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FATE'S INSTRUMENTS.

CHAPTER XIV,.—(Continued.)

“London is uninhabitable to me, if I
do as you ask,” he said.

She locked wup, fthe -tears escaping
from her eyes.

“ih, and the world to me, if youn
don'tl”

George sat down in an arm-chair; he
abandoned the hope of running away.
Neaera rose, pushed back her hair
from her face, and fixed her eyes eag-
erly on him. He looked down for an in-
mtant, and she shot a hasty glance at
the mirror, and then concentrated her
gaze on him again, a !little anxious
smile coming to her lips.

“You will?" she asked in a whisper.

George petulantly threw his gloves on
& table near him. Neaera advanced,
and kpelt down beside him, laying her
hand on his shoulder.

“You have made me cty so much,”
ghe said. ‘“See, my eyes are dim. You
won't make me cry any more?"”

George looked at the bright eyes,
half veiled in tears, and the mouth
trembling on the brink of fresh weep-
ing. And the eyes and mouth were
very good.

“It is Gerald,” she said; “*he is
strict. And the shame, the shamel”

“You don’t know what it means to
me.""

“I do indeed: I know it is hard. But
you are generous. No, no, don't turn
your face awayl"

George still sat silent. Neaera took
his hand in hers,

“Ah, do!" she said.

George smiled—at
Neaera,

“Well, don't ery any more,” siid he,
“or the eyes will be red as well as dim."”

“You will, you will?"’ she whispered
eagerly.

Ile nodded.

“Ah, you are goodl
George: you are good!”

“No. Iam only weak.”

Neaera swiftly bent and kissed his
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himself, not at

God hiﬂﬂi you,

hand. "The hand that gives me life,"”
she said.

“Nonsense,” said | George, rathen
roughly. .

“Will you clear me altogether?"

“Oh, yes; everything or nothing.”

“Will you give me that—that charac-
terg"

“Yes."

She seized his reluctant hand,
kissed it again.

“I have your word?"

“You have."

she leapt up, suddenly radiant.

“Ah, George, Cousin George, how 1
love you! “Where is it?"”

George took the document out of his
pocket,

Neaera seized it.
she cried.

George with an amussd smile obey-
ed her.

“You hold the candle, and I will
burn it!” And she watched the pa-
{}e:' consumed with the look of a glee-
ul child, Then she suddenly stretch-
ed her arms. *“Oh, I am tired!”

“Poor child!"” said George. “You can
leave it to me now.”

“However shall I repay you? I nev-
er can.”” T'hen she suddenly saw the
cat, ran to him, and picked him wup.
“"We are forgiven, Bob! we are for-
given!” she cried, dancing about the
TOIOIIL.

George watched her with amusement.
She put the cat down and came to
him. “See, you have made me happy.
Is that enought”

“It is something,’” said he.

“And here is something more!” And
she threw her arms round his neck, and
kis<ed him,

“That's
moref’”

“Not till we are cousins.”

“Be gentle in your triumph.”

_ and

“Light a candle,”

better,” said George. “Any

“No, no; don't talk like that. Are
you goingi"

“Yes | must go and put things
gtraight.”

“Good-bye. I—I hope you won't

find it very hard.

“I have been paid in advance.”

Neaera blushed a little.

“You shall be better paid, if ever I
can,' she said. |

George pausad outside, to light a cig-
arette; then he struck into the park,
and walked slowly along, meditating as
he went. When he arrived at Hyde
ark Cormer, he roused himself [rom
his reverie.

“Now the woman was very fair!"” said
he, as he hailed a hansom.

CHAPTER XYV.

Mrs. Pocklington sat with blank
amazement in her fuce, and a copy of
the second edition of the Bull’s-eve in
her hand. On the middle page,in type
widely spaced, beneath a noble head-
line, appeared a letter from George
Neston, running thus:—

“To the Editor of the Bull's-eye.
ood enough

“Sir, ~
““As you have been
to interest yourself, and, | hope, for-
tunate enough to interest your readers,
in the subject of ocertain allegations
made by me in respect of a lady whose
name has been mentioned in your col-
umns, 1 have the honour to inform you
that such allegntioms were
baseless the result of a chance resem-
blance between that lady and another
person, and of my own hasty conciu-
sions drawn therefrom. I have with-
drawn all my assartions, fully and un-
reservedly, and have addressed apologies
for them to thase who had a right to
vegeive apologies.
“I have the honor tobe.sir,
“Your obedjent servant,
“(zearge Neston."

And then a column of exultation, sa-

tire, ridicule, preaching, praying, pro-
ying, moralising, and what not.

he pen flew with wings of joy, and
ink was nothing regarded on that day.
Mrs. Pocklington wus a kind-hearted
woman; vet, when she read a sister's
vindication, she found nothing better
to say than—

“How very provoking!"

Andit may be that this unregenerate
exclamatian fairly summed up public

feeling, if only public feeling had been

A man shown to be a fuol is altogether
too common a spectacle; a woman of

fashion proved a thief would have been |

a more piquant dish. But in this
world—and, indeed, probably in
other—we must take what we can get;
and since society could not trample on
Neaera Witt, it consoled itself by cor-

recting and chastening the misguided

entirely §

. spirit of George Neston. Tommy Myles
' shook his empty little head, and all the
| other empty heads shook solemnly in
time. Isabel Bourne said she knew she
was right, and Sidmouth Vane thought
there must be something behind—he al-
ways did, as became a statesman in the
raw. Mr. Espion re-echoed his own
leaders, like a phonograph; and the
chairman of the Themis thanked
I'Lﬁlmﬂ they were out of anawkward
job.

But wrath and fury raged in the
breast of Laura Pocklington. She
thought George had made a fool of her.
He had persuaded her to come over
to his side, and had then betrayed the
colours, There would be joy in Gath
and Askelon; or, in other words, Isabel
Bourne and Maud Neston would crow
over her insupportably.

“I will never see him or speak to him
again, mamma,”’ declared Laura, pas-

ﬁiinfur{;ieh'. “He has behaved abomin-
:1 J‘ }, ir
This announcement rather took the

wind out of Mrs. Pocklington's salls.
She was just preparing to bear ma jesti-
cally down upon her daughter with a
stern ultimatum to the effect that, for
the present, George must be kept at a
distance, and daughters must be guided
by their mothers. At certain moments
nothing is more annoying than to meet
with agreement, when one intends to
extort submission.

“"Good gracious, Laural” said DMrs.
Pocklington, “you can't care much for
the man."

“Care for him! I detest him!"

“My dear, 1¢ hardly loakes like it.”

“You must allow me some self-re-
spect, mamma,"

Mr. Pocklington, entering, overheard
thest words. “Hallo!” said he.'What's
the matter?"”

“Why, my dear, Laura declares that
she will have nothing tosay to George
Neston.”

“Well, that's just your own view,
isn't 1t?" A silence ensued, "1t seems
to me you are agreed.”

It really did look like it; but they
had been on the verge of a pretty quar-
rel all the same; and Mr. Pocklington
was confirmed in the opinion he had
lately begun to entertain that, when
paradoxes of mental process are in gues-
tion, there is in truth not much to
choose between wives and daughters.

Meanwhile, George Neston wasstead-
ily and unflinchingly devouring his
humble-pie. He sought and obtained
Gerald’s forgiveness, after half an hour
of grovelling abasement. He listened
to Tommy DMyles's grave rebuke and
Sidmouth Vane's cynieal raillery with-
out @ smile or a tear. He even brought
himsell to accept with docility a letter
full of Christian feeling which Isabel
Bourne wus moved ito write.

All these things, in fact, affected him
little in comparison with the great
question of his relations with the Pock-
lingtons. That, he felt, must be set-
tled at once, and, with his white sheet
yvel. round him and his taper sfill in
his hand, he went to call on Mrs. Pock-
lington. |

He found that lady in an atlitude of
aggressive tranquility. With careful
ostentation she washed her hands of
the whole affairl! Left to her own
way, she might have been inclined to
conslder that George's foolish reckless-
ness had been atoned for by his manly
retractation—or, on the other hand,
might not. It mattered very - little
which would have been the case; and,
if it comforted him, he was at liberly
to suppose that she would have em-
braced the former opinion. The decis-
ion did not lie with her. Let him ask
Laura and Laura's father. They had
made up their minds, and it was not in
her province or power to iry to change
their minds for them. In fact, Mrs.
Pocklington took up the position which
Mr. Spenlow has made famous—only she
had two partners where Mr., Spenlow
had but one.
that her neutrality covered a favorable
inclination towards himself, and thank-
ed her warmly for not ranking herself
among his enemies,

“1 am even emboldened," he said, “to
ask your advice how I can best over-
come Miss Pocklington’'s adverse opin-
ion."

“Laura thinks you have made her
look foolish. You see, she took your
cause up rather warmly.”

“1 know. She was most generous,”

“You were so very confident."

“"Yes; but one little thing at the end
tripped me up. I couldn't have fore-
seen it, Mrs, [il-‘mrl-:iingmn. do you think
she will be very obdurate?”

“Oh, I've nothing to do with it, Don't
ask me."

“l1 wish I could rely on your influ-
ence.’”

“1 haven't any influence,” declared
Mrs. Pocklington. ‘“'She’s as obstinate
as a—as resolute as her father.”

George rose to go. He was rather
disheartened ; the rprim he had to pay
for the luxury of generosity seemed
very high. \

Mrs. Pocklington was moved to pity.
“George,” she said, “I feel like a traitor,
but I will give you one little bit of
advice,"”

“Ah!" cried George, his face bright-
ening. “What is it, my dear Mrs,
Pocklington 7"

**As to my husband, I say nothing;
but as to Laura "

ii‘_l"l.hﬂ' F.Eﬂlu

“Let her alone—absolutely.” i

“Let her alone! But that's giving

it up.” ot o

“I}uu't. call, don't write, don't be
known to speak to her. There, I've
done what I oughtn't; but you'rean
old friend of mine, George."

“But I say, Mrs. Pocklington, won't
some other fellow seize the chance 1"

“1f she likes vou best, what does that
matter?! If she doesn't—" And
Mrs. Pocklington shrugged her shoul-
ders.

George wus copvinced by this logie.

“I will try,"” he said.

"Tl'}' 'n ;

“Yes, try to let her alone. But it's
diffioult.” i

“Stuff and nonsense. Laura isn’'t in-
dispensable.”

“I know those are not your real

views." .
“You're not her mother: for which

you may thank Heaven.™

_r
|

indecant enough to show itself openly. §

any |

“] do,” said George, and took his
leave, rather consoled. He would have
been even more cheerful had he known
‘that Laura’s door was ajar, and Laura
was listening for the bang
door. When she heard it, she went
down to her mother.

“Who was your visitor, mamma "

“Oh, George Neston."

“What did he come about 1"

“Well, my dear, to see me, I sup-

“And what did he find to say for him-

self ?

George had a shrewd idea’

talked about “that

“Oh, we hardly :
he seems 1n

affair at all. However,
?erf good spirits.” . s
“I'm sure he had no business to bﬂ..
“Perhaps not, my dear; but he was."”
“l didn't know it walk Mr. Neston.

I'm so glad 1 didn't come down.”
Mrs. Pocklington went on knitting.
“I expect he knew why.”

Mrs. Pocklington counted three pearl
and three plain. 5
"?id he say anything about it, mam-
ma §"’

“One, two, three. About what, dear?”

“Why, about—about my not coming?"’

';Nu. I suppose he thought you were
out."”

“Did yvou tell him so?”

“He didn't ask, my dear. He has
other things to think about than being
attentive to yocung women.”

“It's very lucky he has,' said Laura,
haughtily.

“My dear, he lets you alone. Why
can't you let him alone?'"
Laura took up a book, and Mrs,

Pocklington counted ner stitches in a
brisk and cheerful -tone.

It will be seen that George had a
good friend in Mrs., Pocklington.

ance, for society at large bhad
mad in praise of Neaera and Gerald.
They were the fashion. Everybody
tried to talk to them; everybody was
coming to the wedding | everybody rav-
ed about Neaera's sweet patience and
Gerald's unwavering faith. When

in her victoria, their journey was a
trinmphal progress; and only the bur-
den of preparing for the wedding pre-
vented the pair being honored guests

ed on air. His open hopes were realised,
his seeret fears laid to rest; while Nea-
era’s exaggerated excuse for George be-
trayed to his eyes nothing but the ex-
ceedin sweetness of her disposition,
Her absolute innocence explained and
justified her utter absence of resent-
ment, and must, Gerald felt, add fresh
pangs to George's remorse and shame.
'"hesa pangs Gerald did not feel it his
duty to mitigate.

Thursday came, and Monday was the
wedding day. The atmosphere  was
thick with new clothes, cards of invita-
tion, presents, and congratulations. A
thorny question had arisen as to whe-
ther George should be invited. Neaera’'s
decision was in his favor, and Gerald
himself had written the note, hoping
all the while that his cousin’s own
good sense would keep him away.

“It would be hairdly decent in him
to come,” he siid to his father.

“I daresiy he will make some ex-
cuse,” answered Lord Tottlebury. “But

rel.” :
“Reep up the quarrel! By jove, fa-
ther,. 'm too happy to quarrel.”
“Gerald,” said Maud Neston, enter-
ing, “here's such a funny letter for
you! 1 wonder it ever reached.”
She held out a dirty envelope,
read the address—
“Mr. Nesion, kEsq.,
“His Lordship Totftilberry,
" London.”
“Who in the world is 1L?"
Maud, laughing.
Gerald had no seerets. _
“I don't know,” siid he, “Give it to
me, and we'll s2e." He opened the
letter., The first thing he came up-
on was a piece of Llissue puper neatly
folded. Opening it, he found it to be
a ten-pound nete. “Hullo! is ihis a
wedding present?” said he with a laugh.
“Ten pounds! How funny!"” exclaim-
ed Maud. “Is thore no letter?”
“Yes, here's o letter!” And Gerald
read it to himsalf

and

asked

tain eccentricities of spelling which
need not be reproduced;—
“Sir,

“1 don't rightly know whether this
here is your money or Nery's. Nor 1
don't know where it comes from, after
what you siid when you was here with
her Friday. I can work for my liv-
ing, thanks be to Him to whom thanks
is due, and I don't put money in my

ocket as T don’'t know whose pocket
it come oul of.
- “Your humble sarvant,

“Susan Bort.”

“Susan PBort!" exclaime=d Gerald.
“Now, who the deuce is Susan Dort,
and what the deuce dozs she mean?”

“Unless you tell us what she says
——"" began Lord Tottlebury. _

Gerald read the Jetter again, with a
growing feeling of uncasiness. He no-
ticed that the postmark was Liverpool.
It so chanced that he had not been
to Liverpool for more than a year.
And who was Susan Bortf

e got up, and, making an apology
for not reading out his letter, went to
his own room to consider the matter,

“Neryl-" . said he. “And if 1
wasn't there, who was?"”

ghield Neaera at Liverpool. [t was
also generous of Neaera to send Mrs.
Bort ten pounds immediately after that
lady had treated her so ecruelly. It
was honest of Mrs. Bort to refuse fo
accept money which she thought might
be the proceeds of burglary. To these
commendable actions Gerald was In-
debted for the communication which
disturbed his bliss.

“1 wonder if Neaera can throw any
light on it,” said Gerald. *"It's very
queer. After lunch, I'll go and sce
her."

CHAPTER XVI.

Mr. Blodwell was entertaining Lord
Mapledurham at luncheon at the The-
mis Club. The Marquis was not in an
agreeable mood. He was ill, and when
he was ill he was apt to be cross. His
host’'s calm satisfaction with the issue
of the Neston affair irritated him.

“Really, Blodwell,” he sud, "1 some-
times think a lawyer's wig is like Sam-
gon’s hair. When he takes it off, he
takes oIf all his wits with it. Your
simplicity is positively childish.”

bir. Blodwell gurgled contentedly
over a basin of soup.

“I think no evil unless I'm
it,"” he said, wiping his mouth. "George
found he was wrong, and said so.”

“] - gaw the girl in the Park vester-
day,” the Mamquis remarked. "“She’s a
pretty girl.”

?aid for

| “U'ncommonly.

But I'm not aware

of the hall ©

tle?”

th:ttr being pretty makes a
thief."”

“No, but it makes a man a fool."

“My dear Mapledurham!"

“Did he ever tell youn what he found
out at Liverpooli ;

“Did he go to Liverpool?”

“Did he go?! God bless the manl Of
course he went, to lock for——"

Lord Mapledurham stopped. to sea
who was throwing a shadow over his
pi-'lh.*. :

“May I join you!" asked Sidmouth
Vane, who thought he was conferring
a privilege. “I'm interesied in what
you are discussing.”

“Oh, it's you, is itf
listening?"' y :

“No, but everybody's discussing 1t
Now, I agree with you, Lord Maple-
durbam. It’s a put-up job."

“X expect you thought it was a_put-
up job when they baptisad you, didn’t
you?” inquired the Marquis.

“And looked for ?Dlﬂilll in. your bot-
added Blodwell. : :

Vans gently waved bis hand, as if
to scatter these clumsy sarcasms. A
man may not be sixty and yet not be
an ass,” he languidly observed. "Walt-

girl. a

Have you been

Cer, some salmon, and a pint of 44."

In ;
truth he needed some kindly counten- '
gone

. your father, JMr.
C“You must allow me to shake

Neaera drove her lover round the park ,

at every select gathering. Gerald walk-

I hope you won't keep up the quar-

It was generous of George Neston to

the
"with only faint opposition in the Sen-

The letter ran as follows, saving cer-

' to the natural child,

“And may be sixty and yet be an
ass, eh?” said the Marquis, chuckling.

“Among ourselves, why d-::-ryc:-u sup-
pose he let her off?’ asked Vane.

The Marquis pushed back his chair.

“My young f{rignd, you are oo Wwisa,
Something will (happen to you.” _
“Hallo!” exclaimed WVane, Here's

Gerald Nestonp”

Gerald came hastily up to }I_r+1H1nd-
well. “Do you know where George
is?"" he asked,

“T believe he's in the club
where,” answered Mr. Blodwell. ;

“No, he isn't. I want to see him
on business."”

Tord Mapledurham rose. “I know
Neston,” he  said.
hands

on

some-

with you, and congratulate you
your approachinzg marriage.” :
Gerald received his wcongratulations
with an absent air. “I must go and
find George,” he said, and went ouf.
“There!” said Vane, triumphantly.

“Don’'t you see there's something up

nowi"’ .
The elder men tried to snub him,
but they glanced at one another and
silently admitted that it looked as if
he were right. :
AMrs, Bort's letter had stirred into ac-
tivity all the doubts that Gerald Nes-

to had tried to stifle, and had at last |

suceeeded in silencing.  There was a
darkly mysterious tone about the doc-
ument that rousad his suspicions. li-
ther there was a new and a mores un-
serupulous plot
elso——Gernld :
of thought, but he determined fto see
Neaera at once, as George could not be
found without a journey to the Tem-
ple. and a journey to tha Temple was
twice as far as a journey to
Mansions. Nevertheless, had Gerald
known what was happening at the Tem-
ple, he would have gone there first;
for in Georgs's chambers, at that very
moment, George was sitbing ll'l“hiﬁ chair,
pazing Blankly at Neaera WILL,
was walking restlessly up and down.

“You sant her ten pounds?’ Lhe gasp-
ed. .
“Yes, ves,"” said Neaera. “I can't let
the ereature starve.”

(To be continued).

A FRENCH IDEA OF JUSTICE.

An interesting and Suggestive Change Just
Made in French Lavw,.

A law which changes radically the
legal position of children born out of
wedlock, and which, in the eyes ol its
opponents, threatens the existence of
the family in France, was passed, al-
most without attracting notice during
the last session of the French parlia-

It was not discussed at all in
Chamber of Deputies, and met

moent.

ate. An iilegitimate child who is re-
cognized according to the l‘urmsl of
law by his father may now inherit, or
yather eannot  be disinherited under
normal conditions, a share in the pro-
perty the father leaves. His share 1s
to be one-half that of a legitimatle
child, where one exisis; threec-quarters
if there are only uncles, aunts, and ne-
phews left, while, if the nearest rela-
tives are merely first cousins of the
falther, the whole inheritance descends
The provisions
of the French law of inheritance, which
gscure to leritimate children a ceriain
proporfion of their parents’ property,
inalienable by father or mother, are
made to apply to illegitimate children
also. Moreover, the father may leave
to his natural child a portion of that
part of his property of which the law
allows him the fres disposal, provided
that portion is not larger than the por-
tion left to the least favored legiti-
ImaLe .l::hilt]. -
[eretofore the law has forbidden leg-

acies to illegitimate children, so that |

the only way in which a father could
make a bequest of his natural child
was by refusing to recognize him as
his, thereby placing bhim legally in Lhe
,osition of a stranger unrelated to

im. _

It will be interesting to watch the
effect on French society of this  at-
tempt at a solution of a grave social

robilem. The measure 15 not s0 sweep-
ing as it seems to be at first sight,
for it affects only a part of the chil-
drem born out of wedlock. Th
ous section 310 of the Code Civil: ILa
recherche de la paternite est interdite,
which many Frenchmen look upon as
one of the main bulwarks of social or-
der, remains in full force. The father
who refus:s to acknowledge his ille-
gitimate child cannot be compelled to
do so. If either mother or child were
to try to force an acknowledgment,
the case would be thrown out of court.

Another class of children born out
of wedlock, which is not affected by the
law, consists of those who have become
legitimate, as by the French law the
H?.ﬁ!ﬂﬂqumt marriage of the parents
legitimizes their children already born.
The number of persons to whom the
modified law will apply must, therefore,
be small when compared with the total
population of France, much smaller
than might be inferred from the prom-
inence given to their so-called wrongs
in Jiterature and on the stage. It 1s
large enough, however, to give value
io the results of the present experi-
ment, whutever they are. It is not ex-
pected that French fatbers will hast-
en to assume all their moral responsi-
Lilities simply because the law now per-
mits tham to do s0. _

against. his birde, or|
did not finish s tramn |

The fam-'
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SKIN GRAFTS CURE BURNS.

Brave Fignt for the Life of a Little &irl s
Who had Been Under the Kmuife 7
!Iﬂllth."h -

Skin grafting has saved the life of
Jessie Proudfoot, an eleven-year-old
girl in San Rafael, Cal. July a year
ago she was playing around a bonfire
in the yard when her clothing caught
firet. In an instant she was envelop-
ed in flame, and before the fire was
extinguished she was very severely
burned, and it was not thought that
she could possibly live.

She was a frail, delicate child, and
large areas of her body were roasted
and the skin and flesh sloughed off,
leaving the muscles exposed and caus-
ing much bleeding from the seared
veins and arteries.

The worst burn she received was on
the hip, It was sixteen inches long
and averaged nine inches wide, cover-
ing one hundred and forty-four square
inches of her body: Thare wasa burn
on her shoulder three by four inches,
one siXx by six on her side and other
smaller burns about her body. Despita
the fears of her relatives and the doc-
tora, Jessie clung to life, and finally
the despair of her mother changed to
aope.

'}'hm& months after the accident the
smuiller burns on ber arm and side had
healed, but the deeper and larger burn
on the hip refus:d to heal. The surfuce
wias too large [or thse skin to bridge
the seared [lesh, and D W, 1. Jones
decided to try skiin grafting.

Since then there has Leen hardly a
week that patches of skin have not
been taken from other people and at-
tached to the burned spot on Jessie's
thigh. In many instances the new skin
has sloughed olf or dried up and re-
fused adoption by the new owner, but
the progress of covering the burn has
been steady and the wound will be cov-
ered within a few monthis,

In the mean time Jessie is able to be
out of bed and she does not have to
remain on her right =side, as she did
for so ~many weeks after she
received the burn. Twice the entire
wound has been covered by Dr. Jones,
but the centre of the burned spot re-
fused to let the new skin grow, and
now new patches of skin are added
around the edgas

More than eighty people have sub-
mitted to have small pieces of their
skin removed to aid the brave litile in-
vitlid, some going [rom San Francisco
to aid her by their s:lf-sacrifice. Her
4 ¥,  six years old, bhas len
times contributed from three to four
square inches without a murmur, and
her sister Ethel has given twenty-three
inches of her cuticle altogether.

The mother and aunt have given of
their skin until they have little more
to give, and neighbors and [riends now

care depended on for the material that

|

< ommma

will make Jessie a well girl.
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MAN'S POWER TO

Two Hundred and Fifty Begrees Endured
by n French savant.
_Many  people have recently been
heard to declare that they are sure they
will die if the hot weather in summer
continues, Therefore the statistics be-
low, showing the highest and lowest
temperatures which wman can endure,
may prove interesting, To begin with,
the difference between the highest and
lowest limits is estimated at 250 deg.
I'ahrenheit. Irench troops in Alg-
lers must freguently march and man-
ocuver at a heat of 122 deg. above zero.
A French professor has, during a
stay in the 8Sahara with a (ribe of
Tuaregs, observed a heat of 163 deg.
Attendants in Tuorkish balth estab-
lishments work ten hours a day in
rooms where the air is artificially heat-
ed to 1565 deg., 175 dep., and even to
195 deg., Fahrenbeit, A scientific gens-
tleman in Paris not long ago spent fif-

ENDURE HEAT

' ten minuted in a hot air room of the

Paris Hammam, in which the dry air

had been heated by his order until the
thermometer registered 250 deg. IFah-
renbeit. Issuing from this room, he
plunged immediately into a bath filled
with  water of about 53 degrees, a
dilfference of 200 deg, Fahrenheit, which
his body passed through in less than a
minute,

On the other hand, man will stand
greater cold than any of the other mam-
mals. For ipstance, during the jour-
ney of Prince Henry of Orleans through
the Central Asiatic highlands the party
had frequently to withstand a tem-
perature ol 40 deg. below zero.  The
quick-silver in the thermometers had
frozen solidly at this temparature, and
even the aleohol in the aleohole ther-
mometers beeame thick. Horses and
camels died from exposure, while none
of the men in the party suffered in
the least,

In North America intense cold is (re-
quent. A Capt. Burn once measured
at Fort Reliance. a temperalurs of 70
deg. below zero, while Capt. Dowron,
at Fort Rae, saw the thermometer down
to 88 deg. below zero in the month of
April. The lowest temperat-ires known
however, have occurred iz  Siberia,
where a temperature »f 50 deg. below
zero is not uncommon, while at Wer-
chojansk a temperature of 93 deg. be-
low zero has been ohserved. It appears,
therefore, that men can stand a cold of
00 deg. below zero, while a heat of 160
deg. and 180 deg. FFahrenheit appears
to be the extreme limit in the opposite
direction, No animals is known which
is able to resist such changes of teme
perature,

THE TRUTHFUL CHILD,

Mamma, the rector ast me why yon
didn't come to church.

What did you tell him, Bobhy ?

I said you were a-keeping all your
good clothes clean ter go to th' sea-

shore,

] AN IMPOSSIBILITY. )

My part in the amateur thoatricals
could not have bzen a complete failure,
declared Alice. They did not hiss me

Of course not, replied her best girl
friend. People cannpot” yawn and hiss

I at the same time.

"




