
DR. LIVINGSTONE. Personal.
Seward is in feeble health.
Walt. Whitman's poem are quite

experienced a keen sensation of tri-

umph at finding Nellie Martin astually
in his boat, on splendid July morning,
when ho felt sure ho was bearing her
awav from c rreponding devices on
lani? Ahsl for Jack's triumph! If
ho could only have known that the feel-

ing uppermost in the heart of his com-

panion was one of merry anticipation of
the disgust of Murray N sbitt, when ho
should drive up to Baysidewith his new
turn out, and find that she and Jack had
" gone to sea "

Nevertheless, for she was fond of boat-

ing, the fully appreciated tho skill and
vigor of Jack's rowing, as tho gay little
craft darted forward over the g!asy wa-

ter. Nellie herself could pull very well,
but Jack Loutrel was an athlete of no
mean order.

" It's a splendid morning for a row,"
she said ; " but we must not stay out
too long. The sun will be very hot

" Not too long, indeed, " said Jack ;

" but I've a notion there's a storm

Bed Kldln-.Uot- .f.

Cool and lirk the tbaJow glimmered
la tbrlooiay. yriiu t'li wood.

Where, with rarele. liruermf footitepi,
Wi.n lerei lair Ite.l Uidin&'Hood.

D;irk the h.idowd grow ioi dimmer,
While th Kray wolf by her ile

Promised low and trcMch'rous pleading
J hat no harm hhould her betide.

I5at her iulo wift and ftrangel v,
Fluttered fat her trtiMin heart:

Yet ebe told him all her errand
re at la-- t they turned to part.

Well we know the tragic ending
Of the viiuple and old tale;

How, fur once, in fairy ctories
K T i 1 projects did not fail.

Not all wolves are dead and buried.
Nor all maiden wiser grown:

Many bean atill flutter strangely
At a irecioua lealing tone.

Therefore, linger not to litcnt
When your path by wolves u crowed,

lie you deaf unto the pleading"
She who hesitates u lost.

Varieties.
A roi'er-i- n The hangman.
A soar place Up in the clouds.
A bad thing to keep Lute hours.
A final report The crack of doom.
Tiie children's kingdom Lapland.
To make-bot- ends meet Bow very t

suddenly snatched off his light chip
hat, and sent it spinning out upon the
water.

" It's one of those varnished f lings,
and I'm sure it'll lloat. I've got an aw-

ful pull to gut ashore, and I'll see
which'll bo at Biyside first I or my
hat."

If he had any deeper thought he did
not put it into words, but dashed gal-

lantly into the fast roughening water.
And now the wind was beginning to

be something more than a breeze, and
Jack's work was all cut out for him, tor
he did not care to bo carried too far into
the cove by the tide.

Still, there was nothing to impossible
in the feat, for a man like Jack, but
wi;at, in due time,, though pale, and
dripping, and exhausted, he dragged
himself out on dry land. And then he
found it no contemptible job to coax
himself once more inside of his water-soake- d

clothing.
Beyond him, at a little distance, rose

tho bald, weather-beate- n knob that they
called "The View," and which formed
astock attraction of the Baysido" drive."
The road itself passed near where Jack
had landed, and he waited a moment
in the thick bushes at it edge, for his
ears had caught the of coming

Deacon llrovtn.

A DIALECTIC KXCl'SK FOB A GOOD MAN.

It V Dract.ii Prown y r about?
He bain t bu n round t.r a ycir;

They i Unfed li 11 la-- i kihbuge time,
Which iwh he im'i

yur p'rap you've oluorve t n a ttin'ral thing
I bet tlii lyin' under ground

For a yenr or two don't make one feci
Pretty UiH'h like sdohin' round.

krrrb trr. eh? What, obi Dene. Prown?
Will, I'm ruther 'ahainnd to '

l'hrt he wimi't muc h the nm o' aint
Sot up by llurte and May.

He never cu'l in his nat'rnl life
1 mrntion this with con-a-

.11 didn't kuow bow. though he might a know d
Kf he'd u eared to larn.

But it makcj it rough fur the chap thet gets
'1'he writin' id' hi biig

To hev ter he' olingiu' iuk
Ort--r inch a bump on a log.

TVI.. didn't amount to hu(.-- in a row.
Who never was out on a tear.

And for tacklin' a neat little same of 'draw,'
Couldn't tell a full from a pair;

fur the Dear. jut war a common cuas
O' the imift rnariet kind.

Who never looked out o' tho window o?in.
And dunm't raie a blind.

Te've no idee how parvanpe he was,
I've hearn him remark this limb

Thet though he wr raised in a Christian land.
One wife war enough fur him.

Hi e anal boat onc't it was years ajto
When driver both druv and fteerd

Kun atin toe bank above l'enn Van.
An' some o' the help got kered.

Tbr pilot Hot in the ingin-roo-

And felt bis nozzle und swore.
But the Deuc. prud his-i-- lf ut the gang-plan- k

A laudin' the ladies ashore.

?"rBp. the Deuc., ef h'd hed the rearm' of some.
W ould a panned out better that trip;

.TSst. r of birf.brou?hta&3 up,
lie didn't quite lose ni grip.

Onforfunct like fur the I)ao. an' me,
il d careful raisin' to hum;

An ytr can't 'sped much of a chap, yer know,
Dnlefs ha sprouts from a slam.

tf he'd been a high-tone- d gambolier.
Or the rough of a mining camp,

fc'ith a bushel of pin in his kerricter,
An' a touch of tairey (Samp,

Or an iojineer or an injun thar
Any kind of a rum-histi- lout

Ter'aps he'd a done some pretty big thing
Fur me to be splurgin' about.

Bat he jeet plugged on in a no 'count way,
A leadin' a good squir life.

Till the war kem on then he pulled up stakes,
And said good-by- e to his wife.

I've hearn tell a grittier man nor him
In battle never trod,

An' he didn't let down in the face of Death,
Although he believed in a God.

It's quer how he fout at Fredericksburg
The Dene. jet went in wet;

A pray in' an' ehootin.' an' every time
A fetchin' his man. yoa bet.

let he wasn't sustained by the soothin' thought
When he fell October 'Jeventh

That he'd knock'd spots out the commandments.
An' been special rough on the seventh.

Jt over beyond the turnip patch,
Some twenty holes yer can see.

That air li led hy chaps who went from here
l o tight 'gin (icneral Lee.

They went from here bout plantin' time,
1 hey kem back when corn was ripe.

An' we buried em by that walnut tree-- All

chaps of the Deacon's strip?.

We'll cross over thar to the ol 1 man's grave.
And I guess I'll be gcttin' then-Y- et

pardin, strang.-.r- . I allers unroof
At the grave o' that sort o' men.

I've been gasin' away promiscus-like- ,

But now I u.ake bold ter say.
It don't foller on a man's a sneak

'Cause he lives in a decent way.

I know some folks reck'n cont' airy wise,
An' sling their ink quite free,

But they hain't got bolt the right end on it,
.Acoordin' to my idee.

An' that's why I've strt o' been chippin' in,
A p e.idin' the Deacon's excuse,

fur you know we all can't be gamblers and
thieves.

An' all women needn't be loose.

Dednllr Advice Concerning thr (.real K.
ilr-r-Th- r rrovrn ol tola hxploi iitlou
In Afrlcu.

A cable telegram announces that
letters have been received at London
from Stanley, the explorer sent out by
the New York Herald in fcarch of Dr.
Livingstone, of which the following is a
summary t

trom Unyanyhube, where Stanley ar-

rived in September last, he intended
advancing on Uj ji, but Mirimbo, Iing
of Ujowa, declared that no caravan
should pass Ujiji, except over his body.
The Arabs had declared war and antici
pated a victory. 44 1 gave assistance
the first day, and in concert with the
Arabs attacked two villages and cup-ture-

killed and" drove away the in-

habitants. On the thin! day the Arabs
were ambushed and routed with terrific
slaughter. The fourth day was a gen-
eral desertion of the Arabs and my own
men." Alter considerable dilliculty, he
leached the suburbs of Ujiji. 44 1 enter-
ed, firing guns and carrying the Amer-
ican Hag. The astonished natives flocked
in crowds, with deafening .shouts. I

noticed, in the center, a group of Arabs,
strongly contrasting their sun-burn- t

faces with those of a hale-lookin-
gray-bearde- d

white man, wearing a naval cap
with a faded gold band and a red wool-
en shirt. Preserving a demeanor of
calmness before the Arabs, I inquired:
44 Dr. Livingstone, I presume?" He,
fmiling, answered : 44 Yes." He in-

formed me that he started in March,
1MGG, with twelve Sepoys, nine Johanna
men, and seven liberated slaves. He
traveled up the banks of the lioruma.
His men got frightened, deserted, and
reported Livingstone dead as their ex-

cuse for the desertion. He crossed tho
Chambezi, and found it not the Portu-
guese Zambezi, but a wholly separate
river. He found it was called, further
on, Lualaba. He explored 700 miles,
and found that Chambezi is doubtless
the source of the river Nile, and that
the length of tho Nile is 2,000 miles. It
is not supplied by Tanganyika. He
reached within Ls0 miles of the ex-

plored ground, when he was obliged to
return to Ujiji, destitute. He here met
me. We both left on the 10th of Octo-
ber, and arrived at Nayannmba at the
end of November. Wre spent "8 days
in exploring tho district together. Liv-

ingstone I left at Unyanyembe to ex-
plore north of Tanganyika lake, and the
remaining 180 miles of Lualaba river.
This will occupy the next two years.

Colorado Herdsmen.
For ten days a hundred men have been

sweeping every nook and corner of the
country, gathering in, rounding up, and
cutting out their stock. Men were here
from Wyoming and various parts of
Colorado, eagerly watching every round-
up to catch a glimpse of the peculiar
mark or brand that should indicate an
animal of their own number. They
adopt a half military plan, by appoint-
ing a new captain for each separate
round-up- . Before disbanding the pi ice
of assembling is designated for the fol-

lowing day, which is sometimes fifteen
or twenty miles distant from the pre-cedin- g

round up. Early in the morn-
ing horsemen may be seen radiating
from a common center and scattering
over the plains to every point of the
compass, and from 10 o'clock a.m. until
4 p. m. they come stringing in from
as many directions, each with a lot of
cattle numbering from a dozen head up
to sometimes several hundred. As fast
as the small lots are driven in they are
assembled in one general herd, and sur
rounded by enough horsemen to hold
them until the round up is completed,
when the work of cutting out commences.
(Jetting them together is only exhtlerat- -

ing exercise, but cutting them out is
luite a different thiiiir. rrom live
hundred to two thousand head consti
tute the usual number at each round
up, and they are so densely jammed to
gether in a body that if one moves it
puts the whole herd in motion ; thus
with their long horns in the air they
sway back and forth like a leafless forest
shaken in the wind.

Six or eight men are designated as
bucaros, whose duty it is to ride into
the herd, and, like so many wild In-

dians, in a herd of buffalo, they dash
among them whip in hand, select each
an animal bearing the proper brand, and
spurring their horses to their utmost
speed, they run the gauntlet of a thou-
sand bristling horns, dash out of the ex-

cited herd through the surrounding
picket line of men, and out into the
open country beyond, where the poor
brute is lefu to ponder over the sudden
change, while the bukaros return to the
herd and go through with another ex-

citing chase. About every half hour
they aro relieved by fresh men and
horses, and so the wild excitemant con-

tinues amid the din and confusion of
perhaps fifteen hundred oldercattle and
half that many calves in the beginning,
and all striving their best at once to see
which shall out-ba- the other, until
each man has separated from the main
herd the entire number bearing his
brand. The labor is not long, but ex-

tremely severe while it lasts.
Horses and riders are severely taxed,

and some of the calves get their lives
crushed out of them, and occasionally
the older ones succumb from being over
driven. Pending the cutting out period,
disputes sometimes arise between some
of the different stockmen over cattle
with dim brands, or such as have no
brands at all. In this, as in other
counties, men are finding more stock
than they anticipated, and out of the
several thousand head that have come
under my observation, not one have I

seen but was in a thriving condition,
and very many of them arc fit for the
butcher's stall. It is now well under-
stood that seven per cent, will cover
the entire loss of the stock in Northern
Colorado for the past winter. Fort Col-lin- s

Cor. Denver Xews.

A San Francisco manufacturer of
bird-cage- s discharged his workmen, to
whom he had been paying $3 per day,
and filled their places with Chinamen,
at one-thir- d that sum. When the new
hands had learned the business, they
truck for $'2. The employer refused.

Thereujxm they went into the business
on their own account, and now bid fair
to drive him out of tho market by the
superior excellence ami cheapness of
their wares.

Uncomfortable suits to wear Libel
suits.

jHjpular in France, having been trans-
lated.

A Florida negro, named Hollinstone,
gathers .$.j0 worth of moss every week.

Miss Nellie Grant, accompanied by
Minister Schenck, visited the British
House of Lords July 2.

JoAyt'iv Miller, the 44 poet of tho
Sierras," passed through Chicago last
week.

Loiris Ki'TZ, nineteen years old, and
son oi the Kepubliean candidate tor
State Treasurer of Illinois, was recently
drowned at East St. Louis.

The University of New York has con
ferred the degree of Master of Arts on
Whitelar Iieid. of the New York
Tribune.

Detroit has a wealthy old lady who haa
taken a whim to peddla oranges and figs,
and goes about the ttreets retailing her
wares.

Julia Ward Howe is in London, try
ing to enlist the active support of the
vomen ot England to a crusade against
war.

A mono the Senators whose terms ex
pire next March are Spencer, ol Ala
bama ; Pomeroy, of Kansas ; Kellogg,
of Louisiana; Nj-c-

, cf Nevada; Conk-ling- ,

of Now ork, and Cameron, of
Pennsylvania.

Miss Foley, an American sculptor at
Home, has been tibort the most suc
cessful artist in the l.'oly City, during
the past season. Most f her work has
gone to England. g

Miss Cort, a pretty young brunette of
eighteen summers, wasmanied a day or
two since to J. r. rox, alias Leslie, a
convicted horse thief, under sentence of
a year s confinement in the Colorado
Penitentiary.

Capt. James B. Eals, the builder of
the American rams and iron clads, and
the engineer of the great bridge over
the Mississippi at St. Louis, has been
made an LL.D. by the St. Louis Uni
versity.

Mrs. Eliza Callaghan purchased a
cabin ticket from New York to London-
derry in the Anchor steamship India.
She was not willing to wait lor another
vessel, and as the cabin was fuil the offi-

cers gave her a berth in the steerage.
She was taken sick on the passage. She
sued the company in the Supreme
Court for $5,000 damages, and was
awarded 3,000.

New York millionaires do not seem
content to let their families depend
upon what may be left of their transient
fortunes, after they themselves have
passed away. Hence we find that
numbers of them are the largest
patrons of the life insurance companies.
Francis S. Skiddy pays on policies
amounting to $220,000; F. E. Koberts,
Cyrus W. Field and Alexander Barrett,

200,UOO; A. B. Cornell, August Bel-
mont, and three or four more gentle-
men on $125,000; A. T. Stewart, Henry
Ward Beecher, E. B. Sutton and a
dozen others on $100,000 ; II. B. Clallin,
Ben. Wood and Judge Fuller ton, on
$175,000; Billy Tweed values his life at
$50,000, which is the figure that a score
or so of other rich men put upon theirs.

A Tragical Enigma.
The tragedy at Bridgeport, Conn., of

which Capt. Ueorge M. Colvocoresses
was the victim, promises, from late de
velopments, to ab.-or-b more of public
interest than it has yet received.

At first there was no question but
this was a deliberate, carefully-concoc- t

ed murder for the sake of gain, which
had been carried into execution with
extraordinary nerve. Committed early
in the evening, in a street of a large
city, usually much frequented at that
hour, the murder seemtd to have been
done by one who had patiently followed
his victim, and finding darkness and
solitude where neither could have
been expected, seized the opportunity
inus suaaeniy presented, mere was
nothing improbable thus far in the
theory of murder, and it was greatly
strengthened by the discovery of memo
randa which seemed to show that Capt.
ioivocoresses naa neen roooea oi a
large amount in securities. Here was
a motive for the crime, and the officers
appear to have worked as honestly and
patiently, as they have fruitlessly, upon
this basis. They seem to have been
troubled from the beginning by a cir-
cumstance never before encountered in
murder ; though the dead man had been
shot through the heart, his coat and
vest had not been perforated and his
shirt had been burned, thus showing
conclusively that the muzzle of the
pistol had been placed within the two
outer garments before the shot was
tired. It was excedingly difficult to
imagine what sort of an assassin he
must have been, who would have taken
the chance of defeating his purpose by
his snot, going astray, as there was
great danger it would from being hur
riedly hied from the side, as it must
have been.

Failing to find the slightest clue to
the murderer, the detectives went back
to the dead body, and have commenced
a critical examination of the pistol and
satchel found beside it, which it is
singular was not made before. It is
found that there are indentations in
the latter, in which the muzzle and
hammer of the weapon exactly fit, thus
raising the inference that the pistol
was the property of the deceased, and
consequently that he died by his own
hand. As a fact leading to the same
conclusion, it is announced that a few
months before his death Capt. Colvo-
coresses insured his life for the unusu-
ally large amount ol 13,000; and be-

ing sixty-fiv- e years of age, he was pay-
ing twenty thousand dollars per annum
in premiums, although now supposed
to have been a comparatively poor
man. Doubts have arisen whether he
ever possessed the securities men-
tioned in his memoranda, and these
are taken as additional evidence that
the tragedy was nothing more than a
suicide.

But it is urged against this theory
no man ever deliberately took his own
life in the cause of philanthiopy, and
that the will of Capt. Colvocoresses,
executed March 1.S72, containing
charitable bequests to the amount of a
few thousand dollars, shows that it is
impossible that his death should have
been the consummation of a shrewdly
concocted plan to defraud the insur-
ance companies. 4Yfw York Times.

brewing."
Ter haps there was ; but Jack had

made up his mind that come things
should bo attended to that morning,
storm or shine.

"There's tint desolate-lookin- little
island, at the mouth of the cove," said
Nelli. " Did you ever go ashore
there?"

"Island?" replied he. "Ys, deso-

late enough. It's dry now, at low wa-

ter, but the waves go clean over it
when the tides up. Shall we land, and
tako possession, and make believe
there's a chance ol finding pome
thing?"

4 1 don't care," said Nellie, and in a
few minutes more tney were seated
cozilv on the low ledge in the center.
and Jack was silent for a little space, sis

he 1 xked divamily out to sea, with his
great brown eyes.

hen ne turned them again at el- -

lie, they had a look in them that almost
frightened her, and she could have
wished herself in the boat again.

"What is the matter, Jack ?" she
asked, with an attempt at banter. "Are

"you
Ilusli, Nelly; don t laugh at me

just now," interrupted Jack, in a voice
that was deep, even for him ; but very
low and sweet; ,' I've something I want
to 6ay to you."

And so he had, and lie said it all be
fore Nellie could muster courage to stop
him. It was hardly a fair advantage
for Jack to take, away out there on the
half-sunke- n rock, so far from Bay side,
md a goo 1 (matter ot a mile from either
hore. remaps Nellie herself had some

huch idea, or it may be she was startled
ami bewilder d.

At all events, when her eloquent
companion pleaded for an immediate
answer, she sprang to her feet with a
lauidi that expressed a world of willful
meaning.

k Do you mean to mock me, Nellie
Martin? Do you not know can you
not feel that 1 am in earnest? It is a
matter of life and death with me ! An- -

awer me! oh. Nellie !"
"Mr. Jack Loutrel, will you have the

goodness to pull ashore, or shall 1 take
the boat, and go alone :

" I want to be your oarsman for life,
Nellie, but not just now."

Nellie was already standing by the
boat, an it rocked gently at thu edge of
the little islet.

" Shall I wait for you?" she said, and
there was a half tremor in her voice.

Jack Loutrel could not have spoken
it that moment to have saved his life,
and he eank back upon his seat, from
which he had partly risen, but with his
back toward tne boat. He justly felt
that he had said something which was
worthy of more serious dealing, coming
trcm a man in ecrnet.

Perhaps if he had spoken, or had
turned his great brown eyej upon her
for a moment, the result might have
been different; but he sat, without
voice or motion, more like a human
barnacle than anything else.

A moaient more Nellie waited. She
would have given something for an an-

swer, for any sign of yielding ; but none
came, and her proud will carried her
into the boat, and seated her at the
oars.

She pulled very slowly, and it was
half a mile to the beach in front of the
Bayside Hotel, but a curve in the land
at last hid the rock trom her sight,
without her constant gaze discerning
the slightest change of posture in the
figure she had left Mtting on tfie ledgo.

It was a trenienuoua experience tor
Nellie, altogether unlike any she had
ever had before ; ami it may have been
the tumult and excitement of her feel
ings, even more than carelessness, that
led her to accept so eagerly the offer of

. . .i '.i r i i ia urive wiin Murray restuu, which
waited for her acceptance as she step
ped on shore. Little change was re
quired in her simple seaside costume,
and in a few miuutes she was whirled
away behind the new team.

Meanwhile, J ack Loutrel had re-

mained, in almost sullen 1 xednees of
musing, for much longer time than
those who knew him would have
dreamed of, for he had risked much on
one cast, and ho had failed to win.

He was not physically uncomfortable,
for the f ist rising clouds had now
eclipsed the summer sun, and with a
good provision of fishing-tackle- , per-
haps the rock would not have been so
baid a place.

Not so very bad, with duo allowances,
for now the sore-hearte- watcher was
suddenly aroused by the plash of little
waves that were breaking at his very
feet, and he felt the fresh wind of the
sea upon his face.

"Hallo!" ho exclaimed, "the tide
coming in ? Of course it is : and what
am i to do, now Nellie has carried oil'
the boat ? '

in . i . . . .
1'i.tcK and neavy the clouds were

gathering overhead, and a sort of mist
hail settled on the water away to wind-
ward.

" Looks like something rough was
coming. Drown, sure, if I stay here.
This is an awkward piece of business;
but I've swam twice as far as that, and
carried my clothes, too. They got
wretchedly wet, though. Well, here
goes ! '

Jack Loutrel wa.s a man of action, and
his outer clothing were quickly enough
rolled inte a neat, compact bundle, and
lastem U at the back of...his neck.

.
Then,

i .i ias ne sioou ana watched the swift cur-
rent of the tide sweeping into the cove.
a thought seemed to strike him, and he

low.

It is imtsiible to say how many dog-lay- s

there are in a year, because every
dog has his day.

" Tiiey fired two shots at him," wrote
an Irish reporter; " the first snot kiuea
him, but the second was not laiai.

It is reported that the Massachusetts
shoemakers propose striking. It so,
they will probably hold on to the last,
unless their action is forced to wax to
an end by more Chinese competition.

Fame is like a shaved pig with a
grea sed tail, and it is only after it has
slipped through the hands of tome
thousands that some lellow, oy goou
luck, holds on to it.

A Wisconsin girl was so anxious to ',

know who was making tho music under
her window, the other night, that she
fell out of the window, and so scarea
her serenader that he fled and left her
to her fate.

Two Hibernians were passing a stable
which had a rooster on it for a weather-vane- ,

when one addressed the other
thus: " Pat, what's tho reason they
didn't put a Am up there instead of a
rooster 7" "An' sure," replied Pat,
"that's aisy enough: don't ye see it
would be unconvanient to go for the
eggs?''

Connecticut is excited because a
young lady of Branford has been caught
at robbing the mails. Why, bless the
unsophisticated Yankee heart, this is
what women have been persistently do--

ing ever since .hve robbea Auam oi nis
share of Paradise.

John Gill, an enamored Mississippi
youth, recently assaulted with a deadly
weapon the otjeci oi nis aaorauon oe-cau-

she declined to be Gill to his Jack.
As she wouldn't make a match with
him, he took that method to show him-
self more than a match for her.

"Johnny, where is your pa?'' "Gone
fishing, sir." " He was fishing yester-
day, was he not ?" " Yes, sir.'' " What
did he catch ?'' " One catfish, the rheu-
matism, two eels, the toothache, and
some little ones. Ma says he'll catch
the devil t. Just wait till he
gets home !"

A youno lady, who was recently out
riding, became alarmed when the horse
began to kick, and naively requested
her beau to get out anl hold tho ani-

mal's legs.
Newly Married Daughter "How

long does the honeymoon last, mam-
ma?" Practical Parent "Until you
ask your husband for some money, my
dear."

" We have a span of horses," said an
economist, the other day, " on our farm
that support themselves without any
cost." Why, how is that?'' exclaimed
a listener. " Why, you see," remarked
the questioner, " one is a saw-hors- and
the other a clothes-horse.- ''

A very cloee-fiste- d old fellow, in treat-
ing a friend to some liquor, poured out
a very small drink. The latter, taking
the glass and holding it above his head,
remarked very skeptically, ' Y'ou say
this is forty years old?"' "Yes," re-

plied the host. "Then," replied our
friend, " all I have to say is, it is very
small for its age !"

A temperance lecturer descanting on
the superior virtues of cold water, re-

marked, ' When the world had become
so corrupt that the Lord could do noth-
ing with it, he was obliged to give it a
thorough sousing in cold water."
" Yes," replied a toper present, "but it
killed every critter on the face of the
earth."

A man who wanted to buy a horse
asked a friend how to tell a horse's age.
" By his teeth," was the reply. The
next day the man went to a horse-dealer- ,

who showed him a splendid black
hors . The horse-hunte- r opened the
nimal's mouth, gave one glance at it,

and turned on his heel. "1 don't want
him." aid hi; "he's thirty-tw- years
old." He had counted his teeth.

The following note to a school teacher
in Tioy shows that there is one woman
who knows her rights and knowing,
dare maintain them : "miss i want
you to kno that i am the boss of my
boy and when i say i want him to cum
home at recess i mean business and dont
want him kept till school is out if
mothers aint to say what they want don
about such things its time somebody
knode it i dont want trouble but i am
bound to have my rites youres truely."

A kernetii y, the celebrated surgeon,
finding a large pile of paving stones op-
posite to his door, on returning home
one afternoon in his carriage, swore
hastily at the pavior, and desired him
to remove them. " Whero shall I take
them to?" asked the Hibernian. "To
hell!" cried the cholric surgeon.
Paddy leant upon his rammer, and
then looking up in his face, said with
an arch smile, " Hadn't I better tako
them to Heaven? sure they'd be moro
out of your honor's way."

We frequently hear of showers of
worms, fish, frogs, etc., but the latest
and most remarkable development in
this line is rerortt d from Sandburg, in
this State, where, just after a brief but
heavy shower, a live baby was found in
the woods. Its intimate connection
with the squall previously noted is in-
itiated upon by all the people living in
the neighborhood. AVw Ycrh World,

wheels, and he hesitated about making
an exhibition of himself. It was a ris-

ing tide he hid breasted, but within
his own heart things were at a terrible
low ebb.

Nearer and faster came tho rattle of
the wheels, and then they swept past
him at their best gait, the new team of
Murray Nesbitt, and Nellie Martin her-
self was sitting beside the handsome
driver. She seemed to be looking up
at him, too, with more of earnestness
and emotion in her face than Jack
Loutrel had ever seen there. True, it
was but a glimpso he caught as they
flashed past him ; but he cared no longer
who might see him in his forlorn pre-
dicament, and sprung over into the
road to make tho best of his way to the
hotel.

That had been an eventful morning
for Nellie Martin. It was a long drive
that Murray Nesbitt had planned for
her, and that, too, not without a pur-p- o

e of his own. The swift motion was
a good thing for Nellie, and aided amaz-
ingly in restoring the tone of her some-
what rutlled spirit; but, for all that, she
was more silent, and in a manner more
subdued than Murray had ever known
her before. How could behave given
up so good and so hopeful an opportun-
ity? At all events, he did not, and
Nellie heard him to the end in such a
half-humbl- e quietude, that Murray's
heart throbbed quick and fast, with a
glow of coming triumph.

They were not driving very fast just
then, but were coming outupon the sea-
ward slope of " The View."

Nellie's face had been half-averte-

and there was a dreamy look in her
eyes that her companion did not see.
Suddenly she exclaimed, with a sort of
half-electri- c start :

44 Where is tho rock ? Why, it is no-

thing but foam ; and how the wind is
blowing !"

Murray Nesbitt looked, with puzzled
amazement, in the direction in which
Nellie pointed.

41 Oh, that rock," he said, coolly.
Why, that's nothing. The water has

been over it this half-hour.- "

44 Home! homel Drive back to the
hotel, instantly !" gasped Nellie. "Oh!
if anything has happened to him ! I
left him on the rock without a boat!"

Even Murray's disappointment did
not prevent his ooeying so serious an
injunction, and on they sped, past Jack
Loutrel's ambuah, little dreaming that
he would come striding on behind
them.

It was a short drive, long as it seemed
to Nellie's haste;
and she ran bieathlessly from the car-
riage to the beach.

Careful hands had hauled the boats
up high ana ary, lor the waves were
chasing one another in a rough and
tumble that was momentarily becoming
more boisterous.

No one seomed at hand to help, and
Nellie's own fair hand 4 were quickly
tugging vainly at one of the gaily-pain- t

ed wherries.
44 Wait a moment, miss !" shouted be-

hind her the rough voice of the boat-keepe-

44 Why, yer into the water yer-sel- f.

You don't want to row out in all
that sea?"

" Oh ! but we must save him ! I left
him on the rocks !"

Just then, a long, crested, splashing
wave died away from around her fet,
and left behind it, on the sand, a round,
water-soake- chip hat. Nellie sew it,
and covered her face with her hands,
for now she knew that Jack Loutrel was
not upon the rock.

As for Murray Nesbitt, by this time
he measurably comprehended the situ-
ation, or thought he did, and insisted
in doing his uttermost to get one or
more of the boats into the water, hav-
ing it in mind to row all over the cove
in search of any hope of aiding his un-
fortunate rival ; while poor Nellie, after
a few moments, mechanically picked up
the wave-tosse- d wreck of a hat, and
turned back towaid the hotel, without
vouchsafing a woid of explanation to
the curious and anxious inquirers, who
were now rapidly hurrying down to the
water-side- . So general, in fact, was the
exodus, that when Nellie entered the
veranda, she found it altogether de
serted.

On she walked, like ono in a dream
but at the furth- - r end, toward the road,
a tall form, clad in garments that clung
forlornly close to their wearer, passed
stitlly by her, as if it had been one who
knew her not.

44 Oh, Jack!" exclaimed Nellie, and
she grasped him hard by the arm as she
spoke, ".lack Loutrel, is it you Jack,
here's your hat."

Jack had turned upon her a pale, re-

proachful, almost a stormy faca; but
Nellie's blue eyes were streaming with
tears, and her lips, that had been so
wiuiui, were quivering as iney never
had before.

"Oh, Jackl if you had not come
ashore, I should have died!"

44 Nellie! Nellie Martin!"
44 Yes, Jack; 1 found it out all at

once, when I saw there was nobody on
the rock. And, then oh I when 1

thought nothing but your hat Please
forgive me, dear Jack J"

Alas! for Murray Nesbitt! The glory
of his new team had departed, for Jack
Loutrel had got his answer.

WASHED ASHOKK.
Bayside," as its owner somewhat

ambitiously christened the incongruous
aggregation ot discomforts and wooden
balconies at the head of the little cove,
was one of those numberless salt-wate- r

summer refuges with which the shore
of Long Island .Sound is studded.

It was a quiet sort of place, and the
neighborhood was good ; but the most
remarkable feature of Bayside that sum-

mer was the presence of Nellie Martin.
Of course, there were other girls enough,
that came and went; but the steady
possession, week after week, of even
one undeniable be uty, is a windfall for
a smll watering-p- i ice. Old Bowers
and his managing wife frankly admitted
te each other that they could have af-

forded to bonrd Nellie for nothing.
" But not her mother,"' added the

good lady; " those tall, thin people are
awful eaters."

" But I rather like the old gentle-
man," responded her spouse. He's
a good fisherman, and he brings home
bis fish ; but I don't believe he's rich."

u If they ain't pretty well off," said his
wife, " they've no business to have
spoiled Nellie to that degree."

And beyond all doubt, the willful
beauty had been spoiled " to that de-gtee-

so that she frankly accepted all
male attention and devotien as no
more than her due, without the least
apparent idea that it could rightfully
demand repayment in more serious coin
than her own smiling approval.

To do her iustice. however, her fault
extended to her dealings with even the
ehtldren : and she seemed as hanov
among the veriest babies that came to
Bayside as with the moat of her grown- -

up admirers.
Even when her pale-face- d mother

chided Nellie on her behavior, she
could obtain no more than a kiss of
peace, and,

"Nonsense, mamma; I in sure it
won't hurt either of them."

And Mrs. Martin shook her head lov
ingly, and held her peace, for when.
among to many youug gentlemen as
appeared and at Bay-lid- e,

a voung lady like Nellie could
jay " either ol them," it was very c lear
that there were two in particular.

Both of them knew very well which
two, for Nellie's other worshippers were
tuxiecided whether .lack Loutrel or
Murray Nesbitt were most deserving
their bitterest resentment. One at least
of the more favored or skillful pair was
n;ietolein the way of anybody else
who ilreameU ot aspiring to a tete-a-tet- e

with Nellie .Martin s blue eyes ana goi
tltn hair.

Fine, t.resentable fellows were they
loth, and old Mr. Martin knew all
about them, and their fathers before
them.

" Either would do," he had said to his
ife more than once.
" Yes : but. husband "
"Oh. now. Nellie must choose for her

lelf ; and I ain't at all sure she fancies
either of them.

No more was Nellie; but they both
amused hf-- r in just such a way she like
to be amnP(l.

Jack and Murray rgallantly, main
tained an outward semblance of per- -

ronai gooU-wil- l to each other, tnrougn
all the ut and downs of their doubtful
rivalry ; but who shall blame Jack if he


