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CHAPTER XXIII (Continued)

Branscombe, who is standing beside
ber, here turns his head to look stead-
fastly at her. His blue eyes are almost
black, his lips are compressed, his face
is vary pale. Not an hour ago she had
promised him his tenth dance. He had
asked her for it in haste, even as he
went by her with another part-
ner, and she had smiled consent. Will
ghe forget it?

“With pleasure,” she says, softly,gay-
Iy, her usual lovely smile upon her lips.
She is apparently unconscious of any
one except her old new [riend. Kennedy
puts her name down upon his card.

At this Dorian makes one step for-
ward, as though to protest against
something—some iniquity done: but a
sudden thought striking him, he draws
back, and, bringing his: teeth upon his
under lip with some force, turns ab-
ruptly away. When next he looks in
her direction, he finds both Georgie
and her partner have disappeared.

The night wanes. Already the “keen
stars that falter never,” are dropping
one by one, to slumber, perfect and
serensa. Diana, tired of her ceaseless
wateh, i8 paling, fading, dying imper-
ceptibly, as though feeling herself soon
to be conquered by the sturdy morn.

Dorian, who has held himself care-
fully aloof from Miss Broughton since
that last sceéne, when she had shown
herself so unmindful of him and his
just ,eclaim to the dance then on the
cards, mow, going up to her, says, cold-
ly,— -

“I think the next is our dance, Miss
Broughton.™ . ;

Georgie, who is laughing gayly with
Mr. Kennedy, turns her face to his

some surprise mixed with the sweet-
ness of her regard. Never 'before has

he addressed her in such a tone.

“Is it?" she says gently. “I had for-
golten; but of course my card will tell.”

“One often forgets, and one's eard
doesn't always tell,” replies he, with a
semile tinctured with bitterness.

She opens her eyes and stares at him
blankly, There is some balm in Gil-
ead, he tells himself, as he sees she is

totally unaware of his meaning. Per-.

haps, after all, she did forget about
that tenth dance,.and did not purpose-
ly fling him over for the man now be-
side her, who is grinning at her in a
supremely idotic fashion. How he
hates a fellow who simpers straight
through- everything, and looks always
as if the world and he were eternally

~at peacel .

She flushes softly,—a gentle, delicate
flush, born of distress, coldness from
even an ordinary friend striking like
ice upon her heart. She looks at her
card confusedly,

“Yes, the next is ours,’”. she says,
without raising her eyes; and then the
band begins again, and Dorian feels
her hand upon his arm, and Kennedy
bows disconsolately -and disappears amid
the crowd. :

“Do you particularly want to dance
this?"' asks Dorian, with an effort.

"“No;  mot much.” ..

“Wiritl you come out into the gardens
instead? I want—I must speak to you.”
“You may speak to me here, i
the garden, or , anywhere,” says

Georgie, rather frightened by the ve-
hemence of his tone. ;
She lets him lead her down the stone
steps that lead to the shrubberies out-
side, and from thence to the gardens.
The night is still. The waning moon-
light clear as day. All things seem
calm and full of rest,—that deepest
rest. that comes before the awalkening,
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“Who is your new friend?"’ asks he, |

abruptly, when silence any longer has
become impossible,

“Mr. Kennedy. He is not exactly a
friend, I met him one night before in
all my life, and he was very kind to
mo.""

“One night!" repeats Dorian, ignor-
ing the fact that she has yvet something
more to say. “One night! What
mmpression”—unkindly—""he must have
made on that memorable occasion, to
account for the wvery warm reception
accorded to him this evening!”

She turns her head away from him,
but makes no reply. '

“Why did you promise me that dance
if you didn’t mean giving it?’ he goes
on, with somsathing in his voice that
resembles passion, mixed with pain. “I
certainly believed you in earnest when
you promised it to me." -

“You believed ri
Am I not giving it?"” says Georgie, be-
wildered, her eyes gleaming, large and
troubled, in the white light
luminates the sleeping world.
your fault that we are not dancing now.
I, for my part, would much rather be
inside, with the music, than out here
with you, when you talk so unkindly.”

right; I did mean it. |

| ing themselves, far and

| vault
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that il-.
“It is |

“l have no doubt that you would
rather be anywhere than with me,"”
says Dorian, hastily; “and of course
this new f[riend is intensely interest-
lu ‘ll

E.-’n.t least he is not rude,"” says Miss
Broughton, calmly, plucking a pale

green branch from a laurestinus near

her.
1 am porfectly convinced he is one

 its steep banks (that are

I think she 'would have dearly liked to
tell him he is lying.

“Then show me your card. If I have
blundered in this matter I shall go on
my knees to beg your pardon.

“I don't want you on your knees,”

—pettishly. “I detest a man on his

knees, ha always looks so silly. As for
scard,"—grandly—"here it is.”

rian, ing it, opens it, and run-

ning his eyes down the small columns,
stops short at number ten. There, sure
enough, is “D. B.,” in very large capi-
tals indeed. ) ) :

“You sce,” he says, feeling himself,
as he says it, slightly ungenerous. -

“l am very sorry,” says Miss Brough-
ton, standing far away from him, and
with a little quiver in her' tone.
have behaved badly, I now see. But 1
did not mean it.,” She has grown very
pale; her eyes are dilating; her round-
ed arms, soft and fair and lovable as
a little child's, are gleaming snow-white
against the background of shining laur-
el leaves that are glittering behind her
in the moonlight. Her voice is quiet,
but her eyes are full of angry tears,
and her small gloved hands clasp and
unclasp each other nervously.

“You have proved me in the wrong,"”
she goes on, with a very poor attempt
at coolness, “and, of course, justice 1s
on your side. And you are quite right
to say anything that is unkind to me;
and—and I hate people who are always
in the right.” '

With this she turns, and, regardless
of him, walks hurriedly, and plainly full
of childish rage, back to the house.

Dorian, stricken with remorse, fol-
lows her. : g
. “Georgie, forgive me! I didn't mean
it; I swear I didn't!"” he says, calling
her by her Christian name for the first
time, and quite unconsciously. “Don’'t
leave me like this; or, at least, let me
call to-morrow and explain,” i

“I don't want to see you to-morrow
or any other day,” declares Miss Brou-

ghton, with eruel emphasis, not even

turning her head to him as she speaks.

But you shall see me to-morrow,"” ex-
claims he, seizing her hand, as - she
reaches the conservatory door, to- de-
tain her. “You will be here; I shall

come  to see you. I entreat, I implore

you not to deny yourself to me." Rais-
ing her hand he presses it with passion-
ate fervor to his lips. : :

(Georgie, detaching her hand from his
grasp, moves away fronx him.

*“ ‘Must 1s for the queen, and shall is
for the king,'" quotes she, with a small
p_ﬂu!t, “and to-mmorrow—catch me if.you
can!™ g
She frowns slightly, and, with a sud-
den movement, getting behind a large
floweing shrub disappears from his
gaze for the night.

CHARPTER XXIV.

sweeter still than this,
these, than all,

“But than

' Is first and passionate love; it stands

alone,"”
—DByron.

Next day is born, lives, grows, deep-
ens; and, as the first cold breath of
even declares itself, Dorian rides down
the avenue that leads to Gowran,

Miss: Peyton is not at home (he: has
asked for her as in duty bound), and
Miss Broughton is in the grounds some-
where. This is vague. The man oif-
ers warmly to discover her and bring
her back to the house to receive Mr,
Branscombe; but this Mr. Branscombe
will not permit. Having learned tLhe
direction in which she is gone, he [ol-
lows it and glides into a region where-
in only f[airies should have right to
dwell. :

A tangled mass of grass, and black-
berry, and fern; a dying sunlight, deep
and tender; soft beds of tawny moss
Myriad biuebells are alive, and, spread-
wide, - In one
rich carpeting (whose color puts Lo
shame the tall blue of the heavenly
above), make one harmonious
with their green ' straight

Far as the eye can reach they spread;
and as the light and wanlon wind stoops
to caress them, shake their tiny bells
with a coquettish grace, and fling forth
perfume to him with a lavish will.

The solemn trees, that “seem to hold
mystical converse with each other,”
look down upon the tranquil scene that,
season after season changes, fades away
and dies, only to return again, fairer
and fresher than of yore., The fir-trees
tower upward, and gleam green-black
against the sky. Upon some topmost
boughs the birds are chanting & paean
of their own; while through this “wil-
derness of sweets'"—far down between
rich with
trailing ivy and drooping bracken)—
runs a stream, a slow, delicious, lazy
stream, that glides now over its moss-
grown stones, and anon flashes through
some narrow ravine dark and profound.
As it runs it babbles fond love-songs
to the pixies that, perchance, are peep-
ing out at it, through their yellow
tresses; from shady curves and sun-
kissed corners,

It is one of May's divinest efforis,—
a day to make one glad and feel that
it is well to be alive. Yet Branscombe,
walking through this fairy glen, though
conscions of its beauty, is conscious, too,
that in his heart he knows a want not
to be satisfied until Fate shall again
bring him face to face with the girl
with whom he had parted so unamic-
ably the night before.

Had she really meant him not to call
to-day? Will she receive him coldly?
Is it even possible to find her in such
an absurd place as this, where positive-
ly everything seems mixed up together
in such a hopeless - fashion that one
can't see further than one's nosz2? Per-
haps, after all, she is not here, has re-
turned to the house, and 1s now—

Suddenly, across the bluebells, there
comes to him a fresh sweet voice, that
thrills him to his very heart. It is

blending

OL, 11 | Jeaves.

' hers: and there in the distance, he can

of the few faultless people on earth,”
says Branscombe, now in a white heat °

of fury. *l shouldn’'t dream of aspir-
ing to his level. But yet 1 think yon
needn’t have given him the dance you
rromised me."

“I didn't,” says Miss Broughton, in-
rignantly, in all good faith.

“You mean to . tell me you hadn't
riven me the tenth dance half an hour
wioref" ~ o

“The tenth ! You might as well
speak about the hund and tenth!
I?ﬂilt wasn't on my card how could I
remember 1§ . ,

“Ruat it was on your card: I wrote it

down myselL,” : ;
“l am sure vou ar¢ making a mis-

teke,"” (

theugh, in her present frame of mind,

PR

see her, just where- the sunlight falls
athwart the swaying {erns.

She is sitting down, and is leaninﬁ'
forward, having taken her knees wel
into her embrace. Her broad hat is
tilted Imckward, so that the sunny
siraggling hair upon her forehead can
be plainly seen, Her gown is snow-
white, with just a touch of black at the

' throat and wrists, a pretty frill of soft

babyvish lace caresses the throat.
Clear and happy., as though it were
a free bird's, her voice rises on the wind
and reaches Branscombe, and moves him
ns no other voice ever had—or will ever

, again have—power to move him.
“There has fallen a splendid tear

SAYS Miss Broughton, mildly, |

l

From the passion-flower at the gate;
She is coming, my dove, my dear;

She is coming, my life, my fate.”

The kind wind brings the tender pas-

‘—protests Branscombe, just

——— ENATTRAL -

sionate -love-song to him, and repeats
it* in his ear as it hurries onward: “Ay
dove, my dear.” How exactly the words
suit her! he says them over and over
again to himself, almost losing the rest
of the music which she is still breath-
ing forth to the evening air. :

“My life! my fate!” ‘Is she his life,
—his fate? The idea makes him trem-
ble. Has he set his-whole heart upon
a woman who perhaps can never give
him hers in relurn¥ The depth, the
intensity of the passion with which he
repeats the words of her song astonish-
es and perplexes him vaguely. Is she
indeed his fate?

He is quite close to her now; and she,
turning round to him her lovely flower-
like face, * starts ' perceptibly, and,
springing to her feet, confronts him
with a little frown, and a sudden
deepening color that spreads from chin
to brow. .

At this moment he knows the whole
truth. Never has she appeared so de-
sirable in his eyes, ife with her
means happiness mora than falls to the
lot of most: life without her, an inter-
minable blank, - .

“Love lights upon the hearts, and

straight we feel :

More worlds of wealth gleam in an up-
turned eye :
Than in the rich heart or the miser

EEI:I-I-I

“I thought I told you not to come,”
says DMiss Broughton, still frowning.

“I am sure-you did not,” contradicts
he eagerly; “you said, rather unkindly,
I must confess,—but still you said it,
‘Cateh me if you can.” That was the
command. I have obeyed it. And -
have caught you."

“You knew [ was not speaking liter-
ally,” said Miss Broughton, wilh some
wrath, *““The idea of vour supposing L
really meant you to catch mel oun
couldn’t have thought it.” -

“Well, what was I to think? You
certainly said it. So I came. I believ-

gd"—humhly—“it was the best thing to

D'Jl e
“Yes; and you found me sitting—as—
[ was and singing at the top of my
voice. How I L’liaﬁika people’ — says
Miss Broughton, disgust—
“wwho steal upon other un-
awares!’” )
“I didn't steal; I reg*ularlfv
 f

with fine
people

trampled"
indignant
—"right over the moss and ferns, and
the other things, as hard as ever

could. If blue-bells won't crackle like
dead leaves it isn’'t my fault, i1s it? I

‘hadn’t the ordering of them!"

“Oh, yes, it is every bit your fault,”
persists she, wilfully, biting, with en-

‘chanting grace largely tinctured with

viciousness, the blade of grass she is
holding, !

Silence of the most elogquent, that
last for a full minute, even until the
unoffending grass is utterly consumed.

“Prrhaps von would rather I went
away,” says Mr. Branscobe, stiffly, see-
ing she will not speak, He is staring at
her, and is apparently hopelessly af-
fronted, _ ;

“Well, perhaps I would," returns she,
coolly, without condescending to look
at him.

“Good-by,"—icily.

“Good-by,”—in precisely the same tone
and without changing her position half
an inch. . i

Branscombe turned away with a pre-
cipitancy that plainly betokens hot
haste to be gone. He walks quickly in
the home direction, and gets as far as
the eurve in the glen without once look-
ing back. So far the hot hasie lasts,
and his highly suceessful; then it grows
cooler; the first deadly heat dies away,

‘and, as it goes, his step grows slower

and still slower. A severe struggle
with pride ensues, in wheih prdie goes
to the wall, and then he comes to a
stand-still, _

Though honestly disgusted with his
own want of firmness, he turns and
gazes fixedly at the small white-gown-
ed figure standing, just as he had left
her, among the purple bells.

Yét not exactly as he:had left her;
her- lips~ are-twitching.mnow, her lids
have fallen over her eyes. Even as he
watches the soft lips part, and a smile
comes to them,—an open, irrepressible
smile, that deepens presently into a
gay, mischievous laugh, 7 that rings
sweeltly, musically upon the air,

It i1s too much. In a moment he is be-
side her again, and is gazing down on
her with angry eyes.

“Something is amusing you,” he says,

T it me?"

“Yes,'" says the spoiled beauty, mov-
ing back from him; and lifting her lids
from her laughing eyes to cast upon
him a defiant glance.

“I dare say 1 do amuse you,” exclaims
he, wrathfully, goaded to deeper anger
by the mockery of her regard. “I have

no doubt you can find enjoyment in the-

situation, but I cannot! I dare say"—
passionately—"you think it capital fun
to make me fall in love with you,—to

me hand and foot as your slave,—only
to fling me aside and laugh at my ab-
surd infatuation when the game has
grown old and flavorless,

He has taken her hand whether she
will or not, and, I think, at this point,
almost unconsciously, he gives her a
gentle little shake. {

“But. there is a limit to all things,"
he-goes on, vehemently, “and here, now
at this moment, you shall give me a
plain answer to a question |l am going
to ask you.”

He has grown very pale, and his nos-
trils are slightly dilated. She has

rown very pale, too, and is shrinking
rom him. Her lips are white and
trembling;, her beautiful eyes are large
and full of an undefined fear. The
passion of his tone has ecarried her
away with it, and has subdued within
her all desire for motckery or mirth.
Her whole face his changed its expres-
sion, and has become sad and appealing.
This sudden touch of fear and entreaty
makes her so sweet that Dorian’s ang-
er melts before it, and the great love
of which it was part again Lakes the
upper hand.

mpulsively he takes her in his arms,
and draws her close to Irim, as though
he would willingly shield her frowm all
evil and chase the unspoken fear from
her eyes.

“Don’t look at me like that,” he says,
earnestly. “I deserve 1it, 1 Enow. 1
should not have spoken to.vou as I
have done, but I could pot help it, You
made me so miserable—do vou know
how  miserable! — that
yvou will surely marry me."

This sudden change from vehement
reproach to as vehement tenderness
frightens Georgie just a little more
than the anger of a moment since. Lay-
ing ber hand upon his chest, she draws
back from him; and he, seeing she real-
Iy wishes to get away from him, in-
stantly releases her.

As if fascinated, however, she never
removes her gaze from his, although
large tears have risen, and are shining,
in her eyes,

——aa
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“You dop't hate me? I won't believe
that,” says Branscambe, wretchedly,
“Say you will try to love me, and that

| you will surely marrly mﬁi.“

At this—feeling r:ll'.imr'* lost, and not
knowing: what else to do—Georgie cov-.
sburstS  ‘Before long bicyeles will be shipped
| by thousands from Japan ta the United

ers”her face with her hHands, an
out crying. _ .

It is now Branscombe's turn to ha
frightened, and he does his part to per-
fection, He is thoroughly and desper-
ately frightenead.

“l1 won't say another word,"” he says,
hastily, “I won’t, indeed. My dearest,

what have I said that vou should be sod.

distressed?~ I only asked you to marry
me.,"

“Well, I'm sure I don’'t know what
more you could have said,” sobs she,
still dissolved in tears, and in a tone
full of injury,

" “But there'wasn't any harm in that,”

rotests he, taking one of her hands
rom her face and pressing it softly to
his lips, *“It is a sort of thing" (ex-
pansively)“one does every day."

“Do you do it every day?"

*“"No; I never did it before. And"(very
El’-'ﬂr}»]&'} “you will answer me,  won't
youjyt - - -

No answer, however, is vouchsafed.

“Georgie, say you will marry me."

(To Be Continued.)

PERSONAL POINTERS.

Items of Interest About Some of the Great
Folks of the Werld.

Last year Queen Victoria signed about
50,000 documents.

A statistician computes that Queen
Victoria is mnow sovereign over one
continent, 100 peninsulas, 500 promon-
tories, 1,000 lakes, 2,000 rivers, and 10,000
islands.

Ex-Empress Eugenie, in her latest
will, has constituted herself the god-
mother of all the male children born
in France on the birthday of her son.
The number amounts to 3,834, all of
whom she has remembered in her will.

Lord Salisbury was a gold miner In
Australia, forty-four years ago, and
the hovel he occupied is still to Dbe
seen: On the place being pointed out
to a lady recently, she is reported to
have remarked: " Oh, the dear old
man! I suppose it was the digging
that made him so round-shouldered.”

By his election as a member of the
Order Pour le Merite for Science and
Art, says a German journal, Prince
Bismarck now possesses all the Prus-
sian decorations, and has exhausted
all the honors that it is possible for the
Emperor to confer- upon him.

Viscount Cross, Lord Privy Seal, is
the oldest Cabinet Minister in Eng-
land. He is 72. The youngest is Wal-
ter long, President of the Board of
Agriculture, aged 41. The oldest mem-
ber of Queen -Victoria's Privy Counecil

is Charles Pelham Villiers, aged 94;
the youngest, Walter Gordon-Lennox,
aged 30.

The late Hugh C. E. Childers was
the only public man in this genera-
tion who drew at the same ilime a
colonial and a British pension. He
received $5,000 a vear for being legis-
lated out of the office of Auditor-Gen-
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eral of Victoria early in his career ; and .

also held the
Minister, $6,000 a year.

The Ex-Empress Eugenie recently
spent a few days in Paris on her way
to her Villa at Cape Mart, in +the
south of France. She took her meals
in the public dining-room at the Hotel
Continental. SHe spent-an afternoon
at the magnificent new house of Ho-
land Bonaparte, who acted as her es-
cort during her entire stay in Paris.

Dr. Beddos said that there was a
distinct relation between man’s pur-
suits and the color of man’s hair. An
unusual proportion ' of men with dark
straight hair enter the ministry; red-
whiskered men are apt to be given to
sporting and horseflesh; while the tall
vigorous,  blonde man,
dant 'of the -Vikings, 'still contributes

[}]l}ﬂﬁiﬂﬂ of a British ex-

coachman; received: a valentine from
Lord Dufferin, now English ‘Ambassa-
dor in Paris.
in coachman a few years ago when his
Lordship was in Canada, and the

lineal deseen- @ Y} MU ;
- eight. years ago that the first labor-

Carrier was Lhe !Ju!:lltr-j brocades, the choicest

'of the Mikado,

Manufacture Bleyeles, Watches, and’
Other Articles, R

States.  Costly plants are being ectab-
lished for the purpose in the conatry
: and it is asserted that
}ugh-grnde machines can be delivered
in San Francisco at such a low figure
as to be sold with a good margin of
profit for £25 each. Should this idea
be carried out, a big smash in prices
may be expected, and the possession of
& wheel will be brought within reach
of everybody. -

The Japanese are as good mechanics
s can be found anywhere in the world .
They have the skill to produce as fine
bicyeles as any manufacturer can turn
out. At the same time, labor over
tqure.- is almost incredibly.cheap, The
Plgheat wages paid to skilled artisans
1s only 20c. a day, and from this the
scale runs down to about 5¢. a day. For
exactly the same work as much as 85
a day is paid in our cities. No wonder,
then, that the Japs are able to turn
out cheap bicycles.

It is' the same way with whatches.
Pretty soon Japan will be supplying the
world with timepieces for. the pocket.
In that country, owing to the low price
of labor, watches can be sold ata pro-
fit for 50 per cent. less than the mar-
ket price here. One factory over there
1s turning out 150 watches a day. They
are first-rate in. every respect: yet the
best workmen employed in making them

get' only 20c. a day. The workmen
were taught originally by experts
brought from America. It appears

that the. Japanese learn such

much
MORE RAPIDLY

and have a more delicate touch than
other people. i,

It is asserted that the Japanese are
not an original people; that they are
only imitators; that they got their art
from Corea, their industry from China,
and  their civilization from Europe.
Whether this is so or not the ingenuity
of the Jap is astonishing. He can re-
produce anything that he has ever
seen. Give him a piece of complicated
mechanism, such as a watch or an elec-
trical apparatus, and he will reproduce
it exactly and set it running without
mstructions. He ecan imitate any pro-
cess or copy any design more accur-
ately than anybody else,

The Japanese are already beginning
to make their own machinery, and in
a few years they will be independent
of foreign nations in that respect. They

things

will buy only one outfit of & given sort .
Having purchased one -

of machinery.
set, they copy it and supply all future
demands for themselves. There is no
protection for foreign patents in Japan,
and any instrument or machine that

' comes into the country may be manu-

' a’ large contingent to travellers and'’
emigrants,
David Carrier, a ‘Lewiston, (Me.)

. titled Englishman frequently ©-remem- |

" bers the ‘renchman in this pleasant
way.  Carrier is very proud of the
souvenir.,

Lplay with my heart until you can bind ,

forgot

‘life, however, is distinctly

fingland’s envoy to Argentina, Hon.
Francis Pakenham, a nephew of Sir
Edward Pakenham, who was killed in

the battle of New Orleans, has just
been transferred to Stockholm. He is
the senior British diplomat in active

service, has spent over twenty-five years
in South America, and was f[or a time
employed at, the legation in Washing-
Ltomn.

“Emperor William,’

writes a

dred. Ie fancies, without knowing he
does, that as the Queen's eldest grand-
son he ought to be her heir.  This

| limits of the Empire.

factured without mterference or the
payment of royalty. There has been
little inducement for the development of

inventive talent in Japan up to now,

and most of the applications filed in
the Patent Office of the Mikado have:
been for trifles, like children’s toys.
Meanwhile Japan is becoming less and
less dependent upon foreign nations for
the necessities and comforts of life and
15 making her own pgoods with the
greatest skill and ingenuity. She will

s00n
TAKE HER PLACE

among the great manufacturing naiions
of the world. Yet it was only twenty-

saving machine was set up within the
Formerly all
the manufacturing of Japan was done
in the househoids, and 95 per cent. of
Lhe skilled labor is still performed in
the homes of the people. The finest
L ( silks, the most
artistic poreelain, cloisonne and lacquer
work are done under the roofs of hum-
ble cottages,

. The ancient system of household labor
1s being rapidly overturned by the intro-
duction of modern methods and machin-
ery. To this revolution the older .art-
1Isans are offering a vain resistance, The
first manufaciory established in Japan

cwas a cotlon mill in the province of

- and how to make glass,

corre- i

spondent. of London Truth, “looks on , experimented

himself as the head of the whole kin- 2 :
" deseribed the Arkwright spinning jenny,

notion oozes out whenever he 18 in the |

company of the Prince of Wales, The
Queen does not exactly humour him
but she shows deep respect, which no
doubt she feels, for his rank.”

Paul Kruger receives a salary of
$40,000 a year as President of the
South African Republie. His way of

plebeian. A
story is told of some fashionable ladies
who called to ‘leave their cards with
the President’'s wife., They discover-
ed the distinguished lady standing on
the doorstep with a half-devoured or-
ange between her lips. One arm was
immediately placed akimbo, the orange
carefully balanced, while the free hand
was stretched out for the cards.

Edison can remain awake a week if

*his mind is wrapped up in a new dis-

covery. There is a famous doctor in
New York city who sleeps only forily
winks at a time. Dr. Joseph Howe, of
the samg city, slept the last twenty
years of his life in a Turkish bath. He
could sleep nowhere else. Dr. Depew
has lately acquired the habit of taking
a siesta, and finds it beneficial. Web-
ster could never stay awake later than
nine o'clock. Many a time he was
caught standing behind the door fast
asleep, :

England’s oldest judge is Lord Es-
her, Master of the Rolls, who is B0
years old ; the youngest is Sir J. Gor-
ell Barnes, 47. The oldest Privy Coun-
cillor and oldest member of the Com-
mons is Mr. C. P. Villiers, 94. The
Duke of Northumberland, 85 the Mar-
quis of Northampton, T7; the Earl of
Mansfield 89; Viscount Bridport and
Baron Congleton, 86, are Lhe eldest peers
in their respective ranks. The Bishop
of Liverpoo!l at B) is the oldest prelate
of the Church of England,

Satsuma. Prince Shimazu was its pa-
tron. Having learned something of
modern arts and sciences, he started
a laboratory on his estates, in which
he learned telegraphy,
coke and 1llu-
He also made guns and
with explosives,

The Prince got hold of a book

minating gas.
Lthat

and was so fascinated with it that he
sent to KEngland for machines, and even-
tually -established a plant of 3,000
spindles, An English engineer came
over to set up the machine and educate
the workmen. The Prince treated him
like an equal, surrounded him with lux-
uries of every kind and paid him a
handsome salary. As tha enterprise
was not intended for profit, but for
the purpose of introducing the art of
spinning among the people, everyihing
was conducted on an elaborate and ex-
pensive scale, and the yarns produced
were of superior quality. i

. Lhe notable sobriety of the Japanese
15 attributed to the ganeral use of tea
instead of alcohol. The drinking of beer
however, is increasing so rapidly in the
Japanese Empire as to excite apprehen-
sion.  There are breweries in nearly
every city of any size, and beer can be
bought at nearly every tea house.

HUMIDITY IN

It being granted that humidity in
dwellings is the cause of many diseases,
the following simple method of test-
ing, which has been suggested by the
Lyon Medical, is interesting. It di-
recis that doors and windows of 1he
room must:be closed to prevent the
entrance of exterior air and that a piece
«f fresh quicklime should be left in

the room for twenty-four hours, It
cla.ms that in an ordinary room, if
three-quarters of an ounce of water is
ahsorbed by the lime, the room may be
considered unhealthy. The amount ab-
sorbed is detrrmined, of courss, by
weigh'ng the lime. Our authority, an-
fortunately, fails to state the i .4 of
the room.
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