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Personally Conducted Tour To

Niagara Falls,
Buffalo, Detront

And Return

Saturday, Aug. 10th,
1907.

o \All Expenses Paid from Time of Leaving Until Return.

| upon _
| drawing the bride and groom together
| with a mocking “till death do thee)|

COST OF TOUR $25.00.

| gage
| streamers from their trunks would she
{ feel safe.

! couples.

§

1 eware of
Benedicts !

By H. M KERNER.
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The new Mrs. Wolcott regarded Billy ;
Bev:m distrustfully. Not until the train
had pulled out and she had sent her
newly acquired husband forward to|
the baggage car to remove excess bag- |
in the shape of white satin|

Billy Bevan was only happy |
when playing practical jokes. He was|
happiest when his victims were bridal

Suddenly Bevan snapped a handeuff
her husband’s wrist and was'

| part” when he felt the cold steel on his

The best and cheapest ever arranged—everything high
class. The number of passengers is limited so that per—l
sonal attention can be given to all,

For further particulars in regard to this delightful trip, see
MRS. HENRY FUHRMAN, Paris, Ky., or address

W. B. CALLOWAY, G. P. A,, Cincinnati, Ohio.
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Stop and ThinK

what it cost you to decorate your home, including paper,
draperies, ete., then you will put in

ELECTRIC LIGHTS

are absolutely free from soot or dirt of any kind
and will not discolor the most delicate ceiling.

which

Think of the convenience. Touch a button and you
can turn the light on in any part of the house; does
away with carrying around lighted matches and the
danger of fire.

ELECTRIC LIGHT is just what you need these
hot nights. Clear, bright and cool. Try a portable
Electric Stand Lamp and you will be convenienced.

We can wire house without
Censult us today.

your inconvenience to

*you.

PARIS ELECTRIC LIGHT CO.

S. L. ALLEN,

Manager.

TW0 Firsl-Glass-Saloons.

Cornee 10th and Main and 714 Main Streets.

VANHOOK

Bottled in Bond $1.00 Per Quart.

is not rectified whiskey, but

-
-

LION DRAUGHT BEER and BOT-
TLED BEERS Always Fresh and Cold.

T. F. BRANNON.

i is not fair.”

| upon which to hang fool jokes.

| to be

{ partner of my

{ own fanlt Bille, I
:
: &

| bring your

| make things

Best $2.00 per Gallon whiskey in the world. This|

| the cuffs.
| drew his hand,
| wrist.
| but when the handcuff king removed
| the cloth it was seen that the cuff had |
| been slipped around the arm of Bev

| Wolcott.

| at Presby.
! his plight and tell her—

-gested.

own wrist and heard the fatal click.
He, not the bride, was handcuffed to
Wolcott.

e A

' he cried protestingly, “this!

“You can unlock yourself in time to!

‘ leave at the next station,” said Wol-|
| cott.

“It's poetic justice, Billy.”

“It's confoundedly unpleasant,” Billy
retorted. “You see, I did not get the
key; never supposed that I should need |

| ing

 my feelings,” he began.

let this terminate so abruptly? Is it
not sor’

“Give my regards to Grace in case|
you see her,” called Wolcott as Bevan
made tor the door. Bevan breathed a
prayer that he would not see her, but!
as he stepped to the platform she
came toward him with sparkling eyes.

“Why didn't you let us know that |
you were coming?
slmok hands.

“l didn't know

’

it myself,” he ex-
plained. *“You see, I was carried off
while I was
Wolcott and B
call.”

“I'm glad you did,” she said smil-
ingly. “it's too bad I did not know |
that Bess was on the train.
to see May Lewis off. Oh,
hurt your wrist, Billy #’

“A little,” he admitted lamely. scowl-
at the handkerchief
around the offending cuffs.
you about it as we drive out.”

He followed her over to the
cart.

“That was very careless,” she scold-
ed. “You must have hurt your wrist.”

“It's not my wrist that hurts:

ess, so I came on for a!

have

you

dog-

explained his plight he added, “Bert

{ was hoping you would be here to sec |

me—and you were,” he ended
ably.
“Are you sorry that I was?’ she de-

miser

i manded.

“Sorry? Not a bit of it,
man feels such a fool.”
“If you ever marry what a lot of |

only

| back scores there will be to be paid |

| you

off.”

“Yes, Ted was telling me to beware |
| of the benedicts.
| to marry a man that will'get the send- |

No girl would want

off that's in preparation for me.”
“She would not care very much for
if she could not stand a little;
teasing for your sake,” she said softly.
“A little teasing!” he echoed.

How would you like”—
“There’'s a Dblacksmith shop just!

ahead,” she said hurriedly {o change

the topic. *I guess he could cut that

{ cuff.”

The blacksmith conld and did.
“That lets you out of a scrape,”

! Grace said when they were under way
| again.

| for months to get up my

| you know

“YOU WISk HIM RELEASED AT THE NEXT
STATION ?” ASKED THE MAGICIAN,

one. I just could see you going to the

| hotel and asking that a pitcher of ice |

water and a voliceman be sent to your
room.”

“This is the better joke,” smiled Wol- |
cott. “It will teach you that marriage |
is something sacred, not merely a peg‘
Let’s
2o ahead to the smoking car. We will
be less conspicuous there than here.”

Arm in arm they made their way to
the cafe car, but once there Wolcott
dropped Bevan’s wrist and let the cuff
show.

They immediately became the center
of attention. One man, more curious
than the rest, turned to Wolcott.
prisoner?’ he asked. The bridegroom
regarded Bevan with a Dbenevolent
smile.

“He is a prisoner of his own mak-
ing,”” Woleott explained. “The jail
yvawns for him, but it is more likely
the insane asylum that finally
comes into its own.”

- | grinned the questioner
“You're that bridal couple three cars
back.”

“I am part of that happy pair,”
ceded Woleott, “but this not the
and sorrows. He
simply shares my sorrows at the pres-
ent time.”

“You're a
Bevan with a chuckle. *“There’s
consolation in that. Think of poor
back there in the chair car all
alone.”

“She would rather be rid of us,” said
Wolcott comfortably. ‘It is all your
hnn(rM yon not to!
eny af Tonr fa0! &-tnlr- Rnwom

see,”

con-
is

joys

sharer all right,” agreed

Jess

< 4
of the Heqm‘"n'q Blﬂv
pay you hack some day when your neck !
goes under the matrimonial yoke.”

“The lady says to come on back
friend,” reported the white
coated porter. “There’'s a seat next
yours he can get.”

Bevan's eyes snapped. He could
interesting back in

and

chair ecar.
turn the joke on his involuntary host
was checked,

aid. “I am a hand-
“I can take those off

“Permit me,” he s

cuff magician,

if you wish.”
“Then he’ll go ranting through the

train,” said Wolcott. “I'd rather have

him where I can watch him.”

“No, it will be all right,” said the ma-
gician as he drew a handkerchief over
A click and Woleott with-
rubbing his chafed
Bevan attempted to do the same,

an's
chair.

“You wish him released at the next
station?’ asked the magician.

“Better carry him to Presby.” said
“He has some friends there.”
Bevan groaned. Grace Coburn lived
If- any one should detect
He shook his
free fist after Wolcott's retreating
form.

At Presby, Wolcott came up just as
the first cuff was unfastened from the
chair.

_ “Let him keep the other,” he sug-
“He seems so fond of them
it would be a shame to remm,m

“Your |

some :

thie !
But his amiable inte~tion to |

for a dapper little man |
| stepped forw: ud

“Only to get into a greater one,” he
declared. “I—well, I've been trying

ask you to marry me, dear.
that I love you,
that you love me or you

Do you think, dear, that you love me
enough to say ‘Yes?”

“I think I can brave even the bene-
dicts,” she answered shyly.
Physical Horrors Not Art.
subject of discussion at the
club was a

The
Impressionists’

painter, a grotesque study showing

the enchantress among a herd of bes- |

tial «things, variously
the- human type—furry
shaggy hipped satyrs,
palms, snuffing jackals and thick jowl-
ed swine—all with more or less of
agonized human intelligence protest-
ing mutely from their hideous linea-
ments.

“They are all errors, these freakish
excesses,” declared an old painter of
the second empire. “Triboulet, Quasi-
modo, Gwynplaine, have no proper
place in art. Such art belongs to the
Huuns and Iroquois, who could only be
stirred by laceration and dismember-
ment. The only effects of horror prop-
erly within the province of the artist
are psychological. Everything else is
a mere matter of the abattoir. The
body nature has evolved is
sanctified by her purpose, in any
ural function or attitude decent
comely.
finger and you have wounded the crea-
ture beyond reparation.”—Willa Sibert
Cather in MeClure's.

diverging from

it
nat
and

as

Indian Bug Eaters.

A reporter went over into the Indian
Territory and ate with the
full bloods. He says: “The insects are
caunght at night just before they are
stronz enough to fly away. The In-
dians selact & smaoth spot of ground
,whpm they heve ascertained that the

locusts

They will all| grubhe are nlentifnl and clean it off |

nicely. When it fs dark they go to the
place thus prepared with torches and
beat the ground with a maul or
up and down on it, with the resuit
that the young locusts swarm out and
are swept into b and baskets,
where they are salted, put in an oven
and browned. Impelled by
the writer took a helping of the sus-
picious looking bugs and bit gingerly
a plump one in the middle and then
ate the whole bug and helped himself
to more, for he found that the locust
| was not a bad tasting bug at all. It

s

{ has a flavor somewhat like that of a |

dried herring or salted peanuts, and
the erisp, brown bugs make very good
eating.”—Joplin (Mo.) News-Herald.

Character In the Eyes.

Character reading from the features |
i

is an interesting study in which most
| people indulge, though perhaps uncon-
| sciously. A man is heard frequently
| to remark that he never judges a per-

| son by external appearances, but let a
'porsou apply to this same man for a |
| position and the first thing he will do |
'“l" be to make a mental estimate of |

i the character, ability and general con-
dition of the applicant. And he does

Iy.
look at his eyes. More signs of char-
acter are expressed through the eyes
than any other feature. The eye is the
window to the brain, and through it an
expert character reader can often see
many a tale that would be lost to the
average person. A guilty eye has sent
lnore than one crimhm to ﬂot

“ngmw

she cried as she!

saying goodby to 'l'ed|

I came !

bandage |
“T'll tell |

it's |
When he had!

al

“Why, |
;thm are liable to wreck the train t0|
get square.

coarage to|
I think|
I know |
would have|
joked me about the scrape I was in. |

picture. ;
“Circe’s Swine,” by a young German |

eared fauns, |
apes with pink !

But lop away so much as a |

jump |

curiosity, |

this from outwafd appearances entire- |
When a man applies for a job,

EARLY ARITHMETICS.

$truggles of the Pilgrim Chlldren With !
One of the “R’s.

Next to penmanship
achool and

| stand on ~ciphering.”
figgers is what I want my
know,” said the old farmer.

the colonml

boys to
I have

schoolmaster took firm ' wheat
“The Bible and | ;

examined with care a Wingate’s Arith- {

{ metic which was used for over a cen- |

ftury in the Winslow family in Massa-
| chusetts. The first edition was printed
‘n 1620. It is certainly bewildering
! lo a modern reader. “Pythagoras—His
Table” is of course our multiplication
t'lbl(‘ Then come “The Rule of
i Three,” “The Double Golden Rule,”
| “The Rule of Fellowship,” “The Rule
| of False,” etec., ending with “a collee-

| the grain and have insteal

A BUSINESS PARABLE.

Ycu Cannot Fail to Agpreciate the
Point In This Story.

Once a farmer had 1,800 bushels of
which he sold not to a single
grain merchant, but to 1,800 different
dealers, a bushel each. A few of them
paid him in cash, but far the greater
number said it was not econvenient
then; they would pay later. A few
~onths passed and the man’s bank
account »an low. “How is this?’ he
said. “My 1,5CC bushels of grain should
bhave kept me in afluence until another
crop is raised, but 1 have parted with
only a vast
number of accounts, so smal us4 seat-

| tered that I cannot get around and oof-

{ tion of pleasant and polite questions |

to exercise all the parts of vulgar arith-
metick.”

Wingate's Arithmetic and Hodder’s
| Arithmetic were succeeded by Pike's
{ Arithmetic. This had 363 rules to be
| committed to memory, and not an ex-
| planation was given of one of them.
i It is the most barren schoolbook I
These printed arith-
metics were not in common use. Near-
ly all teachers had manuscript “sum
| books,” from which the scholars copied

| have ever read.

{ page after page of “sums,” too often |
| withont any explanation of the proc- |

| ess, though there were also many and

—Exchange.

| BARBED WIRE.

to Its Inventor.
“The luckiest invention in history,”
| said a patent official, “was that of
barbed wire.
| dent.

“Isaac L. Ellwood was the inventor
of barbed wire.
! in De Kalb, 111.,
whose pigs trexpﬂss«d on his garden,

A Lucky Device That Brought Millions |

It came about by acci- |
| Wretched Misery of the Amiable but

lect fast enough to pay expenses.’”

So he posted up a publie notice and
asked all those who owed him to pay
quickly. But few came. The rest said,
“Mine is only a small matter, and I
will go and pay one of these days,” for-
getting that, though each account was
very small, when all were put together
they meant a large sum to the man.
Things went on thus. The man got to
feeling so bad that he fell out of bed
and awoke and, running to his gran-

| ary, found his 1,800 bushels of wheat

still safe there.
dreaming.
Moral.—The next day the man went

He had only been

| to the publisher of his paper and said:
long rules, which helped the penman-

| ship if they did not the mathematics. |

“Here, sir, is the pay for your paper,
and when next year’s subseription is

| due you can depend on me to pay it

{ promptly. I stood in the position of am

editor last night, and I know how it

{ feels to have one’s honestly earned

In his youth he lived |
and, having a neighbor |

| he put up one day a wire fence of his |

' i own make. This fence had barbs and
points on it. It was queer and ugly,
: but it kept out the pigs.

“It was a real barbed wire fence,
the first in the world, and there were
millions of money in it, but young Ell-

' wood and his friends laughed at its
| freak appearance,

“One day two strangers saw this
fence, perceived bow well it kept out
the pigs, realized how cheap it was—
realized, in a word, its value—and or-
dered several tons of it from Ellwood.
Furthermore, they contracted to sell
i for a term of years all the barbed wire
he could produce.

“Ellwood borrowed $1,000 and set up
a little factory. A few years later on
he had paid back that loan and was
worth a small matter of $15,000,000
besides.”—New York Press.

|
)

The Water Lily.

Almost everybody has observed the
; strange characteristic of the water lily
bud opening its petals at sunrise and
closinz them again at sunset.
for this reason mainly
cients held the water lily sacred to the
sin. Pliny says: “It is reported that
in the Euphrates the flower of the lo-
tus plunges into the water at night, re-
maining there till midnight and to such
a depth that it eannot be reached with
the h.uAtL After mida 'b'ut it begins
gradually to rise, and as the s rises
above the horizon the flower also rises
above the water, expands and raises
itself some distance above the element
in which it 3. It
througn this " 111.:
ville proved that the Egyp
red the lily an
world as it rose from
deep.

that the an-

= was also
Hanear-
ians con-

of the

waters of the

peculiarit

side e v.u!m m

the

Scot Free.

The expression “scot free,” which is
in day, harks back to" the
times of Scottish romance and tragedy
so luminously described by Sir Walter
Scott in “The Antiquary” and “Rob
| Roy.”
| told of one form of Scottish trials giv-
en certain offenders of justice. He
who had broken the law was divested
of all of his clothing and placed at
a certain distance from archers who

use every

[had bowe and arrows ready. walting |

the command., “Fire™ When *he com-

imand was given, the man under indfet-
ment would begin running and the
archers firing, and if in running this
gantlet none of the arrows hit him he
was allowed to go scot free.—Exchange.

A Real Genius.

From the composers of all time
Beethoven stands out by himself like
some zigantic tree towering up above
| the re<t of the forest. He
greatest cenjus of all, not for any one
thing that he did, but because he was
equally great in every styvle of music
that he essayed. The first test of real
genius the ability to excel
directions,

is

money scattered all over the country im
small amounts.”—Exchange,

GOLDSMITH’S POVERTY.

Imprudent Author.

In 1738, twvo yvears after Goldsmith
returned from his wanderings on the
continent, he presented himself at Sur-
geons’ hall for examination as a hos-
pital mate, with the view of entering
the army or navy; but he suffered the
mortification of being rejected as un-
qualified. That he might appear be-

| fore the examining surgeon suitably

dressed Goldsmith obtained a new suit
of clothes, for which Griffiths, the

| publisher of the Monthly Review, be-

came security. The clothes were to
be returned immediately when the pur-
pose was served, or the debt was to be
discharged. Poor Goldsmith, having
failed in his object and probably dis-
tressed by urgent want, pawned the
clothes. The publisher threatened, and
Goldsmith replied: .
“I know of no misery but a jail, to
which my own imprudence and your
letter seem to point. 1 have seen it

' inevitable these three or four weeks

and, by heavens, request it as a favor
—a favor that may prevent something
more fatal. I have been some years
struggling with a wretched being, with
all that contempt and indigence bring

| with it, with all those strong passions

It was !

In these stirring tales we are |

which make contempt insuppertable.
What, then, has a jail that is formida-
ble?”

Such was the hopelessness, the deep
despair of this imprudent but amiable
author who has added to the delight of
millions and to the glory of English
literature.

Some Bulls.

Last year, in the north of Ireland,
the following came under my observa-
tion. In a hotel the porter, for my in-
formation and dutifully in furtherance
of the interests of his employers, re-
marked, “If you want a drive, sir, yon
needn’t go out of the hotel,” meaning,
of course, that carriages formed part
of the establishment.

Another bull was in a conversation
overheard between two workmen. One
put the question, “Were you ae-
quainted with So-and-so?’ to which
the reply was, “No; he was dead be-
fore I knew him.”

An Irish friend of mine was de-
scribing a dinner party he had been at.
It was a great success, as two noted
talkers were present, each of whom
was talking so fast that neither could
zet in a word.—London Spectator.

Eaual te the Qcecasien,

The Countess Waldegrave waa ma®
ried four times. Omne evening she ap-
peared at the opera in Dublin during
her fourth husband’s occupancy of the
post of chief secretary for Ireland.
An audacious Celt, catching sight of

| her ladyship in one of the boxes, shout-

was the |

| enthusiastically,

in all |
and for this reason I have |

always looked upen Beethoven, Shake- |
speare and Turner as the three greatest |

geniuses who have ever existed.—Emil
Sauer in Strand Magazine.

Just His Luck.
“Hello,” said Borem,
I'd drop in on you today to”—

rupted Merchant.

cause’—

“Not at all. This is the busiest day
|I've had for two weeks.”—Catholic |
Standard and Times.

Tit For Tat.

Husband—I wish I had some of those
good, old fashioned Dbiscuits
mother used to make for me. Wife—
And I wish I had some of those nice

‘tohuy toru—cucqom

ed out with real Irish temerity, “Lady
Waldegrave, which of the four did yow
like best?”

The countess was equal to the oc-
casion. Without a moment’s hesitatiom
she rose from her seat and exclaimed
“Why, the WSlman,
of course”—a remark which' naturally
“brought down the house.”

Suggestive.
“Hang it!” growled young Lovett to
the girl of his heart. “It makes me
mad every time I think of that money

' I lost today. I certainly feel as if I'd

“T just thought !

“I thought you would, too,” inter- |

like to have somebody kick me!”

“By the way, Jack,” said the dear
girl dreamily, “don’t you think you'd
better speak to father this evening?"—

| Illustrated Bits.

“You did? Now, that's strange, be- |

like |

new fashioned clothes like father nled A

Just Two Kinds of Men.
“There are two classes of mert,” said
the close observer. “One knows noil-
ing about woman, having spent years
in studying her. The other knows evy-'
erything, never having studied ber"—
Chicago Jeurnal.

At 3 A. M.
mc Wit&-’!ou needn’t mah




