LOVE REASONS NOT

CHAPTER XXVI.

MAN'S FICKLENESS, 5

They did meet again and again, always
with pleasure on his part, and very soon
with something else on hers. Wherever
she was she looked out above the dark
Italian heads for the tall, erect figure and
brave English face of Lord Chandos. She
did not talk much to him, but there was a
light in her eyes and a smile on her face
most pleasant to see when he was near.
She mnever sought him, she never, either
directly or indirectly, gave him any idea of
where she was going. She never contrived
to meet him, but there were very few days
during which they did not spend some hours
together.

Lady Lanswell paid not the least atten-
tion when Lady Erskine joined their party.
She was kind and cordial, but she naver
made the least effort either to entertain her
or to induce her to stay. Iliever by chance
Lord Chandos named her, his mother receiv-
ed the remark in total silence —in fact, she
completely ignored her—in which she show.
ed her tact., Had she ever mad= the least
attempt to bring them together, he would
have seen through the little plot; and would
have taken fright ; as 1t was, the net wasso
skiilfully woven, that he was caught in it
before he knew there was a net at all. If
the countess arranged a party for any place,
ghe never included the young heiress among
her guests,

So that their frequent interviews were 8o
completely accidental, neither of them
thought anything of it ; they drifted un-
awares into an intimacy at which every one
smiled but themselves. 1t flagtered Lord
Chandos to see dukes and princes draw
back when he came near the beautirul
heiress, as though it were quite understood
that he had the right to claim her atten-
tion—to see a proud Roman princz, with a
long pedigree, make way with a bow—to
see a courtly French duke resign the seal
he had waited half the night for—to see the
eyes of envy that followed him—it flattered
him, and he never asked where it would
end,

Lady Lanswell saw it all with well-pleas-
ed eyes, but said nothing ; she was biding
her time.
~ One evening they met at Mrs. Chester’s,
There was neither ball nor party, buta
quiet at home ; and their friendship made
greater strides than it hitherto had done.

Some cne asked Lady Erskine to sing.
Lord Chandos leoked at her,

“Tro you sing ?" he asked,

And she answered with a quiet smile :

“‘Yes, it ia one of the few things I do well
enough to content myself. I have a gocd
voice and I sing well.”

“Are you what people call fond of music?”
he asked.

And she answared :

““ Yes, I often put my own thoughts to
music, and if I meet any words that seem to
me very good or very sweet I never rest
until I have found a melody that fits them.
I came across some the other day. Shall 1
sing them to you?”

There wasa slight commotion in the room
when people saw the beautiful Eunglish girl
led to the pianoc. She turned with a emile
to Lord Chundos,

‘* My song is English,” she said, ** and
will not be understood by every one.”

‘“] shall understand it,” he said; ** yon
muat sing it to me.” 4

When he heard the words he understood
the blush that covered her face,

*‘I should change my song,” she s11d, *‘if
another came into my mind. Tnese words
are by a poetess I read and admire much,
It is called ‘Somewhere or Other.” "

She sung in a sweet, pure voice ; there
was neither fire, power, nor passion in it;
but the words were clear and distinet.

“* ‘Somewbere or other there must surely be
The face notseen, the voice not heard,

The heart that never yet —never yet—iah, me,
Made answer to my word.

““t Somewhere or other, may be near or far,
Past land and sea,clear out of sight,
Beyond the wandering mioon the slar,
That tracks her nighs by night

“ tSomewhere or other, may be far or near,
With just a wall a hedge betweed,

With just the last leaves of the dying year
Fallen on a turf so green.'”

He sto d by her side while she sung, his
eyes fixed on her face, thinkiog how pure
and fair she wes, When the sweet =train
of muasic ended, he said .

“‘Somewhere or other—you will find it
goon, Lady Marion,”

“Find wnat?"’ she eaid.

“ “The heart that has never yet answere
a word, * " he replied, quoting the words of
her song. ‘‘People do oiten meet their fate
without knowing it.”

When he saw the fair face grow crimson
he knew at once that she thought he was
speaking of himself and her, After that
there seemed to be a kind of understanding
between them. Wlhen others were speak-
ing he would gquote the words: ‘‘Some-
where or other,” and then Lady Marion
would blush until her face burned. Soa
kind ot secret understanding grew between
them v it 1:ut either of them quite under-
standir g how 1t was,

Lady Lunswell was quite happy; the
bait was taking ; there was no need for her
to interefere, all was going well,

“ Mother,” said Lord Chandos, *“1 can-
not understand it; vyou invite all the
old dowagers, and spinsters in BEoms to
your afternvon teas and soirees, but you
never invite any young ladies, and thers are
80me Very pretiy ones,”

* My dear Lance, I know it, and deeply
regret 1t ; but you see 1 hive 1o one to
entertain young ladies.”

He raised his head with an injurad air,

““ You have me,”" he veplied.

The countess laughed,
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** True, I have you, but I mean some one
free and eligible.

““ Am'I not free and eligiple ¥’ he asked,
quickly ; and then his brave young Iace
grew fiery red under his mother’s slow,
sneering amile, ‘I do not mean that;
of course I am not free or eligible in
that sense of the word, yet I think I am
quite as well abie to entertain young and
pretty girls as old dowagers.”

Lady Lanswell lookea keenly at him.

“‘My dear Lance, 1 will do anything to
please you,” she said, “*but if you persist
in considering yourself an engaged man,
you must. forego the society of charming
girle, I have no desire for another visit
from that tempestuous young person.”’

Lance, Lord Chandos, shuddered at the
words—‘'a tempestuous young person’—
this was the heroine of his romance, his
beautiful Leone, whose voice always came
to him with the whisper of the wind, aud
the sweet ripple of falling water. ‘A tem-
peatnous youngperson,’’ his beautiful Leone,
whose passionate kisses were still warm on
his lips, whose bitter tears seemed wet on
his face—ILeone, who was a queen by right
divine. He turned angrily away, and Lady
Lanswell, secing that she had gone far
enough, affected not to see his anger, but
spoke next in a laughing tone of voice.

“*You see, Lance, in my eyes youare very
eligible, indeed, and it seems to me almozt
eruel to bring you into acircleof youngeirls,
one of whom might admire you, while
I know that you can never admire them.
Isit notso?"”

“I am not free, mother, you know as
well ns all the world knows; still, I repeat
it that it 18 no reason why you should fill
the house with dowagers and naver bring
the bloom of a young face near it.”

“‘ T will do as you wish, Lance,” said my
lady, and her son smiled.

““ Though I consider myself, and am, In
all solemn truth, engaged, still that does
not make me a slave, mother, 1am free
to do as I like."”

‘“ Certainly,” said my lady, and tor some
minutea there was silence between them.

Lord Chandos broke 1n.

“ Why do yov never ask Lady Erskine
to visit you, mother? She 18 a charming
girl, and you like her.” ;

The countess lnoked at him straight
the face,

¢ | think it is more prudent not to do
s0,” she sald. *‘Lady Marion is one of the
most perfect women I know ; 1 know too,
that she admires you, and as you are not
free 1o admire her, you are better a art.”

He flang himself down ofl the carpet, and
latd his handsome head on his mother's
knee, lookins up to her with coaxing eyes
as he had done when be was a boy,

** Does she really admire me, mother?
This beautiful girl, who hasall the grandees
in Rome at her feet—does she really
admire me?”’

“ | have said it,” laughed my lady.

““ Who told you,mother? How do you
Znow 2"

‘] shall not tell you, Lance ; sufficent for
you to know that it 1s quite true, and that
I consider I am simply acting as prudence
dictates. I should admire vou, Lance, if 1
were & young girl myself,”

“] am very much flattered,” he said,
slowly, *‘Even if it be true, mocher, I do
npt quite see why you should thinl o much
prudence needful. 1 admire Lady Marion:
why should we not e friends ?”

“Would the tempestuous young person
like it, Lance 7"’ asked my lady.

And it is very painful to state that an ex-
ceedingly streng and highly improper word
came from between Lord Chandos’ closed
lips.

“‘Do not tease me, mother. 1 see no harm
in it; if I did, ke quite sure I would not do
it, Lady Marion and [scan always be
friends, I like her and admire her : there
is o certain kind of repose about her that I
enjoy. Why should wenot be friends ?”

“‘Be friends it you like,” said Lady Lana-
well : “*but, 1f, in the course of a few weeks,
you find that mutual admiration does not
answer, do not blame me.”

From that day Lady Lanswell laid aeride
all pretenee at scruple,and allowed mattere
to go os they would ; she visited the yvoung
neiress constantly, and smiled when she
gaw that her som was becoming, day by
day, more attr cted 1o her. She noticed
another thing, too, with keen pleasure, and
it was that, although the same number of
lettera came from KEngland, not half so
mapny weit Lhere.

““A step in the right direction,” thought
mv lady ; **1 shall succeed aiter all."

To do Lord Chandos justice, he was quite
blind to the danger that surrounded him,
He intended to be true to Leone—he had
no other desire, no other wish—he had
never contemplated for one moment the act
of deserting her ; he would have denounced
anyone who even hinted at such a thing,

But he was young,she was beantiful ,they
were insunny Italy  And he never dream-
ed of loving her,

They were friends, that was all; they
were to be exceptions to the general rule—
they were to be friends, without any of
the elements of love or flirtation marring
thelr iubercourse,

Only friends. Yet in the beginning of
May when Lady Cambrey and her ward
declined to return to England for the sum-
mer, but resolved to spend it in Naples,
Lord Chandos went there also, without
feeling at ail sure that he woula be back in
London by June,
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CHAPTER XXVIL,
““TRLL ME YOUR SECRETY.”

The sunny sammer days at Nica—who
can tell of their beauvy, the glory of the
sunny blue sky, the glory of the foliage,
the sweet, balmy breath ot the wind, which
seemed daily to bring with it the perfume
from a hundred new flowers? How did
the time pass? No one knew ; it was a
loug roll of pleasure and gayety. There
was pleasure enough in being out-of-doors;
-a picnic there was a very simple matier.
They heard of a very beautiful spot, drove
there, remained there so long as 1t suited
them, then went back again. There were,
as there alwaysare, some very nice Hnglish
people at Nice, but none like fair, aweet
Lady Marioa.

As the chorm of her aweet character grew
upea him, Lord Chandos hiked her more
and more, He enjoyed her society. She
was not witty, shie could not amuse a whole
voem iull of people, she conld not create
langhter, she was not the cause of wit in
| nthers, nor did talking Lo her awake the

'not invent or create ; I have no original- |
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imagination and arouse all the faculties of
one s mind.

Talking to her was reat, grateful as the
ghade of green trees after the glare of the
summer’s sun, 1he sweet voice, the clear,
refined accent, the gracious and gentle
thoughts, the apt quotations, all were
something to remember. She was by no
means a genius, but she was weil read, and
had the power of remembering what she
read, had the gift of making most of her
knowledge, If you wished for an hour’s
interesting conversation, there was no one
like Lady Marion. She had such curious
odds and ends of information ; her reading
had been universal, She had some know-
ledge on every point. She had her own
ideas, too, clearly defined and etraight-
forward, not liable to vary with every
paper she read, and in these days one
learns to be thankful for consistency. OUn
those lovely, life-giving days, when the
sun and sky, earth and air, flower and tree
did their best, it was Lord Chandos who
liked to linger under the vines talking to
this fair girl whose very face was a haven
of rest.

He never thought of love at all in con-
nection with her, he felt so sure of one
great fact that he loved his wile ; he forgot
that there conld be such a thing as danger
or temptation. Lady Marion had grown
to love him ; it was impossible to help i1t ;
he had great and grave faults, as all men
have, but he was so brave and fearless, =o
gallantand generons,so kind and chivalrous,
no one could help loving him ; his faults
were lovable, a fact that was much to be
regretted ; since, if they had been disagree-
able, he might have been cured of them.

Lady Marion, in her guiet, gentle fashion,
had learned to love him. She appealed to
him continunally ; the reading of a book, the
singing of a song, the arriangement of a
day's plans, the choosing of acquaintances,
on each and ali of theze pointsahe made him
her confidant and guide ; it was so gently
and naturally done that he insensibly
guided her whole life without knowing 1t.
What Lord Chandor said or thought was
her rule. It was such a pleasure to guide
and advise her, she was 8o yielding, so gen-
tle, she took such a pride in obaying Lim ;
she would apologize to him at times and
EH}' :

““ T told wou, Lord Chandos, that I must
always have a stronger mind than my own
to lean upon.”

He listened to the words with a smile,
it did not just ocenr to himn that she would
not have his mind to lean upon muoech long-
er, for he must go home to England to
Leone. Once or twice lately he had been
i uzh atruck with Lady Marion's manner.
She was so gracious, so charming with him,
When he had suddenly entered the room
wiere she was sitting he had seen the crim-
gon blush that rose over her white neck and
brow. He noticed too, that she had rarely,
if ever, raised her eyes to his face until
that blush had passed away, lest they
ghould tell their own secret. And one day
he said to her:

““ Why do you never give me n frank,
open lock, Lady Marion such as you gave
me always when 1 knew you first ? now
you turn your face away, and your eyes
droop. Have I displeased you ?"

‘* No,” she replied, gentiy; ““1t iz not
that ; you could not displease me.” !
“ Then you are keeping some secret from

me,” he said, and she smiled a slow, sweet,
half-sad smile that stirred his heart with
Curious power.

“‘ | have no secret,”’ she said; ““orif I
have it mattieras little to any one but my-
self,”

‘¢ Tell me your aceret, Lady Marion,” he
said, with asigh.

““ I will answer you in the words of my
favorite poet,” she said; ** listen, Lord
Chandos.”

They were standing near the shade of a
clustering vine, the wind that kissed both |
fair young faces was fnll of perfume, the
flowers that bloomed around them were |
fuil of sweetest odors, the whisper of the
odorous wind was no sweeter than the voice
in which she quoted the words:

*** Perhaps some languid summer day,

When drowsy birds sing less and less,

And golden fruit is ripening Lo excess;

1f there's not too much wind or teo much |

eloud '

And the warm wind is neither still nor loud

Perhaps my secret 1 my say,

Or—vou may gue:=s." i

£ What beantiful words,” he eried, ** It

seems to me, Ludy Marion, that vou have a |
whaole storehiouse full of the most apt and
beautiful quotations. You ought to have,
heen n poct yourself,” I

““No,” she replied, *“I can sppreciate,but |
I cannot invent. I can make the words and |
the thoughts of a poet my own, but I can- |

]-'Jv.:—:

““You have what is rarer, still,”’ he cried;
a “‘graceful humility that raises yon higher
than any other gift counld do.”

He spoke so warmly that she looked up
in wonder, but Lord Chandos turned ab-
ruptly away ; there might be danger if he |
sald more, -

So the lovely,leafy month of May endea,
and June began. Then Lord Chandos be-
gan to think of home—his birthday was on
the thirtieth of June, and he knew what
he had promised for that day. He could
gee the pretty, flower-covered window—the
roses which must be thrust aside—the gate |
he had promised to open ; he remembered
every detail. Well, 1t was all very
pretiv  and very pleasant but he
could not tell why, the bloom of
the romance was gone, that was quite
certain. He had learned to associate poetry
with the pale moonlight and golden hair,
with a very fairface and soft ripple of
sweet. speech, Still he intended most
hooorably to keep his promise; he took
great delight, too, in thinking of Leone's
passionate happiness, of her beauntiful face
of the ecatasy ol welcome she would give
him. Then, of course, he must marry her,
the very day after that would be the firat
of July* and, for the first time, he thought
of his coming marriage with a eigh—it |
would separate him so entirely from his |
mother, and from Lady Marion; in all pro-
bability he would never see much of her
again. He thonght more of her loss than
of his own, |

“ How sha will miss ine,” he said te him--
selt; *“ she will have no one to consult, no
one to advise her. Iwish we could always |
he the same good friends as now."”

Then it occurred to him that perhaps,
after all, his wife would net care to know
that he was on such confidential terms
with any one but herself,

He would have felt far less sure of either
his return or his marriage if he had over-
head a slight converzalion that took place
hetween his mother and Lady Marion. The
Countess of Larawell called one day and |

 in her sweetest manner, which she knew

| and yon can finish your good work.”

' own eyes!”

| 8

took the young heiress out for a drive with E P UUND THE
her; when they were seated, driving through | U :

gecenery 80 beautifal one could hardly be-
lieve it to be a fallen world, the countess

how to make quite irresistible, said:

““ Lady Marion [ want you to help me to
do something, if you will.™

““You know I will do anything I can for
you, Lady Lanswell,” said the girl, gent.
ly ; I could have no greater pleasure.”

She did not add, because 1 love your son,
but this was in her mind, and the countess
quite understood it,

She coatinued :

“You know how I love my dear and only
gon, how anxious [ am for his weifare, how
devoted to his interests,”

“I can imagine itall,” said Lady Marion,
warmiy.

The countess went on :

““He has an idea, a guixotic, foolish and
most unhappy one, one that if carried out
will mar his lifeand ruin his prospeets, and
in theend break his heart. Now, I want you
to help me break ofl this idea; he ibinks of
returning to England in June, and if he
does, all hope is over. He never allows
himself to be coerced or persuaded ; as to
the word *marriage’ it would be a fatal one,
but we might, I am sure, influence him—
that is, if you will help me.”

“‘I will do all I can,” said Lady Marion,
earnestly; her sweet fare had grown very
pale.

**Ha must not go back to England,” said
the countess;*'we must keep him here until
August—how can we do it V'

**Ask him to stay,”’ said the young girl,
simply; that seems to be the niost straight-
forward plan.”

“Yes but it wounld not be of the least use
he must be influenced. Now 1 think that
he prefers your society to any other; sup:-
pose you plan a tour througn Spain, and
ask him togo with us,”

The pale face flushed,

“I will if you think he would agree,” she
replied.

““| believe he would: if he seems inclined
to retuse, and you are in the least degree
disturbed over it, I believe firmly that he
will go. I do not think that he knows the
strength ot his own feelingsa for you. Let
us try it. You ean speak tome about it
before him, then I will leave you with him

“‘He is not likely to be vexed, is he 7"
agked Lady Marion, timidly.

‘“Vexed, my dear child, no; he will con-
sider himself highly favored. You see it
18 in.this way. | cannot show any eager-
ness for it, and you can. My son would
suapect my motive; he knows your’s must
be a gond one, and will feel sure that it ias
liking for hissociety—you do like it,do you
not, Lady Marion ?’

““Yes, I cannot, deny it,"” replied the
young girl, *'and I will help you all 1 can.

' You do not wish him to return to En land

in June.
ﬂ.“rﬂ.}r. n

And the question was—would she suc-
ceed?

I will do my best to keep  him

[TO BE CONTINUED. ]
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BENEATH HIS DIGNITY.

So me furious Seences and Incidents After
the RReliel of Lucknow.

Sir Hope Grant was the first to
greet General Havelock after the relief
of Luncknow, and describes the aflecting
acene when the scldiers flocked round the
hero and gave him three cheers. Their
welcome was tooc much for General Have-
lock ; he could not keep back the tears.
Smiles and tears are strangely mingled in
this world, however, and Sir Hope goes
on to relate another incident of the day,
which stood in ridiculous and almost pain-
ful contrast to the one in which he had
just participated. [t was connected with

the removal of the women and children.
The misery they had endured must have
been intense. [ saw one little girl run up
to her mother, saying:
“0) namme, there i3 a loaf of bread on the
table! I am certain of iv; I saw it with my

'y
+I

The poor little thing had seen nothing so
ood for a long time,

I asked one gentle, delicate-looking lady
if I could do anything to assist her.

“0Oh vyes,” sie replied. *“Ifyoun could

rocure me a piece of cheese, I should be
so thankiul! 1t is for a poor sick lady.”

I thought the remedy a pretty strong one,
and I confess I wasrather taken aback,
I ventured to say that it would be hard to
find what she esked for: but %he answer-
ed that if I could only find a gentleman by
the name of Captain Ximenes she knew he
would give me some,

I thererore proceeded on my delicate
errand, and at last found the individual in
question, who ab ouce supplied me with
a large piece of high-flavored, atrong-
smelling, greasy looking cheese wrapped
up in a dirty old newspaper.

To the commander of a fine force
relieving a large number of his country
women from a terrible imprisonment, and
under the influence of high-wrought feel-
ings of sublimity, it was rather a come-
down, both in dignity and in sentiment,
to be the bearer of a piece of nasty
strong cheese and I must own thatl
very reluctantly went about, in the dark-
ness of twilight, seeking the lady who
had made the request.

IFor some time my inqguiries were fruitlesa
but just as 1 was about to throw away
my unpleasant burden in despair,the lady
appeared and relieved me of the cheese
and of my anxiety.

S—
Dog is not Bad Eating.

There is actually nothing ‘n the flesh of
the dog that is distasteful or repulaive.
Lewis and Clark, the explorers, who learn-
ed to eat it through compulsion, actually

became fond of 1t in time. It is not gener-
ally known thatit is still a favorite article
of diet nmong certain peopls, but a French
paper says that the number of dogs slaugh-

| tered at the abattoirs in Munich hasrin-

creased amazingly in the past few months,
The taste for dog’s flesh is said to have been
imported by ltalian laborers, who have re-
cently come in large nmumbers to the Ba-
varian capital, The meat is not used only
as an adolterant for sausages, but is eaten
openly, under its own name, prepared in
VATLONS 'W'tl}"ﬂﬁ .
-
The love men have for little sins is
same kind devils have for big ones,

the

WHOLE WORLD
Ly

WHAT IS GOING ON IN THE FOUR

CORNERS OF THE GLOBE.

Gld and New World Events of Imteresa
Chronicled Bricily—Iateresting Hap
penings of Recent Date,

Mineral oils are not so ethicient as ani-
mal and vegetable oils 1n stilling troubled
waters,

The equirrel monkey has a larzer brain
in proportion to his size than any animal
except man,

The grape and wine industry iu Hungars
i3 suffering greatly from phylloxera and
black rot.

The vary first private library mentioned
by the bistorians was that of Aristotle, who
lived 334 B.C.

Single teeth of the mastodon have been
tound in Awmerica weighing as much as thir-
teen pounds,

The Princess of Wales, who occasionally
tries her hand at angling, has a gold mount-
ed rod that cost S20C,

It was stated at the labor congress in
Norwich, England, that there are 56,000
foreign sailors on British ships.

A westward ocean trip, between Europe
and New Y orl, is usualiy 7 per cent. longer
than an eastward one,

(Gold, diamonds and twenty-two diferent
chemical elements have Leen found in aero-
lites, or ** stones from the sky.”

There are as yet as many unpublished
sermons of the late Rev. C, H. Spurgeon
a8 will require another ten years to get

out,
3
f

Paul Lindau, the well-known Germ
novelist, has been appointed intendant
the famous Court theatre at Meningen.

The pastor of the Wilberforce Memongial
Church, Birmingham, England, Rev. Pgter
Stanford, is a negro, who was born in ns AV -
ery. .

IPneumatic skates are the lateat ikiven-
tion in England, and the first pair was sold
to a Scotch housewife, who does her shop-
ping on them. )

The wife of the Italian Prime Minister,
Crispi, is an ardent lover of cigarsttes and
enjoys puffing a cloud whenever she is dis-
engaged,

Tailor Dowe, who wauted 31,000,000 at
first for his bullet-proof coat invention, has
ofdered it to the Swedish Government for
$18,0060.

The Fastnet Lighthouse, on the Irish
coast, 18 sald to be in a dangerous condi-

tion, as the iron fastenings of the tower
have become corroded,

Within a few months Peking will be
connected by wire with St. Peteraburg, and,
therefore, with the telegram system of the
civilized world,

Measurements of human hair prove that
its fineness depends much on color and thau
it varies from the 250th to the 600th of an
inch in diameter.

Since January last any one of the 7l,-
000,000 population of B-ngal can obtain a
five grain dose of quinine at the nearest
post-office for one farthing.

A pneumatie horse collar finds fuvor with
many hersemen, and the animals them-
selves seem to appreciate it as it adjusts
itself to every motion of the neck.

The main church of the great monastery
of San Francisco, in Mexico, which since
1869 had been in Protestant hands, is to be
restored to Catholic wership.

Of over five million children in elemen-
tary schools in England only 890,000 pay
for their schooling, and of these half a
million pay no more than a penny a week,

Lhe rare sight of a rainbow in the sky
with the temperature from 12 to 20 degrees
below zero is sometimes to he seen in
Sweden, Iceland and Nova Zembla.

A letter thrown overboard from a Danish
vessel was found six days later in the
stomach of a cod caught 1,251 miles from
the spot where the missive was dropped
into the sea.

General Booth, of the Salvation Army,
has six children engaged in the great work
he has in hand, and they are clever, sensi-
ble, eloquent and earnest enough to do
credit to his training.

There can be no doubt that the talk of
grape seeds and appendicitia has atlected
the price of grapes unfavorably in spite of
the fact that the grape cure a few years
ago was in high vogue,

Hollow glass bricks, in the forms of cubes,
arallelograms, octagons, etc., are used for
Euilding purposes in Lyons, France. They
admit light, and afford protection from both
heat and cold.

Archduke Francis Ferdinand, heir-pre-
sumptive to the crown of Austria-Hungary, ;
has placed the articles end eurios which he
gathered on his recent world tour on exhi-
bition in Vienna.

Paper indestructible by fire has been in-
vented by M. Meyer, of Paris. A specimen *
of it was subjected to a severe test—148
hours in a potter’s furnace—and came out
with its glaze almost perfect.

Criapi can swim on his back, on his side
and backward. He gets through the water
very rapidly when he uses the Kuglish over-
hand stroke. They say his spread-eagle dive
is a marvel of natatorial grace,

Among the Duke of Fife's treasuresis a
photograph frame fashioned by Princess
Louise out of her first court train, and pre-
gented to him by her three years before their
official engagement was announced,

Trabuco, who was implicated in the Or-
aini conspiracy and condemned to imprizon-
ment for life, but who was released by the
commune,has started from Antwerp on a
tour of the world., Trabuco is now 70,

At Badapest the congress of hygience has
just unveiled a monument to Seinmelweiss,
who, in 15847, first advocated the chemical
washing of the hands of operatorsinsurgical
cases, and fought ull his life for the antisep-

tiz treatment.

i
|
Rudolph Hemings, of London, is writing ?
an epic poem which, when completed, will \
contain 2,000 stanzas of from 500 to 700
words each, Itisa history of England from °
the time of William the Conqueror up %6 |
the time of Jamea 1L "
Dr. Ehlers, of Copenhagan, has made a jll
apecial iapection tour of Southern Ieceland !
to ascertain the aumber of lepers, and found
fiity-three, or twice a3 many as expected.
A hospital is to be built to nrevent further

Epr{:&d of the disease,




