TH; LILIES OF HIS LOVE.

The lilies of the love of God—we Know
them far away,

Whether it's dreary winter or the mead-
ows o' the May!

He said: “Behold the lilies!—They toil
not, neither spin:”

But He took the little children, and He
brought the lilies in.

When lonely, in a land afar, He went
to where the poor

Were shelterless, and 'gainst the wind
He barred the stormy door.

He . did not speak of prophets to make
His work complete,

But smiled upon the Magdalen

bathed with tears His feet.

that

*Consider now the lilies!”

y how He gave the tomb

Its glory and its grandeur—its splendor
and its bloom;

When He came from Death’'s own dark-
ness—from the valleys of despair,
With splendid lilies of her love a wom-

an first was there.

¢ ¢ ¢ think,

*“Consider now the lilies”—I wonder if,
to-day,

The final message came to me to.go from
life away,

Woulkd He not think of the sorrows of
this bitter earthly sod

And take me to His breast as them—the
lilies of our God?

—F. L. Stanton, in Atlanta Constitution.
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CHAPTER XXV.—CONTINUED.

The Breton looked stubbornly at the
sailor.

“You are not my master, Monsieur
de Kersaint,” he answered.

“Answer his question, Jean-Ke-
naud,” said the marquis sharply.

The old man stared at the two gen-
ilemen in silence.

“Answer it to me, then.

The lips of the old servant remained
sealed.

“You dog!” shouted the marquis fu-
riously. “How dare you disobey my
orders! And to what end? Your si-
lence proves that some one was here.
Who was it? Speak. I command you!
On your allegiance, by your faith,
by the duty you owe me, I charge
you. [ wish to know who was here.
I will know it! Ten thousand devils!”
he roared, exasperated beyond meas-
ure at the. man’s stubborn stience.
“Will you speak, or not? As God hears
me, if you do not answer immediate-
ly, I shall pass my sword through
you!”

“That is as monsieur pleases,” an-
swered Jean-Renaud sturdily. “Mon-
sieur is a gentleman, and I am only
a Breton peasant, but I have my ideas
of honor, too. Serving monsieur and
his son for 50 years in this house,
how could it be otherwise? And my
honor bids me be silent. Monsieur
may kill me, I am his man, my life
is his, but monsieur can not make me
speak!”

Furious with rage the marquis short-
ened his arm and drew back his
sword.

“Strike not, de Chabot!” cried de
Kersaint interposing, laying his hand
upon the other’s arm. “What need?
*Tis certain some one is here. The si-
lence of the maid, the acquiescence
of mademoiselle, and the refusal of
this old man to confirm or deny, prove
it bevond a doubt. There is no exit
from this or the other chamber, if I
remember the castle, save by the door
through which we came. The man
or woman must be there. Let us
search. Honor your servant for his an-
cients fidelity, de Chabot. He would
not betray a woman. There Is some
one here—some one in the room of
the woman I love, the woman who is
this night plighted to me. Let us
search. That door, yonder? What room
is that?”

“Monsieur,” cried Anne, stepping
across to the door, her face aflame,
“tis my bed-chamber. You may not
pass within it but over my boay.”

She had not remembered de Vitre,
but she was on fire to protect Grafton.
Yet it was a desperate, a hopeless sit-
uation. No matter, she would fight
for him to the end—they should not
harx him.

“Mademoiselle, assure me on the
honor of a de Rohan that there is no
one there and 1 withdraw.”
 She endeavored to speak, vainly
‘moistening her dry lips, but she could
not, so she stood silent and determined
petween him and the door Dbehind
which Grafton, his sword out, his blood
up, was in readiness to make a dash
‘for liberty. But his time was not
Je&mn, de Kersaint,” exclaimed
‘the marquis. “‘you may not enter those
sacred precincts, but I, an old man,
'mﬂ‘“ to this wayward child,
Bt ‘a anywhere. Stand aside, Anne—

»

S Afercy! mercy!” ecried the girl,

dropping to her knees before the door.

‘“Mere de Dien! Help me, have pity
me!”

“«Oh, he is in there, then? A mo-
‘ment, de Kersaint, and you shall have
‘him before your sword.” cried the mar-
. .quis springing forward.
 Grafton thought his hour was come.

ks

“Search mo farther,” exclaimed

| do your duty.”

loved him not. ¥e would sacrifice !
himself for her, for her lover, pay back
some of the debt he owed to Grafton.

“Oh, thank God, thank God!" cried '
Anne, rising to her fe>t and shrinking
back against the door-{rame.

“Monsieur de Vitre!” the
called out, in great surprise.

“Capt. de Vitre, by hcaven, what do
you here,” demanded de Kerszint,
springing forward threateningly.

“Messieurs, [ came here as the right-
ful betrothed of Mademoisellr Rohan, |
as the man who had received her troth
in New France. Resolved to make one
more appeal to her, I left the banquet
hall to throw myself at her feet.”

“Did you come by the invitation of
mademoiselle?” asked de Kersaint.

“No, monsieur. I came unan-
nounced.”

“You love this man, mademoiselle?”

“Alas! no, Monsieur de Kersaint,”
answered Anne. “I esteem him. He
sought my hand under peculiar cir-
cumstances in New France. [ con-
sented, subject to the acquiescence of
Monsieur le Marquis, and when I told
him of it he laughed at me.” )

“*Twas but a boy and girl affair, de
Kersaint, not worth mentioning,” an-
swered the marquis.

“But he came here?”

“Yes, yes, monsieur,” cried Anne.
“But without an invitation, and, in-
deed. unwelcome. The mystery 1s now
over. Retire, gentlemen, I beg of you.
This has been too much for me.”

The marquis started to speak, when
something caught his eye and he
stopped as if petrified. Resisting his
first impulse to cry out, he slipped
around to the table near the screen,
and covering it with his person re-
mained silent, his gaze fixed in cold
suspicion upon his granddaughter.
As for de Kersaint, he would let him
fight his own battle; afterward he had
other plans. De Kersaint stopped and
thought a moment.

“You came,” he said at last to de
Vitre, who stood pale and haggard with
folded arms before him, “without in-
vitation?”

“I have said so.”

“Unwelcome ?”

“Alas! yes.”

“Mademoiselle did beg him to re-
tire,” broke in Jean-Renaud. “I heard
her.”

“And monsieur would not go away,”
added Josette, who had regained her
voice.

“Your attentions were not
to mademoiselle, then?”

“No, monsieur, I fear not.”

“By God, sir!” cried the Frenchman
in siidden passion. “you are my exec-
utive officer, my trusted subordinate,
but if [ were not about to sail I would
challenge you so that I might pass

marquis

pleasing

“WITHOUT, THERE!”
my sword through you! As it is, sir,
vou shall be dismissed the ship. I'll
not sail with you, you disgrace your
uniform!” .

In his anger and surprise de Ker-
saint had forgotten about the cloak
and the spy, it seemed.

“Monsieur,” cried de Vitre, desper-
ately, at this threat, “think a moment.
I was mad with love for mademoiselle.
She was my promised bride. Never
had she permitted me a greater priv-
ilege than to touch my lips to her
hand. No one would consider me.
I saw happiness slipping from me.
Her beauty crazed me. 1 forgot my-
self. But ’tis all over now. She does
not love me. She has rejected me.
Oh, monsieur, for God’s sake, crush
not a broken man! I ask no forgive-
ness, only an opportunity, We sail
to-night. Give me my place upon the
ship. Perchance some fortunate bul-
let may find my heavy heart. Mon-
sieur, you were a young man once.
If you iove mademoiselle now, think
what I have felt and find some excuse.
—Mademoiselle,” he continued, turning
to Anne with a meaning glance, “you
will not have me, it séems. All the
dreams I have cherished are broken
and shattered. My heart is dust and
ashes within me. There is left me
but one desire, one hope: since I
may not live and love you, I wish to
die in France. I have done you some
slight service, perhaps, in days gone
by,” he went on pleadingly, “will you
not intercede for me with Monsieur
de Kersaint?”

“Monsieur de Kersaint,” cried the
girl, touched by the plea, realizing
that he had given himself up to save
her and her lover, sorry for his mis-
ery, “will you not heed the request
of Monsieur de Vitre? You were ever
generous, kind. Oh, monsieur, may
not that which has moved you—to
want—me"’—she stretched out her
arms toward him—*“plead with you
to excuse him?”

“Mademoiselle,” said the count,
looking at her with eyes full of ad-
miration, “1 can refuse you nothing.
I can not forget this, but I can forgive
Monsieur de Vitre. You are excuse
enough for anything. By heaven, your
beauty would make any man mad!
Rejoin your ship, Capt. de Vitre.
Perhaps there may be no more friend-
ship between us, but at least you may |

“Thank you, Monsieur de Kersaint.
Monsgicur le Marquis, MaZemoiselle de
Rohan, farewell!”

“Nay. Monsieur de Vitre, [ can not
part fron an old friend thus lightly!”
exclaimed the girl, stretching out her
arm. He seized her hand, dropped on
his knees before her, and rested his
forehead upon it.

“This for life and honor,” he whis-

| pered, so that none but she could hear.

“Think of me sometimes. Farewell!”

“Go, monsieur,” she said, “and may
God bless you! You have the gratitude,
the eternal remembrance,” she whis-
‘pered, “of Anne de Rohan.”

“Farewell, mademoiselle,” said Ker-
saint, approaching in his turn, “may
God speed the day when I may come
to claim you again. De Chabot, good-
bye. En avant, de Vitre.”

“Jean-Renaud, attend Monsieur de
Kersaint,” cried the marquis again
as they passed out. ‘‘Basile, with-
draw the servants and wait for me at
the end of the passage-way by the
staircase.”

CHAPTER XXVL
GRAFTON WINS AND LOSES.

S the three men and the
servants left the room,
with an expression of re-

lief so great that she could
not describe it, Anne sank down in
the chair by the table. She thought
her lover extricated at last from his
precarious position. Her emotions
during the last few moments, when she
feared that the marquis would dis-
cover his presence, and then when de
Vitre had so nobly interfered in his
behalf, had been almost more than
she could hear. She forgot for the
moment that the marquis had not gone
with the others. She had not remarked
his suspicious silence, his strange
movement, in the excitement of the
passing moments. .

“Now, Modemoiselle de Rohan,” he
said harshly, ‘“since this play has been
played out and the actors in the little
comedy have departed, will you be
good enough to explain the situation?
Will you tell me who it was that wore
Josette’s cloak; who listened in the
armory; whom you have entertained
in this room, whom you conceal in
vour chamber?”

‘“What mean you, monsieur?”
faltered, all her terror coming
again. “Monsieur de Vitre——"

“De Vitre is a fool,” exclaimed the
marquis angrily, “and yet I admire the
man. He took it all upon himself like
a gallant gentleman.”

“Monsieur de Vitre told nothing but
the truth, monsieur.”

“Quite so,” answered the marquis,
with difficulty restraining himself. He
was in deadly earnest, with the sup-
pressed fury of his most dangerous
moment. “Quite so. [ have no doubt
he told the truth. It spoke in his eyes.
But did he tell it all? You answer not.
But what need? Did Monsieur de
Vitre leave this hat on the table? I
have seen hats like that, mademoiselle,
but upon English heads.”

“Monsieur,” stammered the girl.

“No more faltering!” continued the
marquis, pacing back and forth before
her. “He is here. A lover in your
room, an Englishman, and you have
betrayed me, betrayed your honor;
you——" he used a harsh word from
the camps. ‘“Stand aside!”

He laid his hand roughly on her
arm. She struggled to bar the way,
moaning faintly. The door was thrown
open, the hangings dashed apart, and
Grafton, sword in hand, sprang into
the room. At last!

“Monsieur le Marquis!” he crled,
“release mademoiselle! By heaven,
no man lays a hand upon her when I
am by, not even though he be her
father!” :

“Captain Grafton!”
marquis involuntarily letting go his
granddaughter’s wrist and falling
back in great surprise. “you here, sir?”

“Why not? I love the Countess de
Rohan, and, presumptuous as [ may
seem, I dare to affirm that she loves
me as well. Indeed, sir, since the mo-
ment I held her in my arms five years
ago in this very chamber at midnight,
and kissed away her tears, I have loved
her. The fortune of war brought me
wounded to her feet in Canada, sir,
and there I found I loved her still;
and, what was more, I learned that
she had not forgottem me. She left
me behind wounded and ill, but I fol-
lowed her here. Sir, I have come to
claim her.”

“My God!” faltered the marquis, as
if dazed by this suddem development
of the situation, “and I trusted her to
your honor!” He looked years older
at that instant, his face blanched and
working. Grafton pitied him.

‘“Monsieur, I pledge you that honor
that I left her as sweet and innocent
a child as when I first knew her.”

“And yet yomu eame from her bed-
chamber even now, and you kissed her
at midnight?” ’

‘““Twas five years since, sir.™

“Do you love this man, Anne?”

“More than heaven itself!” she an-
swered. stepping to his side.

“And you came to take her away,
sir, like a thief in the night?” sneered
the marquis, his color coming back as
he mastered his surprise and regained
a portion of his self-commana.

“We had gone, sir, a moment since,”
broke in Grafton ruthlessly, irritated
by the sneer, “had we not been inter-
rupted.”

“Mon Dieu, ‘tis impossible you can
love this Englishman, Anne!”

“An American, sir——"

“Peace! 'Tis all one. This officer,
this enemy of France, this commoner!”’

“Yes,” murmured the girl.

“You love him more than family,
than country, than rank, than station,
than honor?”

“More than all the world, monsieur.”
~ “And you were here alone with him
at midnight in this tower? He kissed

“‘Yes, monsieur, but I was only a
mn_ k 3 5 i

she
back

exclaimed the

“You nursed him in sickness in Cane
ada?”

“Yes, monsieur.”

“Were you about to fly with him this
evening, as he says?”

“Yon T :

“And he came from your bed-cham-
ber! Oh, mon Dieu, mon Dieu!”
screamed the old man, passion, de-
spair, wounded pride, quenched ambi-
tion, frantic rage in his voice. “The
deep Jdishonor of it! This from my
granddaughter, this from a child of
my ancient house! An innocence
gone, a reputation blasted, a character
compromised!”

“S’death, sir!” burst out Grafton.
“Speak you thus to your own? She
is as pure as an angel from heaven!
As I live, were you not her grand-
sire, and an old man, I'd strike you
down!”

“And I thought her,” raged the old
man, contemptuously disregarding
him, “like Caesar’s wife, above sus-
picion. Monsieur, you have betrayed
my trust, you have violated my sacred
hospitality, you have compromised
my grandchild in the eyes of the
world, you have well-nigh ruined my
house. You belong to a race I have
loathed and hated. This old arm, with-
ered as you see.. has used up its
strength in striking blows upon your
people. I would fain have your life,
monsieur,” he continued sternly. “Nay,
I shall have it presently;” but before
yvou die you must cover your actions
before God and man, with the sanc-
tion, the poor sanction of your dishon-
orable name.”

“Monsieur,” cried Grafton in amaze-
ment, “what mean you?”

“Grandfather,” interrupted Anne, “I
am innocent of everything except lov-
ing Monsieur Grafton, That I cannot
help. I swear to you that I am—as [
was—when you first took me in your
arms—except for love.”

“By heaven, sir,” exclaimed Graf-
ton, “are you mad? Can you not see?”

“Silence!” said the old man. ‘“There
must be a wedding here to-night.
Things are permitted a husband which
are denied a lover—wedlock covers
all. Mademoiselle de Rohan, you must
marry this man.”

‘““Tis the dearest wish of my heart,
sir,” cried Anne.

‘“Monsieur le Marquis,” said Philip,
bewildered, “what mean you? Do you
consent to my suit, then? Heavens!
"Tis impossible!”

“Consent? No, monsieur, I demand
of you, nay, I order, I command you,
if there is a vestige of honor in you,
that you marry this misguided
girl, that you rehabilitate her in tha
eyes of the world.”

“The world knows nothing, and thera
is nothing to know, sir.”

“In my eyes, then.”

It was a puzzling situation. Philip
longed for nothing so much as to call
Anne de Rohan his wife, yet apparent=
ly consenting to this ceremony he
would be putting some sort of stigma
upon her honor or her reputation.

“I can not, monsieur, upon this com=
pulsion,”™ he faltered hesitatingly.

“Philip!” cried Anne, who saw noth-
ing of what was passing in his mind
and who heard only his refusal, his
denial of her. “You refuse me? You
betray my heart? Ah, that woman in
the locket! Oh, mon Dieu, mon grand-
pere, kill me, kill me! He loves me
not, I am rejected!™

She nearly fainted with the shock
and the agony of the moment.

“Monsieur,” said the old marquis,
his eyes gleaming with anger and de-
termination, “will you marry this giri?
Think well before you refuse, sir. Ti
hand of a de Rohan has been offer2d
twice to no one before. Say No, amd
I kill her before your eyes, and yoQ
shall follow her to death. We may
wash out the stain upon our honor in
blood, perhaps, if not in marriage.”

“Enough!” cried Philip, thinking
swiftly of the end to be gained and put-
ting everything else aside. ‘I take her
gladly, ioyfully, thankfully; not from
any threat of yours, oid man, but be-
cause I love her, and by giving her my
rname I will have the right to protect
her from further insult even from
you.”

“Without, there!” called the mar-
auis, stepping to the hall. “Ask Mon-
seigneur the Archbishop of Vannes to
come hither instantly. He has not yet
left the castle. Speak to your prospec-
tive wife, monsieur, if you wiit while
we wait. [ can promise you no fiicéier
oppertualfties after you are married,”
continued the old¢ man, turning to the

door.
[To Be Continued.]

Cloek for Caleulators.

Dr. W. S. Rainsford is a great sal-
mon fisherman. Nearly every summer
he goes salmon fishing among the Ca-
nadian rivers, in a wild and remote
country where the people are quaint.
One day in Canada Dr. Rainsford
lunched with an aged farmer. His
watch had stopped, and he took it out
to set it by the tall hall clock that
stood in the eorner. But this clock
proved, upon investigation, to be three
@¢r four hours wrong. “Your clock is
wrong, isn't it?” said Dr. Rainsford po-
litely. “Not a bit wrong,” replied the
farmer. “It's you that don’t understand
it. . When the little hand’s stairght up
and the big hand’'s straight down, it
strikes ten, but the right time’s five
o’clock. Then,” added, “you’ve nothing
to do but calculate.”—Cincinnati En-
quirer.

Real Seffering,

“Alas!” sighed the young widow,
“It is the province of woman to suffer
in silence.”

“In silence!” echoed the old bach-
elor. “Well. that must be suffering,
indeed.”—Chicago Daily News.

Each in its Place.
Willie—Pa, is there any difference
between a violin and a fiddle?
Pa—VYes, indeed, my son. If you hear
it at a comcert or opera it’s a violin,

but when the man next door piays it,

T 4

O
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it's a fiddle—Philadelphia Ledger.
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Queen &

Crescent Route.

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

and Texas Points,

FOR INFORMATION,JRATES JETC. JADDRESS

B:. N: AIKEN, Trav. Pass’r Agt.,
W. A: GARRETT, Gen. Mgr.,

89 E. Main St.; Lexington; Ky:

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

CINCINNATIL.

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 eleee
tricity we guarantee promptness and satisfaoe

tion.

Fine Lettering by Pneumatioc Tools Our Speciaity.

WM. ADAMS & SON, Lexington, Ky.

PROFESSIONAL - CARDS.

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

PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON,
709 High Street, - -
Next to Public Library.

Home Phone 233.

Paris, Kentucky.

McMILLAN,

e
° DENTIST,

Office No. 3 Broadway.
Paris, - - - - KENTUCKY.

]
,i
{

T PORTER SMITH,
i INSURANCE AGENT,
Kentucky.

PARIS,

W. DAVIS,
° FURNITURE, CARPETS,
WALL PAPER, Etc.
Fuaeral Furnishings. Calls for Ambme
lance Attended to Promptly.
Day "Phone 137. Night 100

WM. KENNEY. W. K. DubpLEY

Drs. Kenney & Dudley.

OFFICE OPP. FORDHAM HOTEL.

810 9:30 A. M.
1:30 To 3 p. M.

Orrice Hours %
TTOo8 P M.

J

'Prongs 163.

e
Too Many Burglars
About Town . ......

For the comfort of society. One
less will visit your homes if he is
introduced to one of our revolvers.

This Week Only | Will Sell

Double Action Revolvers, with re-
bounding hammers, nicely finished
and nickeled , octagon barrel, hard
rubber handles,

22-32-38 Cal

Automatic Safety Hammer Revol-
vers, made with hinged frame, re-
bounding hammers, antomatic shell
ejectors. Positive safety device;
accidental discharge impossible.
22-82-38 Cal

Automatic Safety Hammerless Re-
volvers, have hinged frame, inde-
pendent cylinder stop and automatic
shell ejectors. Has no hammer to
catch on clothing. Fits the pocket.
32 or 38 Cal 00 each.

All other popular makes, such: as
Colts, Smith & Wesson, etc., in
stock.

Saws, lawn mowers. and scissors -
sharpened, keys fitted, locks and
trunks repaired. All work guaran-
teed.

V. BOGAERT. J. E. Knocke.

VICTOR BOGAERT,

Manufacturing Jeweler and Imposter,

NO. 135 W. Main Street,

Kentucky.

-

L exinglon,

—

Importing House—Brussels, Belgium.

H. F. Hillenmeyer & Soms,

Blue Grass Nurseries,
Lexingto& Ky.

Offer for the Fall of 1904 a full stock ot
Fruit and Ornamental Trees, Grape
Vines, Asparagus, Small Fruits, Shrubs
and everything for the orchard, lawn and
garden. Descriptive catalogue on appli
cation.

THEONLYPREPARATION MADE
EXCLUSIVELY FOR CLEANING

ENAMELED IRON BATH TUBS

AND OTHER

ENAMELED WARE,

ALSO ALL.

PORCELAIN WARE.

Do not clean your Enameled Bath Tub,
Wash Bowl, Sink or Porcelain Ware with
gritty acid substances, as. these will posie
tively ruin the enamel im a short time,
This is afact. Ask your plumber or any
dealer in plumbers’ supplies about it.

PORCELA is positively guaranteed te
remove all - dirt, grease, rust or othey
stains (unless same is caused by faultly og
damaged enamel) without the slightest
tendency to injure the enamel.

J. J. CONNELLY, Plumber.

TELEPHONE 180.

Scalp and Skin Food.

The ““Clay Scalp and Skin Food’ will

be found on sale at W. T. Brook’s Drug

The

W. O. DAVIS.

'Elite Barber Shop.

CARL CRAWEORD,

Proprietor.

COLD
and
HOT
BATHS.

————

Only First- Class Bar

R |

Blue Grass Traction Campanw.

every hour fromé6a. m. to» 9 p. m.,
except 11 a. m., T and 8 p. m: Leave
Paris for Lexington every hour from
7 a. m. to 10)p.. m., except 12, noony 2

{ and 9 p. m..

Leave Lexington for- Georgetowmn
every hour from 7 a. m. to: 11 m.,
except 11 a m., 1, &and 10: p, m-
Leave UGeorgetown for Lexingtom
every hour from 6 a. oa_ to 100 p. m.,
exgept 10 a;.!:ﬁ. l2fnoox‘11. Tand9p.m

ar 14, ¢ ng freight express.and
trunks, leaves Lexinglt‘bn for George-
town at 3:50 p. m. Leaves George-
town at 10a. m. Leaves Lexingi
for Paris at 11:35 a. m. Leaye
ai 1:45 g. m.

Freight rates, also special nates ror
excursioms, for supper and theatve:
Krties‘ and for school, business and

mily tickets cam be had on
tion at the company’s office 404 West
Main street, Lexi Kentueky.
K. T. ’Phone 6%, Home *Phone 1274,

Y. ALEXANDER, President.

Call on Mrs.

Sugressor to Mrs. Keith Mo
For Pure Hygienic Toilet

1roctamo g

.

‘manufacture of these reme.
directed byDt.E.;w‘ ut Stone o




