.)
quickly cures cid ulcers, carbuucles,
pimples of offensive eruptions, puins in
bones or joints, rheumatism, scrofula,
exezema, itching skin and blond hamors,
cancer, eating, festering sores, boils,

‘| catarrh, or any blood o skin trouble.

Botanic Blood 3alm (B. B. B) heals
every sore or pimple, makes the blood
pure and rich and stops all aches and
pains. Botanic Blood Balm (B. B. B.)
thoroughly tested for thirty years in
hospital and private practice, and has
cured thousands of cases given up as
hopeless. Sold at drug stores, $1 per
large bottle. For free treatment writs

| ta Blood Balm Co., Atlanta, Ga Medi-

cine sent at once, prepaid.  Deseriba
trouble and free medical advice given.

| Botanic Blood Balm (B. B. B.;

.

would be suddint!"—Puck,

K

4 | tanic Blood Balm (B, B.

the finest Blood Puridier .tn;de,.,

givea
life vigor and strength to the blood,

¥




