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“Oh, aye,” said McTodd, “and we'll
keep a seat for yersel’, skipper.”

“You needn’t bother,” said Kettle. “I
take no man’s place in this sort of tea
party.” He splashed off across the

boat’s captain sheltering under the lee
¢ of the companion wringing his hands.
“Out, you blitherer,” he shouted, “and
. save your mangy life! Your ship’s
gone now. You can't play hash with

swimming, half wading, and once more
beat against Miss Carnegie’'s door.
Even in this moment of extremity he
did not dream of going in unasked.

She came out to him in the half
swamped alleyway, fully dressed. *Is
there any hope?’ she asked.

“We'll get you ashore, don’'t you
fear.”

He clapped an arm around her waist
and drew her strongly on through the
dark and the swirling water toward
the foot of the companion. “Excuse
me, miss,” he said, ‘““this is not famil-
jarity, but 1 have got the firmer sea
legs, and we must hurry.”

They pressed up the stair, battling
with great green cascades of water,
‘and gaiped the dreadful turmoil on
deck. A few weak stars gleamed out
above the wind and showed the black
awave tops dimly. Already some of the
cattle had been swept overboard and
were swimming about like the horned
beasts of a nightmare. The din of surf
came to them among the other noises,
but no shore was visible. The steamer
had backed off the reef on which she
‘had struck and was foundering in deep
water. It was indeed a time for hurry.
It was plain she had very few more
minutes to swim.

Each sea now made a clean breach
over her, and a passage about the
decks was a thing of infinite danger,
but Kettle was resourceful and strong,
and he had a grip round Miss Carnegie
and a hold on something solid when
the waters wrenched him, and he con-
trived never to be wrested entirely
from his hold.

But when he had worked his way
aft a disappointment was there ready
for him. The quarter boat was gone.
McTodd stood against one of the dav-
its cool and philosophical as ever.

“You infernal Scotchman, you've let
them take away the boat from you!”
Kettle snarled. “I should have thought
You could have kept your end up with
a mangy crowd like that.”

The boat’s fn the wash' below there,
o at the end of the tackles, with her side

. stove in. She drowned the three men
that were lowered in her because
they'd no’ sense enough to fend off.”

“That comes of setting a lot of farm-
ers to work a steamboat.”
“Aweel,” said McTodd, *“steamers
_have been lost before, and I have it in
%mlnd. captain, that you’ve helped.”
“By James, if you don’t carry a civil !
ngue, you drunken Geordie, I'll knock
é you some tecth down to cover it!”

I owed you that!” *said Me-

“But now we're quits. I bided
bere, Captain Kettle, because I thought |
you'd maybe like to swim the leddy off
to the shore, and at that I can bear a

=1

“Mae,” said Kettle, “I take back
* what I said about you're being Scotech.
" You're a good soul”— He turned to
- the girl, still shouting to make his
. voice carry above the clash of the seas
and the bellow of the siren and the
noises of the dying ship: “It's our only
chance, miss, swimming. The life
buoys from the bridge are all gone.
looked. The hands will have taken
them. There'll be a lot of timber float-
ing about when she goes down, and
we'll be best clear of that. Will you
trust to us?”’

“I trust you in everything,” she said.

Deeper and deeper the steamer sank
in her wallow. The lower decks were
Swamped by this, and the miserable
cattle were either drowned in their
stalls or washed out of her. There
was no need for the three to jump.
They just let go their hold, and the
next incoming wave swept them clear
of the steamer’s spar deck and spurned
them 100 yards from her side.

They found themselves among a
herd of floating cattle, some drowned,
some swimming frenziedly, and with
the Inspiration of the moment laid hold
of a couple of beasts and so supported
themselves without further exertion.
It was no use swimming for the pres-
,ent. They could not tell which way
the shore lay. And it behooved them to
reserve all their energies for the morn-
ing, so well as the numbing cold and
the water would let them.

Of a sudden the bellow of the steam-
er's siren ceased, and a pang went
through them as though they had lost
a friend. Then came a dull, mufiled
explosion, and then a huge, ragged
sliape loomed up through the night
like some vast monument and sank
swiftly straight downward out of sight
' ' beneath the black, tumbled sea.

§ “Poor old girl,” said McTodd, spit-
ting out the sea water. “They’d a fine
keg of whisky down in her messroom.”

“Poor devil of a skipper!” said Ket-
tle. *It's to be hoped he's drowned out
of harm's way or it'll take lying to
keep him any rags of his ticket.”

The talk died out of them after that
and the miseries of the situation closed
¢ In, The water was cold, but the air
was plercing, and so they kept their
8= bodles submerged, each holding on to
S, the bovine raft and each man sparing
' . a few fingers to keep a grip on the girl.

streaming decks and found the cattle-

her any more.” After which pleasant
speech he worked his way below, half y

1
'l\ “Use your eyes,” said the engineer. i
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* The next incoming wave swept them clear
One of the beasts they clung to quickly

"drowned; the other, strange to say,
kept its nostrils above water, swim-

v ming strongly, and in the end came
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"alive to the shore, the only four footed |

occupant of the steamer to be saved.
At the end of each minute it seemed
1 to them that they were too bruised and
numbed to hang on another GO seconds,
rand yet the next minute found them
' still alive and dreading its successor.
| The sea moaned around them, nrourn-
ing the dead: the fleet of drowned cat-
tle surged helplessly this way and that,
| bruising them with rude collisions, and
| the chill bit them to the bone, merci-
| fully numbing their pain and anxiety.
Long before the dawn the girl had
| sunk into a stupor and was only held
| from sinking by the nervous fingers of
| the men, and then the men themselves
| were merely automata, completing
| their task with a legacy of will.

When from somewhere out of the
morning mists a fisherboat sailed up,
manned by rugged, kindly Irish, all

| three were hauled over the gunwale in

{ one pontinuvus dripping string. The |

| 8rip of :he raen’s fingers had endured
too iong to be loosened for a sudden
i call such as that.

They were taken ashore and tended
with all the care poor homes could
give, and the men, used to hardships,
| recovered with a dose of warmth and
| sleep. o

and in fact for a week lay very near to
death. Kettle staid on in the village,
| making almost hourly inquiries for
{ her. He ought to have gone away to

dren, and he upbraided himself bitterly
for Lis neglect of these duties. At last
| the girl was able to it up and see him,
(and he visited her, showing all the
deference an embassador might offer
{0 a queen.

She listened to his tale of the wreck
| with interest and surprise. She was
. almost startled to hear that others, in-
cluding the captain and two of the

mates, were saved from the disaster !

besides themselves, dut at the same
'limo unfeignedly pleased. And she

was pleased also to hear that Kettle |
7 % {
( was subpanaed to give evidence before

the forthcoming inquiry.

“I am glad of that,” she said, *‘be-
cause 1 know you will speak with a
free mind. You have told me so many
times how incompetent the captain

was, and now you will be able to tell it |

to the proper authorities.”

Kettle looked at her blankly.
that was different,” he said.
say to them what I said to you.”

“Why not? Look what misery and
| suffering and loss of life the man has
| caused.
| ship.”
| “But, miss,” said Kettle, “it’s his liv-
ving. He's been brought up to seafar-
| ing, and he isn’t fit for anything else.
| You wouldn't have me send out the
rman to starve? Besides, I'm a ship-
| master myself, and you wouldn’t have
i me try to take away another master's
(ticket? The cleverest captain afloat
| might meet with misfortune, and he's

“But

always got to think of that when he's |

put up to give evidence against his fel-
| lows."”
| “Well, what are you going to do,
| then?"

“Oh, we've got together a tale, and
when the old man is put up on his
trial the mates and I will stick to it
through thick and thin. You can bet
that we are not going to swear away
| his ticket.”

“His ticket?”

“Yes, his master’'s certificate, his

{ means of livelihood.”

“I think it’s wrong,” she said excit-
edly, “criminally wrong. And, besides,
you said you didn’t like the man.”

“l don't. 1 dislike him cordially.
But that's nothing to do with the case.
{ I've my own honor to think of, miss.
i How'd 1 feel if 1 went about knowing
i I'd done my best to ruin a brother cap-
tain for good and always?’

“You are wrong,” she repeated ve-

hemently. *“The man {s incompetent

{ by your own saying, and therefore he

+ should suffer.”

| Kettle's heart chilled,

I *“Miss Carnegie,” he said, “I am dis-
appointed In you. 1 thought from your
poetry that you had feelings. I thought
you had charity, but I find that you
are cold.”

“And you,” she retorted, “you that 1
had set up for myself as an ideal of
most of the manly virtues, do you
"think 1 feel no disappointment when 1
hear that you are deliberately propos-
ing to be a liar?”

“I am no liar,” he sald sullenly. “I
have most faults, but not that. This is
different. You do npot understand. 1t

is not lying to defend one's fellow ship- |

master before an inquiry board.”

{ The girl turned to the pillow in her
chalr and hid her face. “Oh, go,” she
sald, “go! I wish I had never met you.

v I thought you were so good and so
brave and so honest, and when It

Miss Carnegic took longer to recover |

seek fresh employment; he ought to |
have gone back to his wife and chil- |

“1 can't |

He isn’t fit to command a |

comes to the pinch you are just like
the rest. Go! Go!"”

“You say you don’t understand,” said
Kettle. “I think you deliberately won’'t
ium]crstnm]. miss. You remember that
1 I said 1 was disappointed in you, and 1
| stick to that now. You make me re-

member that 1 have got a wife and
| family I am fond of. You make me
| ashamed I have not gone to them be-
fore. Goodby, miss.”

“Goodby,” she sobbed from her pil-
low. “lI wish I could think you are
right, but perhaps it is best as it is.”

In the village strect outside was Mec-
Todd, clothed in rasping serge and in-
clined to be sententious. “They've
whisky here,” he said, with a jerk of
the thumb. *“Irish whisky that's got a
smoky taste that's rather alluring
when once you've got over the first dis-
like. I'm out of siller mysel’ or I'd
stand you a glass, but if you be in
funds I could guide you to the place.”

Kettle was half tempted, but with a
wrench he said “No,” adding that if he
once started he might not know when
to stop.

“Quite right,” said the engineer,
“you're quite (hic) right, skipper. A
I man with an inclination to level him-
I self with the beasts that perish should
lalways be abstemious.”

He sat against a wayside fence and
prepared for sleep. “Like me,” he
| added solemnly, and shut his eyes.

“No,” said Kettle to himself, *I won't
| forget it that way. 1 guess I can man-
lage without. She pretty well cured
| me herself, and a sight of the missis
| will do the rest.”

|
|

Great Speed.
| An extract from the New York Even-
ling Post of Oct. 2, 1807, may afford
| some amusement to travelers by water
i in this progressive age:
Mr. Fulton’s new invented steam-
! boat, which Is fitted up in a neat style
| for passengers, and is intended to run
from New York to Albany as a packet,
| left here this noon with 90 passen-
| gers, against a strong head wind. Not-
| withstanding which, it was judged
! that she moved through the waters at
| the rate of six miles an hour.

' Missed His Train.

I Baxter—An awful accident happened
| at the station this morning. Hustle
was hit by a locomotive and carried
half a mile up the road. It is not ex-
pected he will recover from his inju-
ries.

Scott—Up the road! Then it wasn’t
his train. It must have made Hustle
mad to be taken half a mile the wrong
; way.—Boston Transcript.

|
|
|
|

Realistic.

“Dear me, what a vivid literary
style! 1 can almost smell the smoke!”
| —Chicago News.

! Unavailing.

“If 1 could but digest!” implored the
dyspeptic.

Fate was quite deaf to his entreaty.

“Well, then, if I could jest die!” the
hapless wortal exclaimed.

Now, this was genuine Anglican hu-
mor, and fate laughed immoderately,
but yielded nothing.—Detroit Journal.

A Serious Blunder,

“You make a great mistake in sayin
my daddy wuz lynched fer hoss steal-
in.”

“Impossible!"” replied the editor.

“No, sir! I know what I'm talkin
about. Hit wuz a mule he stole!”"—At-
lanta Constitution.

Force of Habit,
Customer — What's this? Seventy-
five cents for a 2 cent stamp? Why,
that is outrageous!
Druggist—Beg pardon, sir. I thought
you had a prescription for it.—Balti-
more American.

Its Leading Features,
“Pa, what is ‘art for art’s sake? ”
“Ob, it would take me a long time to
explain thé thing to you, but the prin-
eipal parts of it are soiled cuffs and a
hungry look.”—Chicago Times-Herald.

Not Playing Fair.

Swordfish—Hold on;that hurts! Don’t
I you know we're playing French duel 7—
| Chicago News.

|

' First Inspection.

“Your doom is sealed!” said the sher-
| iff solemnly.
| “Doesn’t matter!” responded the pris-,
oner absently. “My wife will open it!”
—Chicago News.

1

Second Thought.

“It cannot be,” sighed the maid. “I
respect you highly, Mr. Hunniwell,
but we are incompatible.”

“Well, I suppose it cannot be help-
ed,” the young man replied, pocketing
his chagrin and looking about for his
hat. “But it defeats all my cherished
hopes. I had planned a house in which
I fondly imagined we might be happy.
It was to have had a pantry twice as
large as the ordinary size, with a
roomy closet in which to stow away
the new cooking utensils and things |
that a woman naturally buys when a
peddler comes along.”

“Stay, Harry,” she said falteringly.
“Perhaps I have been too hasty. Give
me a day or two to think it over. It
is not impossible that—that”— |

—Chicago Tribune.

Those Sweet Girls. |
“Yes, he knelt at my feet,” said the
one in blue. [
“Indeed?” returned the one in gray.
“For fully 15 minutes,” went on the
one in blue. !
“Some of those shoe clerks are awful-
ly slow in fitting one, are they not?’
suggested the one in gray.—Chicago
Post.

Gave Her an Opening.

Mr. Gayboy (over his paper)—Well,
well! Here's another shocking story |
of crime. Truly, one half the world
doesn’t know how the other half lives.

Mrs. Gayboy (significantly)—Yes, and 1
very frequently a man's better half
doesn’t know how the other half lives.
—Philadelphia Press.

Failed to Work,

“If you would always think twice be-
fore you speak, Johnny, dear, you nev-
er would get into any of these troubles
with your playfellows.”

“Huh! You don’t know Arch Staple-
ford! You hain’t got time to think once
fore he hits you!"—Chicago Tribune.

One to Fit,
Mr. Houskeep—I want to get a serv-
ant girl.
Employment Agent—What sort of
girl do you want?

about 2 by 5. We're living in a flat at
! present.—Philadelphia Press.
|

When Mother Scrubs.
When mother scrubs us Sunday morn,
There's lively times, you bet;
There's faces wry, with howl and cry
To keep out of the wet.
There's argument and weak excuse
And faces full forlorn
When mother scrubs and digs and rubs
Us every Sunday morn,

When mother scrubs us, there's a glow
Of white comes o’er the scene,

A shedding of the old, and new
Comes where the old has been;

A shrinkage in more ways than one,
A wish we'd ne'er been born,

When mother scours with all her powers
On every Sunday morn,

When mother scrubs us Sunday morn,
She gets all out of breath;

8he pant$ and sweats and sighs and frets
And scrubs us most to death,

She scrubs our backs till they are sore,
Till skin and flesh are gone,

Then wonders why we'd rather die
Than wake on Sunday morn.

No wonder Billy Buzzey says i
That I'm a thin skinned jay;
I've got to be, 'cuz ma, you see,
Has scrubbed it all away.

Oh, won't we be a happy lot,
The wildest ever born,

When we're too big for ma to dig
And scrub on Sunday morn?

The

tobacco

sells on its merits..

Made only by
. C. WETMORE TOBACCO CO.
St. Louis, Mo.
The largest independent

Jactory in America.

J. G. WYGANT

For Hardware, Steele Ranges and Steel Cook Stoves,
Window Glass, Wasging Machines, Tinware, Granite
Iron, Cuttlery, and Carpenters Tools.

I am also in the

market with Timothy, Blue Grass, Red and White
Clover, Alsyke and other grass seed at bottom prices.
Call at the old Hub store around the corner and get

Mr. Houskeep—Ii'd like to get one

my - figuress before buying.

J. G. WYGAN'T,

Denison, Ia.
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MONEY TO L

ORAWFORD GOUNTY

Heal Estate Excha[ge

E. GULIGK. Mang’r.

Denison, - -

lowa.

Farms and Town Property Sold or
Exchanged on Commission.
LOANS -:- NEGOTIATED.
\ Abstracts of Title Furnished. Taxes

Paid and Rents Collected.

Any business entrusted to me will receive
prompt and careful attention,

CAN or Heal Estate security Not a 21,000,000, but a few §100

Apply to K. Gulick, Room No. 3, Gulick & Solomon block
Denison Iowa,

OR SALE Several choice improved farms, close to school and market. Call
on or address E. Gulick, the leading real estate agent, Denison, Ia,

FOR SALE Chofce resident properties and unimproved town 10ts on easy terms,
to E. Gulick, real estate and loan agent, Danison. lowa.

—New York Herald

ESPECIALLY IN THESE COUNTIES:

Farming is Profitable in Nebraska.

Cuming Pierce Antelope Colfax
Stanton Knox Holt Platte
Madison . Boyd Rock Boone

! 5
| CHEAP RATE HOMESEEKERS EXCURSION Tickets on sale via the “North-Western Line”
VTO Points on FREMONT, ELKHORN & MISSOURI VALLEY R. R.
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£ . About..
: Bradbury's §
: Chocolates
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Big sales enable him to keep his stock

fresh, A chocolate should never be more than ten days

old, Chocolate catering is something of an art and

BradBury is fortunate in having secured the sale of the

famous GANEMEDE BRAND. They cost him more

than common brands, but they are delicious. T:;y them

The Palace Wakery,

m. m. Bradbury,
Proprictor.

BN

Are withou' question the finest, best flavors and choic”

est in Denison.
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A Few Pointers On Pianos!

for you to consider.

frame securely together.

We will give you a few pointers on the excellency of the IVERS & POND
Pianos and next week we will give you a few more.
That is for Point of merit, this piano is unexcelled.
They are the full iron frame from top to bottom.
scale, in a large case. Iron frame cast with two flanges, one extending
over the other under wooden skeleton frame, thus binding metal and wood
The majority of makes depend upon screws and
bolts only to withstand the enormous strain of the strings.
hole is drilled through iron frame for each tuning pin instead of one large
opening in iron frame, exposing wood and weakening the piano.
bushing around each tuning pin made of hard rock maple, guled up in lay-
ers gives added strength to tuning pins, insuring stable tuning qualities.

There is one thing

Allarge scale, not a small

A separate \

A wooden

E. C. CHAMBERLIN, The Jeweler,

Next Door to Johnson’s Book Store,

Denison, lowa.
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