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A TALE OF THF. OLD AND NEW WORLD.

CHAPTER XL

Nearly & month had elapsed since the
operation was performed on Herbert; and
the great surgeon's predictions of success
had been amply justified. The wound had
closed again,and a healthy flush was apread-
ing over the previously paie face.

For nearly a month the young man had
not seen a soul except Sir William or his

attendant : he had not set eyes oo & book |

or newspaper ; he had writien no letters,
nor received any, Not a disturbing gound
of the outer world had penetrated to his
place of gelf-appointed confinement, and
whether he were north, east, west, or south
of London he knew not.

As his bodily strength increased, the

His eyes brightened end he looked the old
gentleman in the face, ‘‘Do send to Lon-
don for Miss Maclane,” he continued. *‘I
should be so pleased if you would.”

““Well,"” replied the surgeon, ** since we
are so very obstinate on this point, science,
I suppose, will have to overstep the bounds
of cautivn and to be unusually lenient.
Now, if you can get yourself to imagine
that Miss Maclane is living with you at
this very moment, in this very hounse—to
imagine only, mind you—just at the other
side of this door, for instance, and if you
think you can accustom your mind to this
imagined state of things for a whole day.
I inay send Miss Maclane to you this even-
ing, and I may allow you, if the night 18
fine, to have a walk with her in the
garden.”

The young earl grasped both Sir Wil.
liam’s hands and shook them heartily.

“Thank you, Sir William,” he exciaimed,
“thank you !"

The rest of that day wasone long streteh
of expectant excitement to him. He was
to see Lucy. The thonght brought back
the vigor of hia early love, ard banished
every flickering breath of his affection for
Lady KEvelyne. Lucy stood again before
his mind’s eye, and as he was sitting by his
| open window in the coel and breezy sum=

traces of his once-loet mental faculty re-| mer evening, with his gaze fixed on the

turned. Scenes of his childhood that had
been shrouded as by a dark veil shot into the
light of memory with refreshing sweetness.
He again remembered his father, of whose
appearance he had retained no recollection,
and the kindly, lovely face of his dead
mother smiled at him again. He remember-
ed the gladsome days at Chauncey Towersa.
His boyish gambols, his intercourse with
lads of his own age, and over it all beamed
the contented approval of a happy mother,
Then came his schooldays, his combata a%
Eton, and his youthful love tor the pretty
girl who has since blossomed into the statz.
ly Lady Evelyne.

The evening would close with some guch
recollection as this, and though the effort
fatigued the still weak brain just a trifle,

cascades of greenery on the old wall oppos.
ite, that homely background changed to a
giant rock reaching skywards hundreds of
yards, with the blue of the heavens gleam-
ing above. A simple rude log hut peatled
against the side of the rock, and a primi-
tive road, overgrown with moss and
weeds, ran in front of it.

He was there. e remembered that very
well. He was dressed in the buckskin
hunting shirt, and the fringe-edged buck-
skin trousers of the frontiersman ; a broad-
brimmed felt hat shaded his bronzed face ;
his feet were encased in moccasing, And
he sat on a horse that was caparisoned
with a Mexican saddle and trappings.

And Lncy was there, How well he re-
membered her now. How well he remem-
bered that sun-bonnet and that homely
gown. He remembered how his neart had
gone out to that pretty face at first sight.
He remembered how he had said a few

'dainty nothings to the girl, and had ridden

he would be glad to wake in the morning | away mountainward. Where had he ridden

refreshed by the memories which had been
aiter a fashion newly born to him,
There was nothing in his surroundings

which could possibly induce his mind to  more composed.

tire itself by undue efforts; but, bit by bits
fragments of his past life sprang upon
him as if from hidden amhushes of the
soul—some agreeable, others less =o. He
remembered the rollicking, roystering of
his University times, and the hundred-and-

to? Here the picture became confused
again, and memory declined to serve him.

He walked up and down his room, and
with the soft air bathing his face he became
He made another effort.
Fred Ashland appeared to him, dressed In
a mixture of the garb in which he had seen
him only a month back, and of that in use
amoug the mountaineers., It was Fred
Ashland and it was not Fred Ashland—
there was something perplexing about the
man—and Fred Ashland received him

one flirtations of the days that followed.

Then came the memory of his disgrace with | &

his parents, and with the parents of Lady
Evelyne, of his journey to ¢he West, and of
his struggles and wanderings there.

All this welled like a limpid stream, coo

cheerily, and told him that he had found
old and that he required his help.
On a sudden, ‘the remembrance of Dick

| Ashland’s letter, but lately in his hand,
| flashed across his mind, and the scene
| ' stood revealed to him, diatinet and clear.

i‘(3reat heavens !"" he cried, “‘that's Dick

and refreshing. There waslittle that jarred, Ashland ! Dick Ashland ! Dick Ashland !

and but here and there a sad memory left |

page.

He had been thinking of Lady Evelyne— |

|

what a handsome wife she would make,
what a distinguished sharer of hia honors
and of his titles, a partner in life to be
proud ot. Yet there was something that
failed to touch his heart about her image.
She seemed cold and flighty, and her pro-
fessions were thin as air, & very butterfly
of thoughtless buoyancy ; a beautiful moth
whose wings might be torn and soiled by a

L]

a darkish spot upon an otherwise fair arain—the man who found the gold—the

rough touch,
He thought that he liked Lady Evelyne,
and he remembered that his boyish fancy

The man who has never been heard of

brother, and the living image of that man
who came to me the other day.”

He sank into his arm-chair and sat there
stonily, tapping the floor with his foot.
But Luey’a face gleamed again in the blue
twilight, and he remembered that, in a few
moments, he was to shake her hand, to

' assure himself,again of her kindlysympathy,

of herlove.

The expectation soothed his anxiety, and
left him hopeful and bright. He waited,
as he thought for an hour or more, and
then he thought anogher hour passed. Sir

had gone straight out to her and had  William had promised that he should see
thought her the one woman in the world Lucy that night, and Lucy had not yet

with whom he might be happy.

He remembered how, during many a

come,
The last gleams of day had sunk in a

dark, bleak night on the prairies, her pic- | flood of amber light behind the tree-tops,
ture had shone upon him in his dreams like and night had settled over the scene with

& beacon of flaming hope to guide him to soft and pearly
It was a beautiful picture,but | thinking of the woman he loved, and who

derring-do.
its beauty was marble, white and cold.

blues. Herbert waa still

loved him 80 well, when the door of his

Then another fac2 would dawn upon room opened noiselessly, and—yes—there
him in the haze of his enwrapping dreams. | was Lucy stretching out both haunds bo
A rosy, pretty, lovable, kissable face, with | him, her face a little paler and a little
pouting cherry lips, and dimpled cheeks, | gadder than when he had last seen it, but
with big, soft-beaming, tender blue eves; a ' still as lovely and as sweet a8 ever. There

sweet face—a face that glowed with woman-
ly truth ; a face, the sight of which made

was the warmth of surpassing joy about
their mute greeting, and for a few moments

his blood flow faster and his finger ends | they stood looking into each others eyes,
tingle,and made him remember that he wasa | while a silent tear ran down Lucy's face.

man. He mizht have admired a dozen Lady

But he had so much to tell her. He grew

Evelynes, and passed them coldly by, but | warm upon the subject of his newly-recov-
Lucy's face had the magic charm of hot and | ered faculty, and she listened as if she
budding womanhood upon him, a3 he traced | drank life and happiness with every word.
line by line, the familiar face, he blessed He was so glad to be able to tell her all he
the stars that had sent such an ange) across remembered, his boyish history, his days

his path.
On a sudden, he came to think that he
did not remember how or where he had firat

at school and afterward, end he wandered
on tohis rovings on the prairies. Lucy's
face became paler yet, and a hushel awe

met her, and the fierce effort of recollection | trembled on her brow.

had become a source of fatigue to him, He
passed a day or two in this state of perpiex-
ing doubt, and as he did not know where to
commance, the picture that formed itself
before his eyes was always vague and shape-
less.

Then o desire, sharp and strong assertad
iteelf. He wanted to see Lucy; he wanted
to read the secret of hia past in her eyes; he
wanted Lucy herself to furnish the key that
would unlock the mysterious shrine,

He was not aware that Lucy was in the
house, On the very morning of the day
onwhich the Maclanes completed the actual
labor of their fiendish task, Sir William
Cutubertson paid a visit to The Nest,

The surgeon wasa vastly pleased with the
progress his patient had made, and replied
to the latter’'s insistent prayer for renewed
communication with the outer world with
a reassuring smile,

““All in good time, my lord,” the medico
gaid, *“*We muat be sure to be able to walk
before being allowed to run.”

“‘But think of it, Sir William," the young
man whimpered. *‘l've been here a month
without seeing even Miss Maclane.”

“‘Do youreally wish tosee Miss Maclane?”’
the surgeon asked. ““Would it content you
to see Miss Maclane?”’

Young Cleve drew up hiseyebrows, as if
in amazement at the question,

“Do I really wish to see Miss Maclane
he repeated. “Why, Sir William, if you
had been left like myself, without speakiong
to a soul, don’t you think it would please
you to speak to a pretty girl who, yon know,
would doanythinginthe world to serveyou?”

“Now, now, now,” the medical adviser
remonstrated. ‘*This will never do. We
are getting enthusiastic, and we are not
stroug erv “ugh for that kind of thing yet.
iSlow and sure’ must be our motto,”

Don't jou think you're a little too ecaun-
tious, Jir. William ¥’ Herbert pleaded.

He told her all that he remembezred about
their first me eting,and about his encounter
with Dick Ashland. Suddenly alook of
horror crept over his features. He started
up, as from a fearful dream, and stared al
the girl who sat in front of him.

“My God !” he exclaimed, “lt's come
back to me ! It’s come back to me ! [t was
David Maclane who murdered Dick Ash-
land, and who tried te murder ne !”

He rose, writhing his arms in the air,
and with staring eyes he rotreated a step
or twao.

] can see him a8 if it were now,”’ he
added, in nervous rapidity. ‘I can see
him in the moonlight. [am Lying here,
and Dick Ashland is lying there.” He
pointed with outatretched fingers to two
distinct places on the carpet. Weare both
shot—those fiends, the Maclanes, hiave shot
us from the guleh head above, 1 can see
David Maclane drawing a big knife across
Dick Ashland’s throat, and the blood is
spurting all over him a8 he knoeels, and |

| fire at the hound from where I lie; and h
| comes running towards me and grips me by

the throat and takes my pistol from me anil
beats me with it on the head—savipgely,
furiously. And I heard a woman's voice
crying ‘Stop ! stop ' and I can see you,
Lucy—yon, Lucy—coming down the gulech
gide !” :

The hot tears were streaming over his
face. His breath heaved as if in suifocating
agony, and his hand quivered by his aide,.

Lucy had risen also, and was standiug
there like a white statue of despair, wring-
ing her hands in voiceless, tearless torture,

He gazed at her long and intently, draw-
ing his breath in vain eflorts to speak., A
last he elutched his hair and cried :

“*Y our father and your cousin murdere!
Dick Ashland—and you—youn saved o
liteld -

himself to where she stood, and covered her' “The English Consuiate at Paris has
cold hand with kisses. ! received information that a very large sum

“You angel of angels! Why did I not of money in notes nf the Bank of England
know ece this what I owe to you? Why do | and Bank of France has been found upon
I remember it only now ?”’ | the body of Herbert Vavazour, an English

When the picture of that fearful scene gentleman, who has died of delirium tre-

was completed, and he had not pushed her mens at the Hotel des KEtrangers. No
from him in disgust as the daughter of an|papers or documents of wny kind were |
assassin : when he had only found words of | found giving a clew to the deceased’s
praise for what she deemed but her duty|iriends or relatives, and money remains in
humbly done, the warm fountain of her | the possetsion of the F'rench pulice.”
heart were loosened and Lucy found relief| Trom the ** Morning News,” 26th Sep-
in balmy tears. Her heart-strings, strain- | tember, 1560 :
ed to breaking nearly, again mide tender | ‘‘The body of a man calling himself Her-
music. She stooped to him, and obeying | bert Vavasour, lately deceased in Paris,
her gentle impulse, he rose to nia feet. | has been recognized as that of Edward |
They were both unstrung in mind. Sir' Wall, a convicted thiel. The numbers of
William had permitted them a walk in the | the notes found upon him proved that they
garden, and they stepped out into the | were issued by the Bank of England to
sweetly cool night. ' P'avid Maclane who was killed in the |
How long they walked up and down Rseden Lodge explosion.” '
there, with barely a word spoken now and | The newapapers of the year 1860 do not
then, neither of them knew,
The heavens glittered with their canopy | duced to prove who was the actual perpe-
of stars, and the ghostly light of the moon | trator of the Reedon Lodge ontrage. I am,

=

spread like a pearly foam over thesward  thersfore, justified in believing thac it re-
and the flower-clad borders, ' mained one of those mysterious crimes

DANGER FROM LIGHTNING.

Is It Inecreased or Diminlshed by the
Presence of Many Telezraph Wires

There ia a somewhat wideapread impres-
sion that the use of so muﬁvire for vele-
phone and other electrical purposes in
cities and towns largely increases the
danger of lightning strokes. Thenotion 18
based upon the concentration within cer-
tain limits of a great quantity of conduct-
ing material, which, it is assamed, attracts
the electricity and thereby increasea the
danger from it. ‘\While it is true that the
increase of conducting material increases
the attraction, it i8 not true that it in-
creazes the danger. As a matter of fact,

show that any further evidence was ad- |1b decreases the danger, for tha more sur-

face electricity has over which to spread,
the more readily and guickly it is carried
to the earth, A house with a metal roof is

They walked round to the other side of | which the London police have been unable ] not often atruck by lightning, for while the
the house, where a bench invited them to a  to unravel. |

momentaty rest. It was now Lucy's turn L'ENVOL
to open her heart, He knew all now, all|
that she had hoped to hide from him—her  dear Lucy,” said the larl of Cleve to the
father’'s crime, her cousin'a guilt.
task was ended, she said; fairer handa than ' toucn one copper of those blood-stained
hers would smooth his path—a worthier millions. A hundred thousand pounds go
woman thanshe wouid bringhimlove andaf- | to Fred Ashland, and threa hundred thou-
fection. All that remained to her now was sand pounds are divided among his three
to go away—iar away—far away from him | children. The London charities get a mil-
and from the world, tosome spot where, | lion ; twenty thousand pounds go to the
forgotten by those she knew, she mizlit Staffordshire hospitals, and the rest 18 dis-
bring solace to some who were sullering. | tributed among charitable institutions in
He started up as if in a fright. | America, Are you contented mnow, my
“You want to go away,Liucy ?’ he cried. | dear ? he asked.
“You want to leave me because your fu.t-i‘uer| She threw her arms around his neck and
is guilty ? You, the trueat woman on thia | kissed him. 3
earth | No, Lucy; I know you now better| ** Yes, darling,” she said, with a tear
than I ever did, and your father’s guilt ean | brimming in her big blue eye. * I am
bring no atain to you.” happy now —as happy as ever I hope to be
At that moment, on a sudden, a fierce, | in this wicked world.”
fiendish, um_:u,rt:hly roar grew into a hun- [THE END, ]
dred deafening crashes not far from them.
————

The very earth seemed to tremble, and BETHLEHEM’S STAR.

their frightened eyes were blinded by a
fiery glare. Thunder-crash succeeded on

Her | beautiful young countess, **and we will not |

“« Mr. Quenthelm haa settled it all, my |18 thus dissipated.

their electricity into the earth.

thunder-cragh, and a perfenb hailatorm of ' The Mysterions Luminary That saddenly |

iron and stone rained about them without Dsappearcd from Casslopela.

touching them, |  Some time ago various newapapers of
David and George Maclane’s hellish

3 d A jca contnl { £ 1
acheme had brought retribucion on their Eum[,mﬂ'ﬂ e nhr mne_I one ﬂlmrt-]mg
AT 14 | intelligence that the star which guided the
SRS “ Wise Men" would again appear. This
CHAPTER XIIL  star was connected with that celebrated
The *‘Morning :‘ﬂawﬂ.” of 19th July,1860, | pne which, 318 years ago, snddenly dis.
contained the following paragraph: |uppaared from the” constellation ﬂf!

“*A terrible, and up to this moment | . : e
totally inexplainable,explosion of gunpow- | Cassiopeia, and it was found that this star

der oceurred about one o’clock this morning ' of 1572 had previously appeared in the
at Reedon Lodge,a small house standing in years 1264 and 945, and, if counted back,

metal may attract the electricity, it also
gives it room to spread out, and its force
This fact was demon-
strated by Franklin with his kite long ago,
and lightning rods are put on buildings to
give storm clouds a means of discharging
This dis-
charge takes place without the report that

we call thunder, for electricity makes no

noise unless it meet some resisting me-
diam.

It i3 a well-known fact that there ia less
danger from lightning ip citiea than in the
country, and this is due to tha general use
of iron, steel and other metals in city
buildings, The buildings are tall and would
seem, therefore, to be specially atbtractive
to the lightning ; indeed, they are often
struck, but the wetal in them dissipates
the force of the fluid and carries it harm-
lessly and guietly to the earth, The eifect
of telephone wires upon atmospheriz elec-
tricity has been under official investigation
by the German department of telegraphs,
and statisties from 900 cities show that the
danger from lightning strokes is four times
as great in towns that do not have the

telephone as in those that have it. The

conclusion of the whole matter, therefore,
is that an abundance of wires gives protac-

' tion from lightning, instead of increasing

the ﬁu.ngar.

TWO HUNDRED YEARS OLD,

Mow Men Might Live to That Limit of He-
corded Time,

Without eating and drinking there is n®
life ; but we may select certain kinds of

its own grounds, on a lane between WASP- |yt have appearedin the year of the birth  foud containing a miuiwwm amount of the

perton and Halliford-on-Thames, about

nineteen miles from Charing Cross. Mr.  of Christ. If these facts were wall estab« | elements which cause the ossific blockages
Samuel Bond, the proprietor of the “Grey- lished, we must certainly expect the star | in the syatem.

We should then see
a new body in the heavens, entirely unlike

hound” Inn, atShepperton, a few ﬁweaka to appear in our day.
ago, let the house to Mr. Sylvanus Thomp- 3
gon, who lived in it with a sick friend, T S
whose name is unknown, and an elderly any fixad star to bz seen in full daylight,
garvant,
house at the time of the disaster, but it ia
: : Appear.
feared that both the other men have become s handesda of : :
victims %o the axplosion. The house has Das asked hundreds of questions on this

been completely destroyed, and fragments subject. Ia it true thav the Star of Beth-
have been found a quarter of a mile away. 'Jghem will again appear ? Is it periodical? |

Every astronomer in recent times

An English physician, Dr. C. F. DeLacy
Evans, who made many researches in regard
to our food, comes to the conclusion that

Mr. Thompson was not in the which would in a ashort time agaln dis- ' more fruit should be eaten,especially apples,

grapes and bananas, they being rich in nu-
tritious elements,

Fiourens in lhia well-known work on
«Huoman Longevity” cites the case of the

- 1 4 'r . v L) *
Considerable ‘amage has also been done Isits place in ths sky appointed ? The | Italian centenarian Cornaro, wihose recipe

to the next building, The Nest, belonging’

to Sir William Cuthbertson, but, luckily, | next question.is: Whatizeally happened in

1572 ¢
the Earl of Cleve, and a young lady, an : G
attendant, who wereataying at The Nest at I mIn Fﬁﬂq? f;r n}?ﬂﬂ‘f aéb;:hfb't&?rthﬂlu;
the time, eacaped without injury,” Utcniles et e 2 grea

observer of those days, tella us that: *‘One
evening, &3 I was watching the heavens
in my accustom=d manner, I saw, to my
great astonishment, in the constellation of

The “*Morning Newa,” of 20th July, con- |
tained the following:

““We can now amplify the lengthened and |
detailed aceount given in our issue of yes-

terdayabout the explosion at Reedon Lodge, | e R e L e e

by some thirilling and horifyin rticulars. | A

FUpun the rfmuvﬂ.l yeierﬁaﬁ? by the | Ehree days ljmfnrﬂc. "hﬂi. Emﬁ had
workmen engaged in the task, ofthe debris Elfn al:en ¢ 't.F ¢ J?E S E;emmu;,j
of the gutted place, a shait about ten teet r “Dﬂpﬂ ?}ﬂ‘ = a; L oW B]““E'
deep was disovered in the centre of the floor | i DAOgInUSE Q10 FIAMC /YRR A I DAL
of the lower room: The men who descended BEGAN TO WANE,

fonnd that itcommunicated by anexcavated 'and in March, 1574, it had entirely disap-
narrow tuonel with a small ‘hlg‘“!‘t:pﬂared, leaving no trace. As to the stars
chamber unf]ernea.th the room in|gf 945 and 1264, we have no authority
which the Earl of Cieve has
been confined. ~ This, in addition %0 (unrian Lowitz. No historian mentions
the discovery of the packet of unexploded | \hom and the Chinese chroniclers, who
fuses, and the large amount of gunpowder ..+ had all appearances in the sky with
that had been stored at Reedon Lodge, | ;reat care, do not speak of them. Even
poiuts inevitably to a dastardly, but hap- | opynting the appearance of these stara to
pily by Providence frustrated, attempt |}, ye been a fact, their resemblance to the
upon the life of the young eacl. The mat- | gy of Beshlehem is doubbful. It is true

Cassiopeia, abrilliant star of unusual clear- |

| Flourens was right.

L |

ter is now in the haods of the authorities
5, ¥ -
at Scotland Yard, and active researchesare 630, 315 and 0 ; but the star should have

being made for Mr. Sylvanus -['-im:np!ﬂm.l.. again appeared some time between 1880
who has not yet shown himself, and whose | .4 1897,

whereabouts are totally uul-nm?u. We With regard to the Star of Bathlehem
understand t'h“"t the E.atrl ﬂf L‘IWE '."E"*f there are five assumptions : Firat, it had
“ﬂﬂ?l FRit wn.rcf ﬂé a thousand pounds for| ., axistence, and the entire statement is a
the diacovery ol the perpetraior or perpe= | heaytiful Oriental fairy tale; second, the

tratora of this crime, and we are happy 0| fivaj star seen by the Wise Men was Venus
add tnat Lord Cleve, who, as our readers | ,; ti time of its greatest splendor ; third,

sre aware, has only just recovered from a
dangercus operation, is none the worse for
the accident.”

The **Morning News,” of the 23d July,
published the following:

“The accumulated evidence concerning
the explosion at Reedon Lodge, Halliford-
on-Thames, becomes daily more appailing.
It has now been iucontestably proved that
vhe horribly-mangled remains of the two
men killed by the explosion are those of
Mr, David Maclape and Mr. George Mac-
lane, two American millionaires ,residing
at The Boltons, South Kensington, who
lately attracted a very great deal of atten-
tion in London #ociety, Mr. David Maclane
having been engaged to be married to Lady
Evelyne Wynter, only daughter of the
Marquis of GGwendale. The awful news has
spread consternation in fashionable ecir-
cles, and people are asking with bated
breath whether the DMaclapes are the
vicuims or the originators of an attempted
dastardly erime.”

The *Morning News,” of 27th July,
sald :

“‘No doubt whatever remains at the pre-
sent moment that the wretched men, GGeorge
and David Maclane, became, hy the inter-
vention of an avenging Providence, the e
victims of their own fiendish scheme o atpi
assassinate Lord Cleve. The earl has § Modern Matrimony.
mfaormed the authorities that David and Father—I have u e matter the
(jeorge Maclane were the men who had | consideration its impor:ui ce demands, and
wtempted t¢ murder him in the Rocky | [ have coneluded that | cannot give you my
Vounizins, and that it was David Maclane | daughter In marringze,
who had inflicted upon him the terrible Rich Suitor— My dear Sir, T never asged
vounds which nhad brought about his total | that, Sell her to me.
oas of memory. The motive for this
sacond attempt on Lord Cleve's life was the -
‘sar of discovery an:l conviction, resuiting The Easiest Way Out.

‘rom the earl’s newly-regained faculty ol [f women, said U Kben, am ez con
memory. " trary 7z some lolk vhs d ey is, de bes

fourth, the phenomenon was occasioned by
a conjunction of planets ; fifth, it was a
comet, Of these assamptions the most

periodicalstar is scarcely likely,for Ptolemy
and Ma-tuan-lin would have spoken of ir.
The fourth statement was suggested in 1326
by the (German astronomer, ldeler, and
repeated by Kncke in 1831, In the year 3
B. (. there were conjunctions of the planets
Jupiter, Mars and Saturn on May 29, S:p-
tember 3 and December 5, but on none of

than a degree, so that the Wise Men must

for one star., The fifth assumption is also
not to be considered, for people already
knew how todisticguish a comet from other
starz, and, besides, we have no knowledze
of a comet at that time. For all these
reasons we have not the leaat occasion Lo
expect the return of the Star oi Bethlehem
at the close of our century.

be the twenty-sixth such case observed 1n
hiatorieal times, and the interest attached
to it would be purely astronomieal.

He teddl down on his knees and .ir':-!.;_-_u..l 1360, zaid :

The ‘*Morning News,” of 16th September, way ter git 'eTn ouL

er tell 'em dey gotter vote,

it was u periodical star like that of 1572 ; F

probable is the second, That it was a |

for health and long life was extreme
moderation in all things. Floarens himself
insists that a century 1s the normal life, but
the fifty years beyond, and even 200 years,
are human poasibilities under advantageons
conditions.

Hufeland also believed in 200 years aa an

extreme limit, Sir. Jamesa Crichton Browne
M. D., concedes, n a late address, that
Duration of growth
gives the length of life,
“Hufeland held that the human body grows
till the age of twenty-five, and that eight
times the growth period was the utmost
limit of man.

But if twenty years be taken as the time
growth, even five times that will give ns a
century. According to Flourens and Cuvier,
man is not of the frugivorous or fruit and

I &
lately | except that of the Bohemian astrologer, | put eating class of animals, like the gorillas

and other apes and monkeyas.

Man has not teeth like the lions and car-
niverous beasts, neither has he teeth like
the cows and herbivorous ones, Intestines
in the man are seven or eight timea the
length of the body ; the lion’s are but tkree
times the length of his body. Herbivorous

that by counting back we come to the years | gnimals, like the cow, have intestines forty-
L eight times the length of the body.

So, judging man by his teeth, his stom.
ach and his Intestines, he is naturally and
primitively frugivorous,and was not intend
ed to eat flesh.

—
Travel in Spain.

One of the greatest charms of Spain to a
reflective mind it is the entire absence of
anything like an atmosphere of labor.
There ie none of the fretting energy of bread
winnirg, and tha traveler in her provinces
seems to himsell to have stepped out of
vhe mineteenth century and crossed the

magical portal into the sixteenth, for any-
thing he can discover that bespeaks what
we term the *“‘spirit of the age.” No ove
is in & hurry;eventhe beggars whine lazily.
Toiling and spinning and harvesting is notv

these days were the planets nearer together | 4 part of their code of life.

have been very near-sighted to take them | m4rrow, for they know the

«_ B
vantin suffrage am’ |

Tiere is no planning or thought for the
prodigal Ceres
wiil care for her children and the sun-
browned idlers fall asleep on the cool mar-
ble steps of the cathedral, or by the road-
side in the shade of the olive woods, and

no one thinks to question their privilege

| of right to do so, They live for the sole en-

isvment of each day by itself, Now and

y. And even if | :Jg.ﬂil:l the airi: atirred by the sounds of
such a atar should appear it would simply | preparation for soine picruresque procession

or ‘estival in honor of o favorite saint or
for some royal tournament or ball fight, but
it is all & mere matter of pleasurable enjoy-
ment, and the thought or anxiety of their
daily bread does not enter into the ques-
tion of the hour,

———— ————
Shz Wants a Change.

He—I think your family name is such a
Hou one.

She—Do you?
it

I get dreadiully tired of

— —

The Genuine Artiele.
Father—Boy or gir!?
Nurse —(irl.
!  Father—Hurrah for the new womamn




