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PA11T I. 

fT was growing 
quite dark in the 
| telegraph oil'iee at 

:j; Cottonwood, Tuol-
v;; U'.nni' county, Cal-
^ ifomia. The ofiiee, 
A a bo:;-] ike enclos

ure, was separated 
from the public 

5Jjv 5 X room of the Minors' 
j10{cj ],y a tiijj, par
tition : ami the oper
ator, v.'ho was ulso 

news ami express agent at Cottonwood, 
iSuul closed his window, and wrw lounging 
'fey Iris news stand preparatory to going 
3tomc. Without, the lirst monotonous rain 
of the reason was dripping from the porehea 
«f the hotel in the waning light of a Decem
ber day. The ojterator, aeeustomed ns ho 
•was to long intervals of idleness, was fast 
Incoming bored. 

The tread of mud-muffled boats on tho 
formula, and the entrance of two men, offered 
• momentary excitement, lie recognized in 
the strangers two prominent citizens of Cot
tonwood ; ancl their manner bespoke business. 
One of them proceeded to the desk, wrote a 
dispv.tch, and handed it to the other intor-
xognuvely. 

"That's about the way the thing p'ints," 
Responded his companion assentingly. 

"I reckoned it only squar to use his dienti-
lal won!:;.'" 

'•That's so." 
The first speaker turned to the operator 

"With the dispatch. 
; "How soon can you shove her through 
' The ojierator glanced professionally over 
file address and the length of the dispatch. 
: "Now," he answered promptly. 
, "And she gets there.''' 
• "To-night. But there's no delivery until 
•p-niorrow." 

•'Shove her through to-night, and say there's 
ni extra twenty left here for delivery." 

I "Shove her through to-night 
The o[<erator, accustomed to all kinds of 

mtravagant outlay for expedition, replied 
<hat lie would lay this proposition, with the 
dispatch. Ijefore the San Francisco otlieo. He 
•lien took it and road it—and re-read it. He 
jreservisl the usual professional apathy— 
&id doubtless sent many more enigmatical 
and mysterious messages—but nevertheless, 
"when he finished, he raided his eyes inquir
ingly to his customer. That gentluman, who 
enjoyed a reputation for equal spontaneity of 
lcm]>er and revolver, met his gurc a little im-
jatientiy. Tlie opeiutor had recourse to a 
trick, Under thu pretence of misunderstand
ing the mes.-s.ige. he obliged the fender to ro-
jisat it aloud for the s:Jcc of accuracy, and 
even suggested & lew verbul «lt«*rations, 
astensil iiv t<.> insure •.•«»if»ct.ne>s, I><it really to 
extract I in ihur mtoiieation. Nevertheless, 
the man doggedly persisOiU in a nt«*r«l trans
cript of Ills !!ie<sngf. 'I'lw oijemioi went to 
Ms iiistrunieut hesitatingly. 

"I sup|>'j.^s." hu ivideij half qiinstinningly, 
"there aia t 1.1 ...f <• mistake. Thi. 
widres* is It1>.«t>-. th.ii. rich old Ihntoiiiw 
Sluit ever* i-oily Km>»v». 'i'lieie uiu i hut 
cae';" 

"That's the address," responded the first 
3|K-akcr coolly. 

"Didn't know the old chap h id investment 
«Ut here." suggesti;d lis; ope.ator, lingering 
St his instrument. 

"Ho more did 1," was the insufficient reply. 
For some few moment; nothing was lieani 

s&Tit tho dick of the m.-trumcnl, as the opera
tor worked the key, will, the usual apjiear-
xnceol' imparting confidence to a somewhat 
niuctaut h arer who preferred to tiilk him-
»U\ The two men str,r;,I by, watching hi 
aiotions with the usual awe of the unprofe> 
aionnV. When he had finislicd they laid be-
iore him two gold pieces. As the operator 
took them up he could not help saying: 

"TVj old man went off kinder Hidden, 
didn't lie.' Had no time !•> write;" 

"Nut sudden for that kind o' man," was the 
•tuspcrating reply. 

But the speaker war; not. t;> be disconcerted, 
there is an answer—" lie began. 

"There ain't any,'' replied the first speaker, 
naietly. 

"Why:" 
•"Itecaus;" the n;a:i ez sent the message is 

guild" 
"Bui: it's signed by you two." 
"On'y ez witnesses—eh appealed Cue first 

speaker to his comrade. 
K)u'y ez witnesses,"' responded the other. 
The operator shrugged his shoulders. The 

•JusineKS concluded, the first speaker slightly 
aalaxed. lie nodded to the operator, and 
earned to the bar room with a pleasing social 
inpulse. When their glasses were set down 
ampty the first speaker, with a cheerful con

demnation of tho hard times and the weather, 
apparently dismissed all previous proceedings 
from his mind, and lounged out with his com
panion. At the corner of tho street they 
stopped. 

"Well, that job's done," said the first 
speaker, by way of relieving the slight social 
embarrassment of parting. 

"Tliet's so,"' reponded his companion, and 
shook his hand. 

They parted. A gust of wind swept 
through the pines, and struck a faint. ^Tiohan 
cry from the wires above their bends: and 
thu rain and the darkness again slowly settled 
Ujvon Cottonwood. 

The message lagged a liTVTj nf "wi 
cisco, laid over haif an hour at Chi-.-a; ;o, am 
fought longitude the whole way: so that i 
was past midnight when the "all night" oper
ator took it from the wires at Huston, lint 
it was freighted with a mandate from the 
San l'rancisco of "ice; and a messenger was 
procured, who sped with it through dark 
snow bound streets, between the high walls 
of close-shuttered raylc.-.s houses, to a certain 
formal square, ghostly with snow covered 
statues. Here he ascended tho broad steps of 
a reserved and solid looking mansion, and 
pulleu a bronze bell knob, that somewhere 
within those chaste recesses, after an apparent 
reflective pause, coldly communicated tho 
fact that a stranger was waiting without—as 
he ought. Despite the lateness of the hour, 
thero was a slight glow from the windows, 
clearly rot enough to warm the messenger 
with indications of a festivity within, but 
yet bespeaking, as it were, some prolonged 
though subdued excitement. The sober ser
vant who took the dispatch, and receipted 
for it as gravely as if witnessing a last will 
and testament', respectfully paused before 
the entrance of tho drawing room. The 
sound of measured and rhetorical speech, 
through which tho occasional catarrhal 
cough of the New England coast struggled, 
as the only effect of nature not wholly re
pressed, came from its heavily-curtained re
cesses: for the occasion of the evening had 
been the reception ami entertainment of 
various distinguished pei-sons, and, as had 
been epigrannnatically expressed by one of 
the guests, "the history of the country" was 
taking its leave in phrases more or less mem
orable and characteristic. i^onie of these 
valedictory axioms were clever, some witty, 
a few profound, but always left as a genteel 
contribution to tho entertainer. .Some had 
been already prepared, and, likd a card, had 
served and identified the guest at other man
sions. 

The Inst guest departed, the lust carriage 
rolled away, when the servant ventured to 
indicate the existence of the dispatch to his 
master, who was standing on the hearth rug 
in an attitude of wearied self-righteousness. 
He took it, opened it, read it, re-read it, and 
said: 

"There must be some mistake! It is not 
for me. Call the boy, \Vaters." 

•Waters, who was i*-rfcot.ly aware that the 
boy had left, nevertheless oliediently walked 
toward the hall door, but was recalled by Ills 
master. 

">o matter—at present!" 
"It's nothing serious, 'William?'' asked Mrs. 

Rightbody, with languid wifely concern. 
"No, nothing. Is thero a light in my 

study f 
, "Yes. But before you go, can you give 

me a moment or two?" 
Mr. ltightbody turned a little impatiently 

toward his wife. She had thrown herself 
languidly on the sofa; her hair was slightly 
disarranged, and part of a slipi>ercd foot 
Wiu? visible. • She might have I teen a finely 
formed woman; but even her careless desha
bille left the general impression that she was 
severely fianneled throughout, and that any 
ostentation of womanly charm was under 
vigorous sanitary surveillance. 

"Mrs. Marvin told me to-night that her son 
made no secret of his serious attachment for 
our Alice, and that, if I was satisfied, Mr. 
Marvin would be glad to confer with you at 
olioi;." 

Tho information did not seem to absorb 
Mr. Rightbody's wandering attention, but 
rather increased his impatience. lie said 
hastily that he would speak of that to-mor
row, and partly by way of reprisal, and partly 
to dismiss the subject, added: 

"Positively James must pay some attention 
to tho register and tho thermometer. It was 
over 70 degs. to-night, mid the ventilating 
draft, was closed in the drawing room." 

"That was because l'rol'essor Amnion sat 
near it, and the old gentleman's tonsils are so 
sensitive." 

"Ho ought to know from Dr. Dyer Doit 
that systematic and regular exposure to 
draughts stimulates th" mucous membrane; 
while fixed air over sixty degrees invari
ably " 

"I am al'raid, 'William.'1 interrupted Mrs. 
Rightbody, with feminine adroitness, adopt
ing her husband's topic with a view of there
by directing him from it; "I'm afraid that 
people do not. yet appreciate the substitution 
of bouillon for punch and ices. 1 observed 
that Mr. Spondee declined it, and, I fancied 
looked disappointed, '"lie fibrinc and when: 
m liquour glasses passed quite unnoticed, 
too." 

"And yet each half drachm contained the 
half-digested substance of si pound of beef, 
I'm surprised at Spondee!"' continued Mr. 
liightbody, aggrievedly. "Exhausting his 
brain and nerve force by the highest creative 
efi'orts of the Muse, he prefers oerl'tmied ami 
diluted alcohol flavored with earl.onic acii! 
gas. Kven Mrs. I'nrmgway admitted to hh-
that the sudden lowering of the temperature 
of the .stomach by the introduction of 
ice " 

"Yes: but; she took a lemon ice a*, the last 
Dorothea rccepti and asked me if I h.-id 
observed that the lower animals: refused their 
food at a temporalmv over sixty degrees." 

Mr. Hightbody again moved impatiently 
towaiiIs the door. Mrs. Uightliody eyed hii: 
curiously. 

j "You will not. write, I hope'; Dr. Kep-
| pier told :ne to-night that your celebral 

sym; toms interdicted any prolonged mental 

strain." 
"1 must consult- a few papers," responded 

Mr. Kightbody, curtly, as he entered his 
htirn ry. 

It was a richly furnished apartment, mor
bidly severe in its decorations, «hieh were 
symptomatic of a gloomy dyspepsia of art, 
;nen quite prevalent. A few curios, verv 
n;,ly, but providentially equally rare, were 
scattered about. There were various bronzes, 
marbles; and ca-ts, .'.!! requiring explanation, 
and so fulfilling their purpo.se of promoting 
conversation and exhibiting the erudition of 
I heir owner. There were souvenirs of travel 
wiih a history, old brie-.-.-brae wit h a pedigree, 
but Iit-i.lv or nothing that challenged attention 
for itsco alone. In ail er.ses the superiority 
of thu owner to liisi possessions was admitted. 
As a natural result nobody ever lingered 
there, Ih? servants avoi,let I the room and no 
chilli was evor known to play In it. 

Mr. Rightbody turned up (lie gas and from 
a cabinet of drawers, precisely labeli-d. diew 
a package of letters. These he carefully ox-
.".mined. AU were discolored and made dig
nified by age, but some, ill their original 
freshness, must liavo appeared trifling, and 
inconsistent with any correspondent of Mr. 
Rightbody. rCorerlbeless, that gentleman 
r-pcut some moments in carefully perusiug 
them, occasionally refefrTrtg TO He SSegram 
in his hand. Suddenly there was a knock at 
the door. Mr. Rightbody started, mado a 
half-unconscious movement to return the 
letters to the drawer, turned the telegram 
face downwards, and then, somewhat harshly, 
stammered: 

"Oi? Whose there? Come in." 
"I twg your pardon, papa," said a very 

pretty girl, entering, without, however, tho 
slightest trace of apology or awe in her man
ner, and taking a chair with the .self-posses
sion and familiarity of a habitue of tho 
room, "but I knew it was not your habit to 
write late, so I supposed you were not busy. 
I am on my way to bed." 

She was so very pretty, and withal so ut
terly unconscious of it, or perhaps so con
sciously superior to it, that one was provoked 
into a more critical examination of her face. 
Dut this only resulted in a reiteration of licr 
beaut}", and perhaps the added facts that her 
•'.ark eyes were very womanly, her rich com
plexion eloquent and her chiseled lips full 
enough to tie passionate or capricious, not
withstanding that their general effect suggest
ed neither caprice, womanly weakness nor 
passion. 

With tilts instinct of an embarrassed man, 
Mr. Righthrxly touched the topic he would 
have preferred to avoid. 

"I suppose we must talk over to-morrow," 
ho hesitated, "this matter of yours and Mr. 
Marvin's.' Mrs. Marvin has formally spoken 
to your mother." 

Miss Alice lifted her bright eyes intelli
gently, but not joyfully, and the color of 
action, rather than embarrassment, rose to 
her round cheeks. 

"Yes, ho said slio would," she answered, 
simply. 

"At present," continued Mr. Rightlwdy, 
still awkwardly, "I see no objection to the 
proposed arrangement." 

Miss Alice ojieneil her round eyes at this. 
""Why, papa, I thought it had hern all set
tled long ago! Mamma knew it, you knew it. 
Last July mamma and you talked it over." 

"Yes, yes," returned her father, fumbling 
his papers; "that is—wall, wo will talk of it 
to-morrow." In fact, Mr. Rightbody had 
intended to give the uftair a proper attitude 
of seriousness ard solemnity by clue precision 
of speech and some apposite reflections, when 
he should impart the news to his daughter, but 
felt himself unable to do it now. "I am glad, 
Alice," he said at last, "that you have quite 
forgotten your previous whims mid fancies. 
You see tec are right." 

"Oh! I dure say, papa, if I'm to lie mar
ried at all, that Mr. Marvin is in every way 
suitable." 

Mr. Rightbody looked at. his daughter nar
rowly. Then? was not the slightest impatience 
nor bitterness in her manner; it was as well 
regulated as the sentiment she expressed. 

"Mr. Marvin is"—he began. 
"I know what Mr. Marvin is," interrupted 

Miss Alice; "and ho has promised me that. I 
shall be allowed to go on with my studies 
the same as liefore. I shall graduate with my 
class; and, if I prefer to practice my profes
sion. I can do so in two years after our mar
riage." 

"In two years?" queried Mr. Rightbody, 
curiously. 

"Yes. You see, in ease wo should have a 
child, that would give me time enough to 
wean it." 

Mr. Rightbody looked at this flesh of his 
flesh, pretty and palpable flesh as it was; but, 
being confronted as equally with the brain of 
his brain, all he could do was to say meekly: 

"Yes, certainly. We will see about all 
that to-morrow." 

Miss Alice rose. Something in tho free, 
unfettered swing of her arms as she rested 
them lightly, after a half yawn, on her lithe 
hips, suggested his next speech, although still 
distrait and impatient. 

"You continue your exercise with the 
health-lift yet, I see." 

"Yes, papa; but I had to give up the flan
nels. I don't see how mamma couhl wear 
them. But my dresses are high-necked, and 
by bathing 1 toughen' my skin. See !" she 
added, ns with a child-like unconsciousness, 
she unfastened two or three buttons of her 
gown, and exposed the white surface of her 
throat and neck to her father, "I can defy u 
chill." 

Mr. Rightliody, with something akin to a 
genuine, playful paternal laugh, leaned for-
wsird .".ml Uissesl her forehead. 

"It's getting late. Ally." he said parentally, 
but ii'i' dietatorily. "Co to bed." 

"I too!; a nap of three hours this afternoon," 
saiil Mi»s Alice, with a dazzling smile, "to an
ticipate this dissipation, liood night., papa. 
To-morrow, then." 

"To-morrow," rejieatcd Mr. Rightbody,with 
his eyes still fixed u|«m the girl vaguely, 
"(jood-night." 

Miss Alice tripped from the room, possibly 
a trifle the more liiiht-heartedlv that she had 

parted from her father in one of his rare mo
ments of illogical human weakness. And jx'»-
hups it was well for the poor girl that she 
kept this single remembrance of him. when, I 
I fear, in after years, his; methods, his reason
ing and indeed all he had tried to impress 
upon her childhood, had faded from her 
memory. 

1'or, when she had left, Mr. r.ightbody fell 
again to the if his old letters. 
'I h;s was quite abs.nrl ii:g; so much so, 1 hat 
he did no! not ice the fo.-sutej* of ?.:ivs. Right-
body on the staircase as s-he passed to her 
chamber, nor that she had paused on the 
hmding to look through the glass half-door 
on her husband, as lie sat ihcro with the 
letters: beside him, and the telegram opened 
before hnu. Had she waited a moment later, 
she would have seen hiui rise, and walk to 
the sofa With a disturbed air and a sOight eon-
lu::io;i: so tint, on ivsiching it. he seemed to 
hesitate to lie down, although pale and evi
dently faint. Ila.i she still waited, she would 
have seen him riso again with an agonized 
effort, Stagger to the table, fumhlinglv refold 
and replace the papers in the cabinet, and 
lock it. and, although now but half conscious, 
hold the telegram over the gas flame till it 
was consumed. For, had she waiteil until 
this moment, she would have flown unhesi
tatingly to his aid, as, this act completed, he 
staggered again, reached his hand toward the 
bell, but vainly, and then fell prone upon the 
sofa. 

Ih:t alas! i:o providential nor accidental 
hand was raised to save him or anticipate the 
progress of this story. And when, half an 
hour later, Mrs. Rightbody, a little alarmed, 
mid more indignant at his violation of tho 
doctor's rules, appeared upon the threshold, 
Mr Rightbody lay upon the sofa dead! 

With bustle, with thronging f *et, with the 
Irruption of strangers and a hurrying to and 
fro, but, more than all, wUli at> impulse and 
eniofion unknown to the mansion when its 
owner was in life, Mrs. 1'ightlsody strove to 
call back the vanished life, but in vain. Tho 
highest medical intelligence, called l'ror.i itj 
lied at this strange hour, saw only tho demon
stration of its: theories made a year before. 
Mr. Rightbody was dead—without doubt, 
without mystery, even as a correct man 
should die—logically, and indorsed by tlio 
highest mcdieal authority. 

Mr. Hijhtbtxhj lay vpon fhr sofa (trad. 
Rut, even in the confusion. Mrs. Rightbody 

managed to .-[icod a messenger to the tele
graph ofiice for a copy of the dispatch re
ceived by Mr. Rightbody, but now missing. 

In the solitude of her own room, and with
out a confidant, she read these words: 

"[Copy.] 
"To Mr. Adams Kijihtliody, P.oston, Jhvss.: 

"Joshua Silsbie died suddenly this niorninpr. 
llis last request v.-sis that you should rt-uicmlier 
your sacred compact with liiui of thirty years ago. 

(SigtlCtb ".SEVENTY-FOCil. 
"SicviiNTY-rivn." 

In the darkened home, and amid the formal 
condolement.s of their friends who had called 
to gaze upon the scarcely cold features of 
their late associate, Mrs. Rightbody managed 
to send another dispatch. It was addressed 
to "Seventy-four and Seventy-five," Cotton
wood. In a few hours she received the fol
lowing enigmatical response: 

"A horse thief named Josh Silsbie was 
lynched yesterday morning by the vigilantes 
at Dead wood." 

ON THE STILE. 

Fnr away in Jersey, 
Out upon a farm. 

Lives a rustic Ix-mity 
Possessed of every 

charm. 
Hair like golden yob-

web 
Shining in the sun: 

Kyes the very dark
est. 

Filled with mirth 
and futi: 

Simplicity so rural 
Makes her doubly 

sweet. 
rri'. n the hat she 

wen rs 
To her shoeless 

feet. 
When I saw her first. 

With her winning 
smile. 

It was near her fa
ther's farm, 

Seated on the stile. 

The n -xt time we 
m> t 

It was in the city. 
Gracious, what n 

change! 
Heavens what a 

pity! 
She'd drawn up her 

hair 
Undcrneath her hat 

And frizzed her "gol
den eohwel-.s." 

Only think of that. 
Dres-s.'d up li!;e a 

figure 
In st f'.".shiiin p!a: '. 

With a yellow p-.';' 
do»{— 

A do£ that I do 
hate. 

Iler pa had come to 
"York" 

To stay a little 
while. 

Thoi^h she's left the country 
Still she's on the style. -Chip in The Judge. 

£*•-

Why George AV. Teck Knllstrd. 
It w as in ISiU that I joined a cavalry regi

ment in the department of the Gulf, a raw 
recruit in a veteran regiment. It may bo 
asked why I waited so long before enlisting, 
and why I enlisted at all, when the war was 
so near over. I know that most of the sol
diers enlisted from patriotic motives, and be
cause they wanted to help shed blood, mid 
wind up the war. 1 did not. I culisacd for 
the bounty. I thought the wur was nestrly 
over, and the probabilities were that the regi
ment I had enlisted in would bo ordered 
home before I could get to it. In fact, the re
cruiting officer tol.l me as much, and he said 
I would get my bounty, and si few months' 
pay, and it would be just l:!:e finding money, 
lie said t hat at that late day I would never 
see a rebel, there would be no lighting, and 
it would be just one continued picnic for two 
or three months, and there -would be no mora 
danger than to go off camping for a duck 
shoot. At my time of life, now that [ havo 
become gray and bald, and my eye
sight is failing and I have become & 
grandfather, I do not want to open tho sores 
of twenty-two years ago. I want a quiet 
life. So I would not assert that the recruit
ing officer deliberately lied to me, but I was 
the worst deceived man that ever enlisted, 
and if I ever meet that man on this earth it 
will go hard with him. Of course, if he id 
dead, that settles it, as I shall not follow anv 
man after death, when I am in doubt as ts 
which road he has taken. As far as tht? 
bounty was concerned, I got that all right, 
but it was only s?-'!00. Within twenty-four 
hours after I had been credited to tho town 
from which I enlisted I hoard of a town tliafc 
v.-as paving as high as tl,~'<W for recruits. I 
have met with many reverses of fortune in. 
the course of a short but brilliant career, but 
I never suffered mow than I did when E 
found that I had to go to war for a beggarly 
SWUO bounty, when 1 could have had 81,'JOO by 
being credited to another town. I think that 
during two years and a half of service nothing 
tended more to dampen my ardor, make ma 
despondent and iiate myself, than the loss of 
that, > -'JiKJ bounty.—Geo. W. l 'eck in l'eck'a 

Wliere the Minority Won. 

The smartest, man I oversaw "in charge"of 
a primary was an old Dutchman (I am not a 
candidate for anything this year myself, con-
si quently I use the phrase "old Dutchman) 
"over the Rhine" in Cincinnati. The voice of 
the meeting was rather against the chaii'man, 
and he saw it, but he didn't hear it, and ho 
kept the meeting itself from hearing. I no
ticed that he managed to defeat all motions 
offered by the majority anil carry all resolu
tions offered by the minority. Of course, 
you know a primary "over the Rhin.\" in th® 
city of McLeanville, is rather more German 
than a mass meeting in ltorlin. A Veil, every 
vote was a "ja" and a "nein" vote, and the 
chairman always contrived to make the 
majority squeak out the thin "nein," while 
the minority roared tho good, mouth-filling 
"yaw!" An obnoxious motion would be in
troduced. Anxious looks on tho countenances 
of tho apprehensive minority waiting for the 
chairman to come to tho front. He was 
always calm, always ready, always "in bat
tery." Rising slowly t<> his feet he put the 
question with impressive, honest delilieration. 
"All dot was in favor, of defending dot rniso-
lution will say ja" "Yaw!" bawled the ex
ultant minority, in a roar that made tho ga» 
flicker. "All obbosed to defending dor raiso-
lution say nein." "Nein!" thinly squeaked 
the exasjierated majority. "Der raisolution 
was defeaded," calmly announced the chair, 
and the wrathful howls of the crowd utterly 
drowned the triumphant shouts of the minor
ity. It was no use to appeal from the chair 
or call for a division, he al ways got the "yaws" 
on his side.—liurdctte, in Brooklyn Eagle. 
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Why l'Vw Women T.uarn to Swim. ' 
He was teaching his wife to swim. 
"Wow—wow," she spluttered as she tipped 

up and got her mouth full of water. "I can't 
learn." 

"Oh, yes, you can," he urged; "just keep 
your mouth shut and persevere." 

"Can't I learn without keeping my mouth 
shut?" she asked. 

"Xot very well. You see, if you " 
"George," she interrupted, "take 1110 right 

out on shore; I didn't want to learn on any 
such condition, and I ain't surprised that so 
few women are good swimmers." 

George did his subsequent bathing alone.— 
Tid Bits. 

He Wept Scalding Tears. 
Arabel *lank is Philadelphia born, and 

lias been educated in a very select school for 
young Indies. 

Last week Arabel's dear papa took her to 
Cape May |<oint, and while there ho pointed 
out to her a flock of birds 011 the bea#h. 

"There," said the old gentleman, ns tho 
flock rose in the air, "look at those birds, Ara
bel. They are curlews." 

"Oil," cooed the maiden, opening her big, 
innocent blue eyes, "how lovely! how splen
did! Just to think, pa! It was only yester
day that I was reading that dear, delightful 
poem of Mr. Gray's which begins, 'The cur
lew tolls the knell of parting day!" Only im
agine those tiny creatures, pa, tolling a great 
bell. How very strange!" 

Then the old gentleman sat down on the 
damp, damp sand and wept scalding tears 
<ind howled until the people thought he had 
the cholera.—Philadelphia ^cws. 

Two Ways of Courting. 
"So you are paying attention to the hand

some Miss Dashaway, George.' You're lucky. 
I was making attempts in that direction my-
sulf, but my wooing was a failure." 

"Ah! indeed; how did you proceed with 
your wooing!" 

"I told her 1 loved her." 
"Yes." 
"And asked her if she would have me." 
"Yes." 
"'Twr.s 110 good. What did you do;" 
"Nothing. I simply treated her to ice 

cream and strawberries. Never spoke a word 
of love." 

"And you are solid with her now?" 
"I am, you bet."—Hoston Courier. ~ 

Tho I'niteil States Mai! '{J}| 
Summer resident—I've an important letter 

here. What time docs the next New York 
mail go out? 

Country postmaster—"Wall, yer see my son 
Jerry, what kerris th' mail ter th' station, 's 
got a ston' bruise 011 his heel, 'n I told him ho 
could l'avor it a lectio 'n stay ter home tor-
da v. Yer letter '11 go to-morrer or next day. 
-Tid Bits. 

W. D. Howells write* all his novels with • 
type-writer. , 


