THE BOURBON NEWS, PARIS, KY., FRIDAY, JULY 10, 1903.

=

T i BOURBON NEWS

SWIFT CHAMP, Publisher.
PARIS, - "KENTUCKY.

THE SHIPS OF TIME.

There’'s a wonderful fleet, sailing one by
one,
O'ar a measureless, pathless sea;
It carries a freight
More precious in weight
Than the wealth of an argosy.

The vessels are trim, and su'onz. and
safe,
And they bravely breast the gale;
They ride with ease
The wildest seas
‘With never a broken sail.

Their way is straight as the narrow path,
¥or their compass is always true;

And their prows point high

To the sunlit sky
_As they .ride the waters blue.

'Tis a noble fleet,"'and steady, and sure,
‘With no loss of its priceless store;

And it never fails

Of the port it sails
On that distant, unknown shore.

These ships are the years that breast
the tide
Of the turbulent sea of time;
And faithful fulfill
The Father's will
In man’s destiny sublime. =
They leave behind a light in their wake
More true than the phosphorus glow;
For they usher the day
And they show the way
Of God on this earth below.

The books are kept by an angel's hand,
There is never an item lost—

Not a hope nor a fear,

Not a prayer nor a tear,
YVhile the boundless sea is crossed.

But the day will come when the ocean of
time
YWill swell and beat no more;
And the last ship ride
O'er a dyigg lide
To that distant, unkno@@ Fwre.

When the storm-swept years have ume-
loaded their freight,
fhe souls and the deeds of men;
When the last sun sets,
When vain are régrets,
fWhat will the reckoning be then?
~Jennie L. Lyall, in Christian Work.

A Daughter
of the Sioux

By GEN. CHARLES KING.

Copyright, 1902, by The Hobart Company.

CHAPTER IT.—CONTINUED.

That night the sentries had just
called off half past one when there
was some commotion at the guard-
honse. A ecourier had ridden in post
haste from the outlying station of
Fort Beecher, far up under the lee
pf the Big Horn range. The corporal
of the guard took charge of his reek-
ing horse, while the sergeant led the
messenger to the commander’s quar-
ters. The major awas already awake
and half dressed. *“Call the - adju-
tant,” was all he said, on reading the
dispatech, and the sergeant sped
away. In less than five minutes he
was back.

“l could get mo answer to my
knock or ring, sir, so I searched the
kounse.. The adjutant isn’t there!”

For a moment the major stood in
silence; then, briefly saying, “Call
Capt. Ray,” turned again to the dim-
Iy-lighted hallway of his commodious
quarters, (the women thought it such
a shame there should be no “lady of
the house” for the largesi and finest
nof the long line known as “Officers’
Row,”) while the sergeant of the
guard scurried away to the soldier
home of the senior cavalry captain
on duty at the post. When the major
again came forth his field glasses

~ were in his hand and he hurried down

the steps and out into the broad
sheen of the moonlight when he
catght sight-of the courier seated on
the horseblock at the gate, wearily
leaning his head upon his gauntleted
Liand. Webb stopped short:

“Come right in here, my lad,” he
cried, “I want to speak with you,”
and followed slowly by the soldier,
be entered his parlor, and whirled
an casy chair in front of the open
fireplace. “Sit right down there now,
and I'll be with you in a minute,”
he added; bustled into the rear room
and presently reappeared with a de-
canter and glass; poured out a stiff
tot of Monongahela; “A little water?”
he asked, as the trooper’s eye bright-
encd gratefully. A little water was
added and off came the right hand
gauntlet. “I drink the major’s health
and long life to him,” said the sol-
dicr, gulping down the fluid without
so much as a wink. Then, true to
his training, set down the glass and
stood strictly at attention.

“You've had nothing to eat since
yestevday morning, I'll be bound,”
said Webb. “Now, I've got to see
some of my .officers at once. You
make yourself at home here. You'll
_find cold beef, bread, cheese, pickles,
milk, if you eare for it, and pic right
there in the pantry. Take the lamp
in with you and help yourself. If you
want another nip, there’s the decan-
ter. You've made splendid time. Did
you meet no Indians?”

. “Not one, gir, but I saw smokes at
sunset out toward Eagle Butte.” |
» *Your name—I see you belong to,
- Capt. Truseott's troop.” ’
: “Kennedy, sn ; and [ thank the ma-
ior "

“Then T will leave you in chasge
nnhl vou've had your fill,” said the
ommander, _“Then go over to ‘F’
Troop’s quarters and get a bed. 'Tell

‘anybody who comes 1've gone to the
staff.” Wita that the muajor
ked from the roomi, followed by

o S

; was

ward bluft, at whose feet the river

swept by im musical murmurings.
There he quickly focussed his glass,
and gazed away westward up the
Platte to where but the evening be-
fore a score of Indian lodges dotted
the other bank, perhaps two miles
away. The September moon was at
{ts full and, in that rare, clourlless
atmosphere, flooding the valley with
its soft, silvery light so that close
at hand, within the limits of the gar-
rison, every object could be almost
as distinctly seen as in broad day-
light, but, farther away, over the low-
lands and the river bottom and the
rolling prairie stretching tothenorth-
ern horizon, the cottonwoods along
the stream or in the distant swales
made only black blotches against the
vague, colorless surface, and the bold
bluffs beyond the reservation limits
south of the flashing waters, the
sharp, sawlike edge of the distant
mountain range that barred the way
to the west, even the cleancut out-
lines of Eagle Butte, the landmark of
the northward prairie, visible for 50
miles by day, were now all veiled in
some intangible filament that screen-
ed them from the soldier’s searching
gaze. Later in the seasom, on such
a night, their crests would gleam
with radiance almost intolerable, the
glistening sheen of their spotless
crown of snow. All over this broad
expanse of upland prairie and wood-
ed river bed and boldly undulating
bluff line not so much as a spark of
fire peeped through the wing of night
to tell the presence of human way-
farer,- white, halfbreed or Indian,
even where the Sioux had swarmed,
perhaps 200 strong, at sunset of the
day gone by.

It was to Ray he promptly opened
his heart, as that veteran of a dozen
Indian campaigns, then drawing his
tiurth “fogy,” caume hastening out to
join the commander.

“Here’s confirmation of the tele-
gram. Read that, Ray,” said Webb,
handing him the dispatch from Fort
Beecher. “Then come with me to
Field’s. He’s—missing.”

“Missing!” cried Ray, in consterna- |

tion, as he hurriedly opened the page.
“In God’s name what do you mean?”

“I mean he isn't in quarters and
hasnt’ been in bed to-night. Now I
need htm—and it’s two o’clock.”

“Lame Wolf out? That’s bad in it-
self! He'’s old Red Cloud’s nephew
and a brute at best. Stabber’s peo-
ple there yet?” he suddenly asked,
whirling on his heel and gazing west-
ward.

“Can’t make it out even with my
glasses. All dark as pitch among the
cottonwoods, but Kennedy, who made
the ride, says he saw smokes back
of Lagle Butte just before sunset.”

“Then you can bet they won’t be
there at dawn—the warriors at least.
Of course the women, the kids and
old men will stay if only for a blind.
He had 40 fighting men, and Wolf’s
got at least 200. What started the
row?"

“The arrest of those two young
bucks on charge of Killing Finn, the
sheep herder, on the Piney last week.
I don't believe.the Sioux began it.
There’s a bad lot among those
damned rustlers,” said Webb, snap-
ping the glass into its well-worn case.
“But no matter who starts, we have
to finish it. Old Plodder is worried
and wants help. Reckon I'll have to
send you, Ray.”

“Ready whenever you say, sir,”
was the prompt and soldierly reply.
liven marriage had not taken the
edge from Ray’s keen zest for cam-
“Shall I have out my ser-
We’ll need

paigning.
geant and cooks at once?
to take rations.”

“Yes, but wait with me till I wire
the -chief at Laramie. Come to the
office.” So saying the post commander
turned and strode away. The cap-
tain glanced at the upper window
where the light now dimly burned,
but blind and window were open, and
a woman’s form appeared.

“It’s all right, Maidfe,” called the
captain, softly. “May bhave to start
out on scout at daybreak.. That's
all. Home soon,” and with a reas-
suring wave of the hand, turned
again to his stanch friend and com-
mander.

“I hate to send you—again,” said
Webb. “You were out in June, and
the others have had only short scouts
since—"

“Don’t bother. What’s a cavalry-
man for? Shall we? -—I—can’t be-
lieve it—some how,” and Ray stopped,

glanced inquiringly at the majcr, and |
then nodded toward the doorway of ;

the third house on the row. The
ground floor was occupied by Field
as his quarters, the wup stair rooms
by Putne_y and Ross.

“Come in,” said the major, briefly,
and, pushing through the gate, they
softly entered the dark hallway and
struck a light in the front room. A
wood fire. was smouldering on the
andirons in the wide brick chimney-
place. An open book, face-downward,
was on the center table. Two em-
broidered slippers lay as though hur-
riedly kicked off, one under the sofa
beyond the mantlepiece, the other
half-way across the worn carpet.
Striking another match at the door
way, Ray passed on to the little innes
room—the bed chamber. On the bed,
carelessly thrown, were the young of-
ficer's beskrand ncwest forage cap,
undress uniform coat and trousers.
He had used them during the evening
wlien calling at the Hays’. 0n the
floor were the enameled leatlier boots
he wore on such occasions. The bed
otherwise untouched.
boots and shoes in orderly row stood

i against the wall beside the plain, un-

painied wardrobe. The spurred rid-
ing Loots and the knee-tight breeches
were gone. Turning back to the front
roomn, Ray found the major, his face
gray and disturbed, holding forth to
him an open envelope. Ray took it
and glanced at the superscription,

“Lieut. Beverly Field, Fort Frayne,”
] mui'ned it uiﬂ\out ‘a  word.
: ~angular,

\

“days past.

ANOTHER

_grass, was the trained pony.
:lmmggxg by the trail, the thick black

slashing hawdwriiing at a glanes, for
both had seen and remarked it be-
2are. It was Nanette Flower's.

Lropping the enviiope on the table
—he had found it on the floor—Webk
led the way to the open air. There
was no time to compare views. There
stood the sergeant.

*Sir,” said he, with a snap of the
gloved left hand at the brown tube
nestling in the hollow of the shoulder,
“Number Five reports that he has
heard galloping hoofbeats up the
bench twiceé in the last half hour, and
thought he saw distant horsemen—
three—couldn’'t say whether they
were Indians or cowboys.

®Yy ery good, sergeant,” was the
major’s brief answer. “Send for the
telegraph operator and my orderly.”

The sergeant turned.

“One moment,” called Ray-—“‘your
pardon, major—my first sergeant, too,
and—sergeant, have any sentrvies re-
ported horses taken out from the
stables to-night?”

“Not one, sir,” and stanch and
sturdy, the commander of the guard
stood ready to vouch for his men.

“That’s alll”

A quick salute, a face to the right
about and the sergeant was gone.
Webb- turned and looked inquiringly
at Ray.

“I asked, sir,” was that officer's
brief explanation, “because wherever
Field has gone he wore riding dress.”

CHAPTER IIL

Comforted by abundant food, re-
freshed and stimulated by more than
tawvo or three enthusiastic toasts to
the health of the major, the men so
loved, Trooper Kennedy, like a born
dragoon and son of the ould sod, be-
thought him of the gallant bay that
had borne him bravely and with hard-
ly a hall all the long way from Beech-
er to Frayne. The field telegrapk had
indeed been stretched, but it afforded
more fun for the Sioux than aid to
the outlying posts on the Powder and
Little Horn, for it was down 10 days
out of 12. Plodder, lieutenant colonel
of infantry commanding at Beecher,
had been badly worried by the ugly
demonstrations of the Indians for ten
He was forever seeing in
mind’s eye the hideous details of the
massacre at Fort Phil Kearney, a few
miles further on around the shoulder
of the mountains, planned and carried
out by Red Cloud with such dreadful
success in ’67. Plodder had strong
men at his back, whom even hordes of
painted Sioux could never stampede,
but they were few in number, and
there were those evar present help-

INSTANT IT GLEAMED
ALOFT IN THE MOONLIGHT.

less, dependent women and children.
Hiis call for aid was natural enough,
and his choice of Kennedy, daring,
dashing lad who had learned to ride
in Galway, was the best that could
be made. No peril could daunt the
light-hearted fellow, already proud

wearer of the medal of honor; but,,

duty domne, it was Kennedy’s creed
that the soldier merited reward and
relaxation. If he went to bed at “F”
troop’s barracks, there would be
no more good cakes and ale, no
more of the major’'s good grub
and rye. If he went down to
look after the gallant steed he
loved—saw to it that Kilmaine
was rubbed down, bedded, given abun-
dant hay, and later water—sure, then,
with clear conscieace, he could accept
the major’s “bid,” and call again on
his bedward way and toast the ma-
jor to his Irish heart’s and stomach’s
content. ¥ull of pluck and fight and
enthusiasm, and only quarter full, he
would insist, of rye, was Kennedy
as he strode whistling down the well-
rememberef road to the flats, for he,
with Capt. Truscott’s famous troop,
had served some months at Frayne
before launching forth to Indian
story land in the shadows of the Big-
Horn range. Kennedy, in fact, es-
sayed to sing when once out of ear-
shot of the guard-house, and singing,
he strolled on past the fork of the
winding road where he found he
should have turned to his right, and
in the fullness of his heart went
striding southward down the slope,
past the once familiar haunt, the
store, now dark and deserted, past
the big house of the post trader, past
the trader’s roomy stables and cor-
ral, and so wended his moonlit way
along the Rawlins trail, never not-
ing until he had chanted over half a

i mile and most of the songs he knew,
Other |

that Frayne was well behind him
and the rise to the Medicine Bow in
front. Then Kennedy began to laugh
and call himself names, and then, as
he turned about to retrace his steps
by a short cut over the bottom, he
was presently surprised, but in no
wise disconcerted, to find himself face
to face with a painted Sioux. There
by the path side, c-opping the dewey

Here,

the quill gorget heaving at bis mas
sive throat; the heavy blanket slung
negligently, gracefully about his stal
wart form; his nether limbs and feet
in embroidered buckskin, his long
lashed quirt in hand; here stood, al
most confronting him, as fine a spee-
imen of the warrior of the plains as
it had been Trooper Kennedy's lot
to see, and see them he had—many a
time and oft.

“How, John,” said he, with an Irish-
man’s easy insolence, “Lookin’ for a
chance to steal somethin’—is it?”
And then Kennedy was both amazed
and enraptured at the prompt reply
fin the fervent English of the far
frontier.

“Go te hell, you pock-marked son-
of-a-scut! Where'd you steil your
whisky 2”

For five seconds Kennedy thought
he was dreaming. Then, convinced
that he was awake, an Irishman
scorned and inswited, he dashed into
the attack. Both fists shot out from
the brawny shoulders; both missed
the agile dodger; then of wvrent the
blanket, and with two lesa- red,
sinewy arms the Sioux had “ioeked
his foeman round,” and the two were
straining and swaying in a magnifi-
cent grapple. At arms’ length Pat
could easily have had the best of it,
for, the Indian never bexes; but, in
a bear hug and a wrestle, all chances
favored the Sioux. Cursing an? strain-
ing, honors even on both for 2 wkile,
Connaught and wild Wyoming stréve
for the mastery. Whisky is a won-
derful starter but a mighty poor
stayer of a fight. Xennedy loosed
his grip from time to time to batter
wildly with his clinched fists at such
sections of Sioux anatomy as he
couid reach; but, at range so close,
bis blows lacked both swing and
steam, and fell harmless on sinewy
back and lean, muscular flanks. Then
he tried a Galway hitch and trip, but
his lithe antagonist knew a trick
worth ten of that. Kennedy tried
many a time next day to satisfac-
torily account for it, but mnever
with success. He found himself
speedily on the broad of his back,
gasping for breath with which to
keep up his vocal defiance, staring
up {nto the glaring, vengeful black
eyes of his furious and triumphant
foeman. And then in one sudden,
awful moment, he realized that the
Indian was reaching for his knife.
Another instant it gleamed aloft in
the moonlight, and the poor lad shut
his eyes against the swift and deadly
blow. Curses changed to one word-
less prayer to heaven for pity and
help. He never saw the glittering
blade go spinning throughk the air.
Vaguely, fainting, he hear# a stern
voung voice ordering “Holé there!”
then another, a silvery voic%, erying
something in a strange tongue, and
was conscious that an unseen power
had loosed the fearful grip on his
throat; next, that, obedient to that
same power—one he dare not ques-
tion—the Indian was struggling slow-
ly to his feet, and then, for a few
seconds Kennedy soared away ipte
cloudland, knowing maught "¢f what
was going on about him. Vihen he
came to again, he heard a oonfuseé
murmur of talk about him and grew
dimly aware that his late aniagonist
was standing over him, pantihg still
and slightly swaying, and that an
officer, a young athlete, was saying
rebukeful words. Well he knew him,
as what trooper of the —th did not?
—Lieut. Beverly Field; but, seeing
the reopened eyes it was the Indiap
again who sought to speak. With
uplifted hand he turned from the
rescuer to the rescued.

[To Be Continued.]

Ravens 300G Years 014?

Is it true or mnot true—another
curious and current belief—that the
raven lives to an immense age, some
say to 100 or even to 300 years?

Old Hesiod is the father of ths be-
lief, and he is supperted, more or
less, by a host of ancieni writers,
the elder Pliny, Cicero, Aristophanes,
Horace, Ovid and Ausonius.

Popular opinion in modirn times
quite agrees with them, as .»xpressed
in the Highland proverb, nomewhat
modified from Hesiod:
Thrice the life of a dog is ths

horse,
Thrice-the
man,
Thrice the
stag,
Thrice the
ravenmn.

There cannot be so much smoke
without some fire behind it. and ¥
am inclined to think that s raven
does live to a great age for a bird,
and that Horace’s epithet for the
raven, annosus, and Tennyson’s
“many wintered crow” are justified
by fd(ts.

But the belief in its extreme age
rests, T suspect, on one of its most
touching char‘.cterlst“lcs, its intense
hereditary attachment to the spot, a
particular cliff, a particular grove, a
particular. tree, where its aneestors,
where iiself, and where its young
have been born and bred.—Nineteenth
Century.

life of a
life of a horse is the life of a
life of a man is the life of a

life of a stag is the life of a

Swan a Royal Fewl.

In England, under an old law still in
force, the swan is a royal fowl, aa
whales and sturgeons are royal fish.
All swans the property whereof is not
otherwise definable, when within the
British dominions, belong to the king
by virtue of this prerogative. When
swans are lawfully takea into the pos-
session of a private person such pes~
son may be said to have a property in
them; but if they be at liberty they
belong to the erown. Formerly it was
necessary for persons who wished to
keep these “royal fowls” to obtain a
swan mark, which was granted by the
crown, and which could not be legally
impressed without grant or preserip-
tion. The marked swan law still holds
good, and it is a feleny to take swans
which are lawfully marked, eves
though they be at large, as it is &

felony to take unmrkedswau whhh. :

] with mlue kept

o

~—lD
-
—
-‘
D
-~
—al
]
~D
-
]
-
i)
=
D

Subseribe

FOR A

BOURBON
HOME
TELEPHONE.

The BoursBoN HoME is a home indus-
try-—owned by home people; managed by
people, and is the latest and most up-to-
date Telephone service.

Try one for one month, and you will
be convinced of its superiority over all
others. There is :

NO CROSS TALK.

You can transact private business over
the HoME 'PHONE with the assurance that
other people does not hear you.

Now Is the Time.

A new Directory will be issued

" from this office in a few days, so if

you want to get your name in it,
subscribe at once.
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IN THE ESTIMATION OF OUR BEST
PHYSICIANS IS THE MOST BENEFICIAL OF
ALL DRUGS IN THE TREATMENT OF CONSTIPATION-

[yOﬂs Laxative Syrup

Is made of Cascara Sagrada and other drugs that are equally as beneficial
in the treatment of indigestion, biliousness and all stomach and
bowel troubles (arising from constipation.)

VERY PLEASANT TO TAKE AND DOES NOT GRIPE.

25 and 50c Bottles, - Ask your Druggist.

S. VARDEN & CO., Paris, Kentucky

For Sale by G.

OpIum Laudanum, Gocaine and ali Drug Habits

permanently cured, without pain or cCetention from business, leaving no craving
for drugs or other stimulants. We restore the nervous and physical systems to
their natural condition because we remove the causes of disease. A home remedy

prepared by an eminent physician,
WE GUARANTEE A CURE FREE TRIAL TREATMENT

Confidential correspondence, especially with physicians, solicited. Write today.

Manhatian Therapeutic Association
Dept. A 1135 Broadway, New York Cily

il

CLARKE'S
LIMBER NECK

and ROUP CURE.

Timely use of these Remedies will save hundreds of

dollars’ worth of Poultry every year.

Price, 50 Gents per Botile.

PREPARED BY

«JCLARKE & CO.be

Leave orders for,Eggs for Hatching (Willis & Clarke
stock ) at Clarke & Co.’s.

“YOU DON'T HAVE TO
GO WEST”

But if vou are thiuking of doing
so, keep before you the fact that
the Louisville, Henderson & St.
Louis Railway is making Low
Rouml-Trip Howme-Scekers' and
Onc - Waw Settlers’ Rates TO
THE WEST AND SOUTH-
WEST Also TLow Colonist
Ratez  to Califo:riiia, Montana,
idabe, Washingten, Oregon,
Lritish  Columbix  and other
Tacifie and Nort®: Pacific Coast
Points. Ask us for Rates.

L. J. TKRWIN, ‘
Geuetal I'assenger Ag mlt,I,OUISVILLE




