THE WILD WESTERN GIRL:

Chicago Sun.

She tonches my cheek, and I quiver—
I tremble with exquisite pains;

She sighs—liko an overcharged river
My blood rushes on through my veins.

She smilecs—and in mad tiger fashion,
As o she-tiger fondles her own,

I clasp her with fiercencss and passion,
And kiss her with shudder and groan.

. —Llla Wheeler.

She smiled when I montioned the oysters,
And grinmed at the sight ofa stew,
Very much as a frolicsome boy stirs
When he dons his first jacket of blue.
I gazed with enghantmentand wonder
On her beantiful Omaha hair,
Aud mL\mndured my money liko thunder
On this wild witcfxiug maiden 8o fair,

But when she was filled to repletion,
With stewsand hot coffee and fries,
And the supper had reached a completion,
In front of her Ban Butler's oycs;
Belold, she arose from the table,
And accepted the arm of another,
And ere to pursuo I wasable, A
She had goune with her strapping big
brother.

THE LION'S CLAW.

Julien de Rhe, lieutenant in the navy, had
come back ina sad condition from his oxpe-
dition to Cochin China; and when, after three
long months of iliness in his Touraine home, he

grew strong enough to walk a few yards on the |

terrace of the banks of the Loiro, with his moth-
or and sister on each side of him—how lovingly
thoy had nursed Lim, the good souls!—thoso
shivering fits still came over him gometimes if
tho autumn winds were colder than usual.

“You should go to Pau for the winter,” said
the doctor; *‘the climateismild and not too hot
~—just the thing for you—calming and soothing;
and you will come back to your mother, in three
wonths' time, a man again.”

And so it was that, toward the middle of No-
‘vember, Julien de Rhe, leaning from his sun-
lit window in the Hotel Garderes, looked out on
.the sublime panorama of the Pyrenees, puffing
the while at those cigarettes which seem so de-
licious to & convalescent, and fell to thinking of
those he had smoked formerly in socret between
-deckson the Borda. They brought back all the
-sensations of his sixteenth year.

“Why, the placeis full of pretty women,” said
‘the young fellow the first time he wentout to
listen to the band in the Place Royale, and to
stroll in the sun in front of tho statue of good
King Henry; and though ho was neither a
libertine nor a fop, the sailor, beginning to en-
joy lifc again, dressed himself in his best cap,
aud his frock coat with the three new gold
bands, and the rosette of the Legion of Honor,
that his mother had brought to him when
lie lay in bed 8o ill that he never hoped to
wear it but once—on the black cloth of his
ooffin. '

it had been a good idea, all the same, to come
%0 Pau. How beautiful it was—the sun that
‘warmed without burning, the blue heavens,
‘the wild landscape, withits far-off boundary

-of hills, and beyond its snow peaks rising into

the sky! And how amusing it was to stroll :

-about in that cosmopolitan crowd, among the
fair foreigners, and listen to their voices talk-
iing every language in Europe, and mingling
“togother like the diffcrent songs of the birds in

-an aviary, Itis truc that there were some dis-

agreeable sights as well—such as the young
Eunglishman, for instanco, in the last stage of
-consumption, who was wheeled about in a
Little carriage by his servant, wrapped in
shawl and comforters; the Englishmau who had
eycs like a boiled cod-tish, and wore a black
respirator over his mouth.  Ah! it was enough
10 make onc shiver. And then after the first
movement of pity—men are such egotista—
-Julicn remembered what he looked like him-
self when he landed at Toulon, as thin as
& skeleton, with circles around his eyes like
iwo rings of chocolate; and he
that, now he was cured, he had had a narrow
escape.

AndJulien de Rhe fclt that it was a good thing
to Le alive, to broathe the soft warm air out
there in the sunshine, well dressed, freshly

«8haved, and proud of the rosette at his button-
‘hole. And
gazed after the pretty women who passed
him, andat last stopped, feeling quite =oft-
cned at the sight, to watch the pretty little
American gitls, in black stockings and "gloves
and floating white dresses, who were daucing
in a ring around one of the trees of the Place
Royale, to the tune of the double-quick

march which the baud was playing.

He wi: | st ready to fall in love, this happy
convaivscent, and it was a caso of love at first
sight the day ho saw Madcmoisclle Olgs Bar-
barine, the most beantiful girl of all the Rus-
aan colony, jump from her horse in front of
the Hotel Gassion, where she lived with her
another.

It was five o'clock in the evening, and she
‘had just returned from the hunt. The fivo or
8ix admirers, in pink, who had accompamed
hier had jumped oft their horscs together, to
ielp her down.  She took the first hand that
came, and as soon as she was off her horse,
she knockedon oue of the tables in the veranda
with the handle of her riding-whip, and call-
ing fora cup of milk, which she drank at a
dranght, stood there a moment, laughing,
looking like some goddess of old with her
slendor form distinetly outlined as if molded
wn her black riding-habit, and the wavosof her
ahining auburn hair loosened from her man's
hatand falling on her shoulders. She held
hier empty eup in both hands, satisfied, and,
a8 it were, intoxicated by the fresh beverage,
and behind her the setting sun lit up her gold-
-on hair till 1t encircled her face like a halo.

Then, suddenly growing grave agaiu, she
put down the cup on the table, gave a slight,
wisdainful bow to the group in pink, and walked,
with a quuonla step, int) the hotel, tapping
tier boot with her riding-whip.

Three days later Julien de Rhe, who had
urcm his time asking his friends, *“Who is
she? Lam madly in love with her; I adore
dier,” ete., was introduced—not a very dificult
amatter—to the Barbavines, und made one of
the squuadron of admirers of the beautiful Rus-
slan .

Was she reaily a Russian, this intoxicating
areature, who had heen galloping aboutall day
and waltzing all night, eversince the hoginning
of thuscason? Yes, by her reputed fathor,
her mother's fivst husband, the Couut Barba-
vine. Butevery oune kucw the mother had
bYeen aivorced illﬂt at the very time of her
daughter's birth, and that Madame Barbarine,
whose father was a New  York banker named
Jacobson, had long kept up a liaison that was
nlmost public, with a unorthern prince—some
Christian or Oscar.  Had 8ho any nationality,

this child who had.heen brought up, hy turns,
in a Scotch unrsery, in a convent at N;iple-q in
n Achiool at Geneva; who had slept half her
nights on the cushions of express trains, and
in whose memory, asin a stercoscope, there
was nothing but a succession of watering-
places, sca-side towns, winter cities, and other
places of fashionable resort, to whicly, for the
last fitteen years, her mother—stilla handsome
woman, in spite of the eruption on her face—
+had carried her blase person, her ennu i lher
samovar, and her petmoukeys? Alas!shohad
10 country, this strange girl, who with all the

thought '

he gave mouney to the bezgars,

1 modesty of & maiden, had the audacity of a
boy, and who said, laughing at herself, “As
for me, I am neither from London, nor from
Paris, nov from Vienna, nor from St Petors-
burg. Iam from the table d'hote.”

Had she any relations? None, itseemed.
Hor truo fathor—the Oscar, or Christian, to
whom Madame Barbarine so often alluded had
been dead several yecars, and her father ac-
cording to the law—tho Russian connt—had
never taken any notice of her. He was com-
pletely ruined, and had no other means of ex-
1stance but his gun. He was a dead-shot, and
earned his living by winning prizes at the pig-
con matches, like a sort of civilized Leather-
stocking., As for the countess, though she had
periodic attacks of motherly sentimentalism
that set ones teeth on edge they rang so false,
sho was blessed witithe most perfect, absolute.
and utter selfishness. When Olga, who was
then cight years old, had had typhoid fever,
and nearly died of it, Madame lhr{;.u'ine. while
she was nursing her little girl forappearance's
sake, never onco forgot to put on her greaced
gloves at night to keep her hands white.

Julien de 1tho learnvd all those things when
ho enrolled himself in the ﬂymdg squadron that
was always manceuvring round about Madem-
oisclle Olga Barbarine. Yet he fell inlovo
with her desperately, this strange and touching
girl, who looked him so straight in the face,
and who, the day the lieutenant was introduced
to her by a mutual friend, said to him, as she
lit her pl:eresli cigaratto:

“Ah! you are the man who isso muchin
love with me? How do you do¥”

And she shook his hand like a man.

He fell in love with her, the good honest
sailor, and to love her all the moro that, be-
forc long, he come to understand and pity nher.
For he was not mistaken; Olga was strange,
and badly brought up; but she had no co-
quetry, and hersoul was proud and wue. Who
kiows? Perhaps she felt the vamity of her
lifc of pleasure and agitation. What is cer-
tain iy that she judged, and judged severely,
all those young fellows who danced atten-
dance upon her in the hnuting field, and wrote
their names on her programmo every evening,
They were all in love with her, but nono of
them really respected her, for there was not
one among them who had as yot made up his
mind to ask her to marry him. And she
treatod them pretty roughly, and called them
to order—with a good stroke of her riding-
whip, like the handsome horsewoman she was
—when they ventured to whisper too close in
her ear in the whirl of a waltz, or to squeeze
the hand she held out to them in good-fellow-

ship. Julien, whose refinement of leart
stood him instead of quickness
of perception—it i8 often the

simple-minded who see the most clearly—had
discovered the hidden treasures of loyalty in
the soul of this patrician, who was in reality so
unhappy. He loved her for her beauty cer-
tainly, and his senscs reeled when he felt her
lean upon his arm in the pauses of the dance—
this grand, fair woman, with her dark cyes,
and her skin that seemed so like the rose after
a storm, when, in her nonchalant way, she
talked to him, intoxicating him with the ‘violet
fragrance of her breath and tlie glitter of her
starry eyes. But he loved heras well, he loved
her ahove all for the pain she hid so proudly;
and his heart burned as he watched the sad,
sorrowful glance that Olga bent on her mother
when Madame Barbarine, at her four-to-six
tea—sitting with her back to the light to hide
the black spots on her nose, against which
even the anti-bolbos was powerless—hinted
almostopenly at her royal conquests in the
northern courts.

He would marry her!
her sw:{ from these perilous surroundings.
He would take her to his own mother, who was
& yood woman. She should breathe the puri-
fying and strongthening atmosphere of a home

Yes, he would take

{Go away, and say no mora, for God's sake,
Only—you leave mo your lion's claw, won't
you? It will remind me of a truc-hearted man,
to whom I have acted like a true-heartel wom-
an. No; say nomore. We must part forever.
Fa*rowuli. -/

» »

Throo“year: after the steam tmn:port, bu
Couedie, returning from Senegal, touched at
the Canaries to take in lotters. After she had
started on her journey through the rough
night again, tho boatswain came into the offi-
cers’ cabin and laid a packet of newspapers on
the table,

Julien de Rhe opened a news sheet about
three weoks old, from Paris, and read under
the heading “Movements and Whereabouts,”
tho following lines:

“His Majesty the King of Swabia, who is
traveling incognito, under the name of the
Count of Augsberg, arrived here yosterday ev-
ening,

“An annoying nccident haEpened at tho sta-
tion on his majesty’'s arrival.” The Baroness
de Hall, who, only accompanioed by her mother,
the Countess Barbarine, was traveling with his
majesty, lost a jewel—of slight value, though
she apparently sct greatstoreon it. It is a
simple lion’s claw mounted on a small circlet
of gold. Madume de Hall has offered a reward
of twLo hundred francs for the recovery of this
jewel”

“‘Look out, Julien, you ara forgetting the
hour of your watch, my dear fellow.”

*Thank you,” said Julien de'Rhe, throwing
down the paper, and walking as from a dream.

That night the man at the wheel, who was
alone on the poop with the officer of the watch,
saw him put his handkerchid® to his face sev-
oral times, There was agood deral of wind and
sleet, vet, where he stood, it could not have
reached him.—Translated for the Argonaut
from the French by Mademoiselle Bouchier.

A TERRIBLE MOMEAT.

Florence Revere Pendar in N. Y. Mercury.

It was at one of New England’s protty towns
that Nina Walters first joined our show, with
her fellow porformer, Louis Mason and Joe
Fullor; apprenticed like himself to old Pa
Dryer, who was wont to boast that the chil-
dren he took to train were as well cared for in
every respect a8 Lis own, which statement I
have never had any reason to doubt; and I
may say I have more than once witnessed tho
strict impartiality with which he administered
corporal punishment to his progeny and ap-
prentices if they failed to come up to the mark
in their respective duties. Many a time havel
seen himin his ring, his full, red face beam-
g with gonial smiles as he put a child through
he pad-act with:

“Now, Maudie dear, one, two, three, jump.
Oh!—can’'t? Want a little help?” crack whip’s
lash around the little girl's slender ankles, and
with:

““Oh! pleasg don't, I wilL® over the banner
the frightened child jumped.

“Lor! bless you,” would this veteran child
trainer observe; “you've got to frighten some
on'em intoit. It's all for their good. Just
look at the youngsters I've turned out, & earn-
ing their hundred and fifty and two hundred a
week now,” after which speech Pa Dryer would
beam complacently upon his listeners. But I
am digressing.

that was worthy of the name. In a word, he
would save her!

He often thought of it; he thought of noth-
ingelse now. Heeven fancied sometimes that
Olga guessed his iutention, and at Madame
Barbarine's four-to-six, where Olga treated all
her admirers in that frank boKish way of hers,
! when she handed tho sailor his tea in a glass,

after the Prussian fashion, he thought he saw
| in the depths of the younggirl's eycsa sweet
| far-away light that seemed to respond to his
geue:_ouu pi?' and i:xﬂu.ite gendern*es».

““Yes, Mademoiselle, my sick leave isup in a
i weck. I shall leave Pau to-morrow. I shall
i 8pend a few days in Touraine with my sister,
i and from there {shsll go back to Brest as a1d-
i de-camp to tho naval prefect. In a year or

eighteen months I shall go to sea again,”

They were alone in the reading-room of the
| hotel, standing near an open window, with
i thousands of stars twinkling and glimmering
i above them in the dark heavens.

“Good-bye, then, and a pleasant journey,”
auswered Olga with her fresh, firm voice.
| “Iwaut to ask you for something, Monsicur
t de Rhe. Yes, that liou’s claw mounted ona
 little gold ring that you wear at your watch-
! chuin. T havea fancy forit. Ttcamo froma
! liou that you once killed out hunting in Africa,

didn'tit? Iam asortof wild animal myself.
That trinket pleascs me. Give it to'me; I will
keep it in remembrance of you.

Julien unfastened the little charm and put
it into the girls hand; then suddenly he caught
her hand in both his own and whispered pas-
sionately:

“Ilove you! Will you be my wife?”

Olga loosened ner hand gently, still holding

the lion's claw; then, crossing her arms upon
her breast, she looked Julien full in the face
for a moment with no sign of emotion on her
own.
“No,” she said, at last, “no! And yet you
are the first man who has loved me and told
me #0 in that straightforward way. It is for
that reason that I nefuse.”

“Olga'” cried Julicn in a changed voice.

“Listeu to me,” she went on, interrupting
him by a gesture, “and understand thoroughly
why Lanswer no. [ feel that I am not worthy
of you, and I should not make you happy. You
remember that letter of your sister's that you
complained of having lost.  Woll, you dropped
it hore, and I picked it up and read it. {’our
sister answered the confessions you had made
of your feelings toward me—fecelings that I
had guessed long ago. She rejoiced at them,
like the simple, innocent child she is, but in
terms that have shown me what a wide, what
a terrible difference there is between me and
the real maiden. When I read that lettor I

saw  what your family was like,
Yours i3 an old and honorable house
—is it " not’—into which you' shoull

bring none but an honorablc wife, Youshould
thank God, Monsicurde Rhe, that you have a
gray-haired mother of whom you can never
think without feeling a proud tenderness melt-
ing your heart. I havea mother, too, but I
have been forced to judge hor.  You have only
soen the ridiculous side, monsicur, but I know
her better.  If you were to ask her for my
hand, she would refuse you, becausc you are of
minor nobility, and your fortune is moderate.

My mother has made up her mindI am to
make v grand marriage; or, if not—if uot, she
will find mo something clse. Hein? You sce

I am pretty experienced for a girl of nineteen!
It is horrible—1s it not? But so itis. And that
is why we were at Nice last winter, at Skew-
eningue last summier, and why wec are now at
Pau. Thatis why we knock abont from one
end of Europe to another like 8o much baggage;
why we never sleep but in hotel beds, and only
eat at the table d'hote. My mother was
almost a royal princess, vou know, and ever
since I was fifteen she has given me to undor-
stand that 1 am destined to be an archduchess,
if only a left-handed one. Marry a gentle-
man hardly more than a mere bourgeois!
Why, in her eyes, T should be lowering myself,
Al, you must be disgusted with me; and'{ am
ashamed of myzelf! No, don't deny it. No,
you could never take me to vour mother—I
whose heart has been so defiled—as your wife,
Desides, Iam only an expensive and nscloss
luxury that you "have no need of, and that
could never make you happy. Aud, for that
matter, I don't love you—I don't love uny one,
Love is amoung the 1inugu that have beeu for-
bidéen me. Farewell, Monsicur de Rhe.

Nina Walters and her fellow-performers
wore trapeze artists, wonderfully clever in
their line, and consequently high in favor with
Pa Dryer. They were down in the bills as
“The Fays.” Pa Dxiyer had picked Nina up
out of the streets, believe, when she was
about seven years of age, but the two boys
had been legally apprenticed to him by their
respective parents.

efore many weeks Nina's dusky eyes and
Kmtty ways had captivated us all, and we were
er willing slaves, from Ned, our colored tent-
maker, up. It was evident from the first,
however, that Louis and Joe were degply in
love with Nina, but as far as I could see she
showed preference to neither, treating each as
frankly as a sister might a brother, which was
natural enough, as they had grown up togeth-
er during some ten years, having become ap-
rentices of Pa Drver near the same time.
f,ouiu, who was of an open frank dis;ilosition,
with a friendly word for every one, had just
turued twenty when they joined us, making
him three months the senior of Joe, his very
opposite, being quick to take offense, and of a
singularly jealous nature. The only thing
they possessed in common was their good
looks, both being undeniably handsome.

One evening, after they had been with us
some six months, as I stood waiting behind
the curtain thatshut out the ring entrance—b
the way I have not yet introduced myself.
Not that it is at all necessary, only perhaps,
some of my readers might like to know what
manner of person is relating theso facts, I
am of a rather retiring disposition, although
my vocation of clown rather belies this trait
of mine. Outside of the ring Iam familiar ly
knuwn as “Still Done,” earning that title, I
believe, by my fondness for a quiet life the
moment I have shaken the saw-dust from off
my heels. How I ever came to write off this
bit of terrible reality that crossed my path I
am not quite clear. Perhaps the desire to see
my name in print in & differcnt form from its
habitual one inflnuenced me; or perhaps the
hope that it might help out some poor souls

‘| mad with jealousy to conquer that frightful

malady, may be to save them from committing
a crime, had a little to do with it.

Well, as I was saying, this evening as I stood
waiting, Isaw Nina coming slowly, as if in
thought, toward me. It was something so un-
usuall’ to see hor pretty faco without a smile that
I exclaimed:

“Why, Nina, child! Whatails you? Has Pa
Dryer been acting ugly?” Whatover old Dryer
had done in Nina's younger days, I had
never known him since she had been with
us to treat her otherwise than kind; in
fact, he rather petted her like the rest of ua,
I was considerably relioved when she an-
swered:

““Oh, no. But don't you laugh at me. I really
believe I'm nervous.” Hero she laughed herself,
but itlacked the true'ring.

“Nervous! Whatabout?” Iasked. Yousee,
she sort of looked upon me as an old fogy, and
didn’t mind expressing jhersclf freely, as it
were.

“Qh, I don't know."” she answered, “only I
feel as if something was going to happen, don't
vou know? Itiwsilly of me. Why, when I
was a little mite, and Pa Dryer made me hang
from my chin from the trapeze, I never felt
#0—" Just then, my act being on, I had to
hurry away. When next I saw Nina sho was
flying gracefully through the air from trapeze
totrapeze. After my act I'had hastily resumed
my every-day clothes and returned to the rin,
cutrance, which was not my custom, for
gencrally left the building as soon as 1 was
through. This night something stronger than
myself bade me watch *“The Faysw.” I have
scen a good deal of trapezo business in my
day, but never any thing so graceful and neat
a8  “The Fays'™ performance. Nina's little
form secmed to glide through the air without
any apparent effort. The applause, as usual,
was loud and frequent. Their finish, as a
rule, was done in this wise: Nina taking a fly-
ing leap from a smull platform near the
roof, would be caught by Louis, who
hung suspended head downward from one of
the trapcze. This night the order of things
appeared to be reversed’ for it was Louis who
nounted to the platform to take the leap, in-
stead of going through a series ef evolutions
on the middle trapezo, while Nina preparcd
herself for her daring drop. I had hardly
time to wonder at the change beforo 1 saw
Joe, who had been executing a Catherine wheej

start. o too, I think, was surprised

Shall T ever forget the cry thatrang throngh
the building that night, causing women te
faint and strong men to turn white like unto
death. I can hear it now, and the words: [

“Nina! for God'e sake keop cloar of the mid- |
dle trapeze; the ropes are cut.” {

Too late came Joe's warning. Nina's little |
hands were already clinging to the doomed |
bar, and Louis had'taken his leap for life,

A whir as of something whizzin through |
the air as I closed my eyes to shut the horror
of it out, when a murmur likethe hoarse roar |
of the distant sea fell upon my ears, swelling |
until it burst ioto a wild huzza. I looked and |
saw Joe hanging head downwards froma trap- |
ez0, while with both hands he upheld Lonis, |
Nina clas&)ed safe by the latter's arm, tho tra- |
peze to which sho had clung buta moment be- |
fore lvm.g in the ring some forty foct below. .
Joe's dnrmgmh‘e idity had saved his compan- |
ions’ lives. He had drooped from his perch
above o a lower trapeze and swung himself to |
the rescue of Louis, thereby onabling the lat- |
ter to snatch Nina from a horrible death, {

Cheor upon cheer greeted the two as they |
wers lowered safely to the ground, while one |
old fellow, in his excitement, exclaimed, as
he caught Joe by the hand. [

““A brave act ye've done this night lad. It !
ought to wipe out a heap of sins fur ye.” |

That night Joe disappeared, and “The Fays.” |
as far as the public was concerned, were known |
no more. [

For many weeks Nina lay hovering between |
lifo and death, but atlast youth conquered. She
is now the happy wife of Louis, for that terrible |
moment in which her fellow performer and |
herself had hung as it wero between heaven |
and earth had revesled to her who had won et
heart Louis and his wife have long since lef{ |
the profession and are prosnering well in their |
new line of life. Two children have been |
vouchsafed them. Joe and Nina they are
named. Aud what about the other Joe, you |
think perhaps.  Well, it was eight years before |
I again met Joe. Of course I spoke abou |
Louis and Ning, telling him how happy they |
were and how they had named their fg'st born
for him |

“‘She did that, Nina?” he murmurod, adding, |
‘‘and she must have guessed all; I saw it in
her reproachful eves that night. was mad |
with jealousy. I knew that she loved Louis, I
but I thought if he were out of her way she
would forget him, and then I conld win her,
and 8o, madman as I was, I cut tho ropes at-
tached to the middle trapeze—the one on |
which Louis always did his fimsh.” An ex-
clamation of horrified surprise escaped me as
he finished with: |

‘“You know how my dendish attempt was
frustrated. How the girl I loved took the

lace of the man I would have murdered. 1|
earncd afterward that, feeling ncrvous, she |
had persuaded Louis to take the leap instoad |
of herself. Only for that I should have becn
branded as a murderer.”

“But you nobly redeemed yourself in 8aving |
both theirlives,’" I here spoke. [

“My God! can I ever shut out the horror of |
it all?” he cried bitterly. Rising, I said:

“‘Yes, I think you can,” then he bent his hag-
;srd eyea questioningly upon me, I added:
'\Vli.t ere & few nzoment

on a trapezo still higher up, give a violent i

8.
* * *

A little dark-eyed fellow stood sh&l{o ing |
the man I had left but a few moments before,
thal;({aying his hand upon the man’s arm he
asked:

‘‘Are you my big, brave Uncle Joe? ’Cause

if you are mamma sentme to fetch you.”
‘Child! what is your name?” exclaimed the
man eagerly.

“Joo Mason,” answered the little one, add-
ing: “but mamma calls me ‘Little Joe;’” then
glancing up he continued naively: “Uncle J oe,
mamma said you'd be glad to see me; are you?

“Glad!” and as Joe Fuller uttered that one
word, like unto a sob, he clasped the little fel-
low in his arms, ile I, olosing the door,
crept softly away, convinced the child had wop
the day. :

Crossing the Atlantic.

Mr. Pearce, the builder of the Alaska,
the Oregon and other fast steamers,
has proclaimed his belief that the voy-
age across the Atlantic will ere long be
accomplished in six days. But this is
as nothing compared with the hope
which a Leeds gentleman announces to
an astonished world. He promises—
when he has built his ship—to carry
people from Liverpool to New York in
three days. This wonderful achieve-
ment is to be brought about by his new
aqua-aerial or wave ship. The aqua-
aerial ship is intended for express, mail
and passenger service, also for un-
armored war-ships for which great
speed 18 desirable. The wave ship is of
shallow draught when at rest,.and when
set in motion its draught is to decrease
with the increase of speed. Instead of |
plowing its way through the water it is
to skim along or over the surface, there-
by avoiding the chief canse of resist-
ance to the progress of ordinary ships,
viz: Wave making. The resistance of- |
fered by the water to its onward course l
is thus to be reduced to a minimum,and |
the power uselessly expended in wave ‘
making and displacement of water by |
vessels of the ordinary type is to be 1
wholly utilized in the increase of speed. |
This is to be accomplished by making |
the bottom of the vessel a series of in-
clined planes placed one after the other. ‘
Why not arrange to have the vessel |
lift herself out of the water with the ex- {
ception of the heel of her rudder post
and let her skim along on that? The |
voyage might then, perhaps, be aoc-
complished in a few hours. '

Lord and Lady Exmouth.
Long Branch Letter.

One of the most plainly dressed wom:
en in the room was Lady Exmouth
She wore a black lace dress overa cana-
ry-colored silk, cut very decollete, and
exposing a beantiful neck and sloping
shoulders. Loops of canary-colored
ribbon, diamond ornaments, including
a necklace, and a huge bouquet of yel-
low roses finished her costume. Lady
Exmouth is twenty-three years old, but
has not the freshness and bloom of En-
glish childhood, nor the buxom expan-
siveness of a British matron. She is
rather thin and pale, and if it was not
for her way of wearing her hair, ecropped
at the top and in a Langtry knot at the
back, would look more American than
English. Lord Exmouth is a dapper
little man, about the size of Sunset Cox,
with a bright eye. During the evening
the noble pair never moved from their
chairs; he sat on one foot, swinging the
other, with an eyeglass in his ocular,
watching the dancers, and she alter-
nately partook of a powerful smelling
bottle and the fragrance of her roses.
These emblems of the English aristoc-
racy left last night for Saratoga, with
openly exvressed disgust for Americans,
though they have only met two duving
their stay in the hotel.

‘chattel security.
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Settlerslocated. Final
proofs made and money
furnished. Railroad lands
purchased and money
furnished in part. Con-
test casestried and deter-
mined, Monevloanedon
“The
early bird catches the

worm.,”
IVER JACOBSON,
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GRIGGS COUNTY, D. T.
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