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OHAPMUVER 111 { Continued,)

The Levautine advanced, halted before
t! rig, nmd raised s hat,

“1oheg you to pardon my Intrusion,”
he sl speaking in German to Fraser.
“Nou were good enough to help me once
b f v I have a posteard here which 1
ennnet rend. Wil you be so kind as to
transiate it for me?"

Freser gracionsly took the posteard
pud translated 1t inte German. A Brus-
gels chomist  wrote that ous or two of
the ingredients in the preseription for-
warded to bim by Mr. Athanos Zeno were
pot conanenly used in Hdelgivm, and that

for them The prescription would be
wade up and forwarded in & day or two.
Mr, Athanos Zeno raised his bat once

more and accepted the ||r1-ﬁ'--rt‘1‘l ||ustq‘ﬂr~'|
from Fraser's fingers, professing his in-
finite obligntion.  He had received the
proseription some years ago from an ling-
lish physioinn whom he had met at BRer-
L. 1t had always done him a great deal
of good. He was a little unwell now,
and Lo bad been recommendad to Janenne
beminse of its famous air. He had ex-
pecied Lo have had friends with him who
gpoke the language, but they had oot ar-
vived. 1t was not very cheerful to be all
glone there, and to exchange a word with
Ile trusted o be forgiven this

polody
lntru=sion.

Fraser intimated, in his own lordly and
condescending  way, that he shoald be

bappy at wuy time during his brief stay
ln Janenne to be of service, and Mr.
Athanos Zeno, with a bow to each in
turn, withdrew himself,

CHAPTER 1V.

At the back of ahe Hotel des Postes
Is a little garden where the flower beds
are islanded in & harsh lake of broken
schist, and where in sumier time the
gray stone walls which bound the garden
on three sides beat back the heat of the
sun upon the air like the reverberators
of n turnace. Unobservant visitors won-
der to find themselves hotter here in shade
than they are in sunshine elsewhere in
the came village.

Athauos Zeno sat here pretty often,
leaning back in a springy chair of painted
®irip iron, with bis lustrous black eyes
half closed. A delightfully idle man to

look st was Athanos Zeno, and on the
outside uearly always absiracted from
the world, though to a keen observer

there was visible when people talked in
bis neighborbood that curious listening,
ohgervaut poise of the head which Austin
Farley had voticed in him. [le had voih-
ing to conceal, and but little to observe,
Just wow. Dobroski, Fraser and O'Rourke
were talking together in front of the
Cheval Blane, and now and again a stray
willuge girl came down to the village
pump for water, but there was nobody
else 1n sight.

Mrs. Farley walked into the garden
scith the boy's baund in one of hers, and
seating herself at some distance from
the Levantine, busied herself over a bit
of lace work.

Al an open window overlooking the gar-
den =at Austin, with rumpled hair and
disorderad aspect, occasionally scratching
his head with the feathered stump of a
very short quill pen, Lucy, who had so
arranged Ler seat as to command 8 view
of him nt will, observed him smilingly
and tenderly for awhile, but he began to
rumple his hair so wildly at length that
abe spoke to bim,

“Can't you work to-day, dear?"

“It's tingling all over me,”” he an-
awered, with an irritated fourish of the

hands. “Actually and absolutely ting-
ling."
“You do nothing in that mood."” she

paid, smiling. ‘“Leave it for a little while.
Come down into the garden."

“I think I will,” he answered; and
ghe watched him whilst he swept away
from his table a disorderly double hand-
ful of papers, and snatching a straw hat
from a hook on the wall, stuck it fratful-
Iy at the bac kof his head and left the
FOOIn,

Just at that moment the carriage driv-
en by Maskelyne pulled up io front of the
Cheval Blane, and the good wife cried, in
a hurried whisper, “Austin, here are the
people from Houfoy. And you in your
plippers! Go away and make yourself
presentable.”

Austin arose with something of an air
of bumorous discontent, and sauntered
Into the hotel, reappearing in time to
greet Maskelyne and Dobroski at the door,
where (he young American introduced
Miss Dutler with a solemn little phrase
or two about the novelist's fame, which
caused bim to blush like a schoolboy.
Angela looked upon him with eyes of ven-
eration—the first live authior she bad be-
held. She was at the age when venera-
tion is at its froshest, and this encounter
was an unfeigned and unigue delight te
her,

By and by they were all seated In the
garden together, and O'Rourke and Fra-
ser came in, and each tock a chair in the
hot shinde of the trained limes, Angela,
¥ariey and Maskelyne were just begin-
ping to feel at bome together, and were
gliding into talk. O’'Rourke sat near and
kept silence, though it was a common
habit of his to lead conversation. He was
esteemed & good talker, but Lis power as
@ listener was rarer and more remarkable.
As & listener he was full of subtleties.
Je responded silently to the slightest
shade of thought, and the talker always
felt certain of sympatby with him.

He =aw but little of feminine society,
and knew but little of women's manners
o= their interior ways. e watched with
a closer interest than he could altogether
have accounted for at the moment for any
sign of rapport between Maskelyne and
Angela, and saw none whatever on either
side. [obroski sat by, silest, and many
glances of affection and understanding
passed between her gud Maskelyne.

“Engaged, perbaps,” said O'Rourke to
himself. “Sure of each other.” A mo-
ment later, with a little touch of passing
anger at himself, “What has it to do with
me T

A voice spoke from the road below the
garden asking for Monsieur Dobroski. The

yillage postmasn, politely raising bis off-

cial eap in genoral salute, stated that he
lind m letter for Monsieur Dobroski. He
bad Inguired for monsieur at the Cheval
Blane, and bad afterward discerned him
‘rom the road. Would monsieur please
to sign for the letter?

“Ye must sign in ink,” sald Fraser,
who was always willing to display his
knowledge, even of trifles, *I've a stoylo-
graphic pen, Mr, Dubroski.,"

“Excuse me," said the old man, how-
ing round when he had received the pack-
nge from the postman. Ile broke the seals
leisurely, walking to one side as he did so.
“Angela!" he cried, suddenly, “come
here.” The girl moved quickly to his
side, and saw at a glance that he was
strangely disturbed. Ilis face was white,
and his eyes. ordinarily so ealm and
mouenful, glittered with an unusual light.
"It is with you,” he said. in a voice as
disordered as his looks, “that I must
share this so sacred joy. Let us be alone,
little sweoetheart, Come with me.” He
took her by the hand and hurried her
from the garden to the salon, followed by
the curious and wondering glances of the

others. “Here!" he said—"heres! After
these thirty-three years, Look! My
wife, little sweetheart, my boys!"”

Angela was amrmed and  wonder-

stricken, his manner was so changed and
wild, His lean brown hand trembled as
hie held out to her o something in a bind-
ing of faded golden filigree. Angela, open-
ing it, saw two miniatures within. In
one, two handsome lads of twenty or
thereabouts were standing with their arms
about each other's waist. The other de-
picted a woman in the prime of youth,
and dressed in the national costume of
Poland. Angela had scarcely glanced at
it when Dobroski took it and her band
together, and kissed the picture twice or
thrice,

“Here !" he said, with a hysteric tremu-
lousness, *After these thirty years!"

“Try to be calm, dear,” urged Angela,
with a hand upon his shoulder.

“Yes, yes," he answered. *I will be
calm, Look. I am calm already.”

“These ara your wife and your boys?"
she said, surveying the miniatures. “Yes.
The boys are very like you.”

Mr. Athanos Zeno, with a small secre-
taire under his arm, walked into the
room, bowed, and, establishing himself at
a little table at the far end of the cham-
ber, becan to make busy arrangements
for writing, setting down bhis inkstand
with a brisk tap on the table, and smooth-
ing out his blotting paper with a flourish.
Angela had never seen Mr, Zeno before,
and Dobroski searcely saw him now, but
the girl was conscipus of an interior de-
mand for privacy, and with a hand laid
gently on the old man’s arm she moved
toward the open doorway which communi-
cated with the larger salon. Dobroski
yielded to the pressure, and made a step
or two with downward eyes, his lean
brown fingers tremulously tearing at the
package, which still contained a some-
what bulky inclosure of papers. The en-
velope gave way, and he dropped some of
its contents on the floor, Angela fell
upon one knee and, gathering up the
fallen papers, handed them to him.

The sudden grasp with which he tore
them from her fingers, the look he bent
upon them, the gquick, gasping “Hal"
that broke from him, so startled her that
she knelt there, still looking up at him
in fear and wonder, The guick, gasping
exclamation he had made bhad much of
the sound with which a hungry wild beast
receives his daily rations, and for a mere
instant his teeth were bared with a look
altogether savage and carnivorous.

This singular transport lasted but a
moment, but he stood for a second or
two staring intently at the paper in his
hand, whilst Angela rose slowly, and Iaid
her hand upon his arm ngain. Then she
saw that the object which had so excited
him was the photograph of a man of
nearly his own age—the face a quarter
life size, or thereabouts—the photograph
very clearly and finely printed—and the
subject noticeable by a lofty dome of
bald forehead, and the eyes of a very
lynx.

Once more Dobroski obeyed the slight
pressure of her hand, and they entered
the larger salon together. Angela closed
the door, and the old man sat down upon
the hroad =ill of one of the windows,
still fixedly regarding the photograph. By
and by he offered it, wirhout raising his
pyes, to Angela, and began to turn over
the papers, Most of them were printed,
and one was in Russian, and another in
(GGorman type. Scattered among them by
their fall were the leaves of a lengthy let-
rer, and having sorted these leaves from
the others, and arranged them in the or-
der in which they were numbered, he be-
san to redd,

The letter was written In French, and
he made one or two exclamations in the
same language as he read, “Ah! the good
Bremner! It was he' being alone dis-
tinguishable. Angela, with knitted fingers
and down-turned palms, stood before him
at a little distance, She had laid down
the photograph and the miniatures on the
window sill beside Dobroski, and divided
her serious and inquiring regard between
them and him. He skimmed the letter
rapidiy as If in search of something until
he reached the finnl page. This he read
slowly and deliberately, breaking off once
to drop the letter in both hands between
his knees with an odd cackling laugh,
which, whatever else it may have ex-
pressed, was absolutely devoid of mirth.
After this he read on guietly to the end,
folded the letter and the printed papers
together, restored them to the torn en-
velope, and buttoned up the package in
the breast pocket of his military looking
frock coat,

“This was stolen,” he smald, taking up
the miniatures, and holding the case
clasped gently between the palms of both
hands, “when my house was sacked by a
clerical mob io Vienna more than thirty
years ago. And now a dear old friend—
one of the few dear old friends—finds it
by chance In a shop window in Berlin. I
know how poor he is—Job was never
poorer—yet he contrives to buy It, and to
send It to me by the friend who writes
me this letter. Ah! little sweetheart,

there are true souls left in the world"

“And (his?" said Angeln, iodicating

the photozraph, |

“That?" returned Dobroski, with a very
singular «mile. *“That is n warning which
1 do not nexd” e paused, and then
advancing to the window, and stooping

|' forwnrd, he tapped the photograph twice

or thrice with a forefinger as lie spoke,
| “That is myv fmplacable and inexornble
enomy-—asg | am his, That is the man
who vears ago wormed himself into my |
confidence, and then betrayved me. That is
| i countryman of mine, little swectheart,
a Pole, and a Russian mouchard. That
{s the denouncer of my wife and children,
It is kind, it is well meant, but 1 do not
need to be warned of him. Nor do I think
that he needs greatly to be warned of
me."

e spoke quetly, almost dryly, except
for the single phrase, "a Pole and a

THE LAST DAY OF SCHOOL. ’

) I gives Zbe world
a dreary look ' } i

And rods Jife i
of" I8 cheer

% close the Polered
lesson dook

And leave our
dear:

Dul Bes? of frrends
nust mg%e oord

dnd sl say

|
hllji.s'
Zeachr ” :

Russian mouchard.,” Then his voice was
raised into an expression of Incredulous
wrath, and he broke off with the curious
eackling laugh with which he had greeted
his correspondent’'s warning a minute or
two hefore,

“Let us go back to our friends,” he
snid, suddenly. *1 must apologize for
dragging you away in so strange a fash-
fon.”

He passed an arm through one of hers
and looked down upon her with a tender
smile. Mr, Athanos Zeno was still seat-
ed at the little table as they passed
through the smaller salle on their way to
the garden. Ile was tapping his teeth
with an ivory paper knife and leaning on
hoth elbows. but he turned and bowed and
smiled as they passed him,

CHAPTER V.

Everybody felt a little startled and|
curions at Dobroski’s abrupt departure’
from the garden with Angela, but nobody
but Fraszer felt altogether at liberty to
speak of it

Farlay and the young American were
still talking books when Dobroski and An-
gela returned.

“Yon will pardon me for taking away |
your charge,” he said to Maskelyne. "!I
had received sudden and moving news in |
which I knew she would be interested. |
I will ask you to forgive me, too," he
added to Farley, “for taking away your
guest.” Ie was quite himself again, and
bore no trace of his late agitation. “Good-
by, little sweetheart, I must go.” He
raised her fingers to his lips and kissed
them, and shook bands formally all
round. “We shall meet again, I trust,”
he said to O'Rourke. "Can you spend
the evening with me?”

“1 am afraid I should be dull to-night,"”
returned O'Rourke. *1 was up at six
yosterday morning, and have had no rest
as yet, Can we meet to-morrow?”

“When you will,” returned Daobroski,
and so with a final ealute all round he
went his way.

A corridor or covered passage led direct
through the hotel from the garden to
the village street, and he took that way. |
Passing the center window of the larger
galon he encountered the glance of Atha-
nos Zeno, who seized the opportunity to
how and smile. Dobroski suddenly re-|
called to mind the fact that he had left
the photograph upon the ledge of that
game window, and retracing his steps, hal
entered the hotel once more. He found
My, Zeno standing at the window, tapping
his teeth with the ivory paper knife, and
the polite Levantine made way for him
with a dancing master's grace. When the
old man stooped for the photograph which
still lay where he had left it, Mr. Zeno
spoke, '

“Ah!" said he, |
yours, sir. A striking countenance. A
friend " L ‘

“An aequaintance,” returned Dobroski.

“wA delichtful art. And useful. So
charming to have the face of a friend be-
fors one even in absence.

Mr. Zeno stood smiling until the old
man with bent head had onee more passed
the window., Then his face fell suddeunly
into a thoughtful frown,

“A trap for me?" he said to himself.
“I think neot. Even if so, a trap that
caught nothing. e knew that clumsy |
canaille whom ha caught in the woods the
other night, but he never guessed that [
meant he should know him, I must find
him another to discover, and after that
another. He has some great coup on
hand. He is not spending the better part
of a year in this perfect quietude and in
this little village for nothing. Well, he
foiled Mauritz, and he foiled Bernardo,
and he foiled Arnaud. Let us see if he
will foil me.”

(To be continued.)

in German, “that is

.

Increased Cost of Living.

That the enst of llving is steadily In-
ereasing In other countrles, as well a8}
in the United States, Is undoubtahle. In
Germany prlees have advanced to such |
an extent that what were a few years,
ago taken as a matter of course and.
| rezarded ag necessitles, are now dis-
tinctly luxuries to the mlddle classes,
| In a recent adilress the mayor of the
lt‘lt_v of Stuttgart, which has a popu-
latlon of 247.000. stated that during|
the Inst twelve months the city's meat
supply had cost abont 600,000 more
than for the preceding vear. The agrl-|
cultural proiduects consumed in the clty
cost at least $1.000.000 more than rhei
year hefore, Owing to this great In-|
crease of cost the city was compelled to
ralse the wages of all Its lnborers and
employes.  Reports of llke conditions'
eome from almost all other German
citles.—Harper's Weekly,

Calling the Tuorn,

“1 suppose,” sald the elty girl who
wnas passlng & week In the country,
“that you know all the different flow-
era.”

“1 reckon mebby T do,” replled the
old farmer.

“What does n forget-me-not look
like?" queried the girl. |

“0Oh,” replled the horny-handed son
of toll, “It's just a ordinary knot In a
string th’ ole woman tles around my |
finger when [ go t' teown an’ she wants
me t' git sunthin’ fer her.”

}

Figuring 1t Out.
Father—Young Upperton Is golng to
propose for your hand soon.
Daughter—IHow do yeu know?
Father—I hear he has been making
inquiries as to my financial standing.
—Illustrated Bita

o you
Thal Such & sadness ‘
Vills my lear? |
! don¥ know whal?

i

ke SR <

ELLEN TERRY A BRIDE.

Famous FEnglish Actress Marries
Man 20 Years Her Junlor,

Fllen Terry, the most famous of llv-
inz Engllsh actresses, has taken fo her-
¢!l n third husband In James Carew,
who was the leadIng actor In her com-
pany. The marriage took place nt
Plttsburg, but the announcement was
not made for some time after 1ts occue-
rence, The bride is 58 and the bride
groom 33 years old. Perhaps the best
comment on the wedding was that of-
feral by Mr. Carew's mother:

“l was sorry,” she said, “when my

L“I

CART L

son told me of the Intended marringe
and 1 could not approve because of the
disparity !n their ages. Then 1 met
Miss Terry., BShe was so vivaclous,
beautiful and graceful that I sald to
myself, ghe 18 older In years but she s
at one with James In spirit. 1 am con-
vinced that It is a perfect union and
1 am glad my son has so graclous a
wife.”

TAKE GOOD CARE OF DOGS.

Turks in Constantinople Treat the
Animals Considerately.

The dogs are a great feature of Con-
stantinople and, Indeed, of all Turklsh
towns. They lle about In amiable
heaps In the sunshine and are most
conslderately treated by the Turks,
though occaslonaly they suffer at the
hands of Greeks or Armenlans. One
ronstantly sees a slumbering group,
over which the passersby carefully
step, monopolizing the very center of a
busy, crowded street. Each road has
Its own pack, which protests vehement-
ly against any forelgn trespasser.

Yet a dog may pass where he pleases
by making, In the Turkish phrase,
“toaslim”—that 1s, “resignation.” In a
street not his own he ls obliged every
few yards to lle on his back and wave
his paws propitiatingly, while an Inhos-
pitable chorus barks around him. The
progress s slow and undignified, but In
the end sure,

Some of the dogs are handsome and
nearly all have courtly manners, but
the great majority are elther erippled
by carriages or mange stricken. When
puppies appear upon the scene the
nearest Turk provides a blanket and
milk and sees generally to thelr wel-
fare and woe betide the forelgner who
tries to kill & hound.

Once I was passing down a street at
dusk, but stopped to make the scqualnt-

ance of a4 puppy llke a ball of worsted.
I had established a very satisfactory
basls for future friendshlp and was
golng on my way when I heard the rat-
tle of wheels and yelping. Golng back,
I found the poor little beast had been
run over and had two legs broken. As
a blg Turkish porter was passing 1
offered him a frane to put the puppy
out of Its paln, a work I dld not relish,
He was ready to take It roughly from
my hands, but not to klll it. *“That's
different,” he sald; “to take life Is
wicked.”

There are many repellent sights In
Constantinople and it 1s hard to con-
ceive a pleture which more reallstically
represents a scene from Inferno than
an ordinary business transaction that
occurs nightly, Dogs are the scaven-
gers of Constantinople and every night
the refuse of hotels and houases ls
thrown out lnto the street,

A class of men exlsts which lives by
ragpicking and dliligently Investigates
the contents of these heaps, while the
dogs snarl and bay around them sav-
agely, resenting hls Intrusion into thelr
perquisitea—DBlackwell's Magazine.

THE CHAMOIS,

Ways of the Shy Animnls of the
Mountalns of Enrope,

Execiting sport, the more exciting be-
cause of the hardshlips connected with
it, Is offered by chamols hunting In the
mountainsg of Europe. The chamols
are found everywhere In the highest
mountalns of Germany, Austria, Switz-
erland, In Transylvania, In the Car-
pathians, also in the Alps, and these
extremely shy animnls are regnrded by
all true huntsmen as the most desir-
able of all game. The chamols belongs
to the antelope specles; but, unlike
ita kin of the broad plalns, It pre-
fera the barren wilds of the high moun-
talns, and, like the mountaln sheep, the
ibex and the mouflon, |t selects In this
territory full of cha=ms and canyons
the most Impassable regions as Its lair.
During the summer months the cham-
ols roams ln the hlgher altitudes, but
in the winter time It must descend to
find its feed. After feeding It returns
to its old Impassable nooks, where It
feels secure. As In the case of the
deer, the male s called a buck and the
female n doe; but, unlike all other an-
imals of this kind, both sexes are an-
tlered, the horns belng called “kricke-
lor,” but those of the doe are somewhat
lighter than those of the buck, The
doe brings forth one fawn every year,
sometimes two, but very seldom three,
which are very dearly loved by the
mother and which she protects agalnst
all dangers.—Outer's Book.

“Sach Is Life.”

When the late Edward Atkinson was
a young man he was employed at the
old Dedham mill, one of the oldest
cotton factorles In the country, of
which James Read, an old-time mer-
chant of Boston, was the treasurer.

(fotton was carrled out on a wagon
and the goods brought In by wagon by
James Crosby. One day Crosby brought
a letter to the oflice from the milil,
which, Mr. Atkinson stated shortly be-
fore his death, he had never forgotten.
The spelling contributed somewhat to
the composition, and there were no
stops.

“Deth has been doln hls work among
us agln and taken one of our best
weavers last Wednesday she worked
in the mill and today Is borne away to
the shadowy tomb such ls life only If
I have misunderstood ber Crosby about
the peace of cloth for sample pleas to
rite,”

Intended to Pay,

The kindly old lady from the coun- |

try had purchased a palr of gloves In
a department store.
“Cash!" shouted the salesiady,
“My land,” exclaimed the old lady,
fumbling In her vallse, “I'll glve It to
you just as soon a8 I find my pocket-
book !"—Harper's Weekly.

She Sald Nothing.
“Now fix your mind on something."
“I can think of nothing?”
“Fix It on me.”
“That's what I sald.”"—Cleveland
Plain Dealer.

If there are two men ln a town with
slde whliskers, ever uvotice that you
oftan sce them together.

COMETS FORETELL DISASTERS.

Strauge Shapes in the Heavens Pre-
cede All Great Eventns.

Does the advent of a comel presage
| war, or pestilence, famine or some oth-
er dire disaster to mankind?

It 1s thg common bellef that It does,
and to a certaln extent even poted men
have subscribed to the general bellef
that when we see the wavering, uncer-
taln looking shape In the heavens some-
thing s about to happen.

There Is even data extant ‘to war-
rant thls bellef, for history shows that
n great many of the most disastrous
happenings on this earth were preceded
by the appearance of a comet In the
heavens,

Accompanying thls artlcle are some
of the shapes that comets have assumed
In the past which have startled the
eredulous and superstitious people of
earller days. Each of the comets that
have been reproduced from the most
authentle descriptions of them obtalp-
able struck whole natlons dumb with
dread.

The om|nous shapes of these historle
comets sthrtled a careless world and
repeatedly caused milllons of men and
women to be smitten with terror.

According to traditlon each of the
followlng momentous events was fore-

BOME STRANGE COMETS,

told by the appearance of a forbldding,
blazing comet in the heavens:

1. The deluge, 2048 B. C,

2, The vconfusion of
Babel, 2218 B. C,

3. The destruction of Sodom and Go-
morrah, 1808 B, C,

4. The overthrow of P’haraoh and
his host in the Red Sea, 1491 B. C.

5. Nebuchadnezzar's bloody Invaslon,
1140 B. C,

. Dwestructlon In Achaea of two
clties—Hellse and Bura.

7. Death of Julius Caesar, 44 B, O,

K The death of Agrippa, statesman
and geographer, 12 B, C,

0. The Jewlish revolt which led to
destruction of Jerusalem In 70 A, D,

10. Death of Emperor Nero, 08 Al

tongues at

D.
11, The death of Emperor Vespas
fan, 79 A, D,

12. Death of Emperor Macrinus, 218
A. D,
13. Death of Emperor Constantine,

340 A, D,

14. Ravaging of Phrygla by the Os-
trogoths, 309 A, D,

15, Defeat of the Huns under At-
tila, 451 A. D,

16, The epldemle that swept
Eastern hemisphere, 000 A, D,

17. Conquest of England by the Nor-
mans, 1066 A, D,

18. Death of King PPhlllp Augustus
of France, 1223 A, D.

19. The pestilence that swept Eu-
rope, 1305 A. D).

20. The triple terrors, war, famine
and pestilence, that swept Kurope, 1618
A. D,

21. Death of Charles I. of England,
1045 A, D.

22, The deadly London plague, 16u5
A DD

23, The War of 1812, by comet of
1811 A, D,

24. Our Clvi] War, 1881 A. D.

25. The assassination of President
Garfleld, 1881 A, 1.

Here are some of the natlons and
persons that belleved that the advent
of a comet presaged disaster:

The antedeluvians, the anclent Jews
from Abraham to Jogephus, the Baby-
'lonians, the Persians, the PPhoenlelans,
the Chaldeans, the Egyptlans, the Gre-
clans, the Arabs, the Romans, the Eth-
loplans, the Franks, the ITuns, the Sax-
ons, the Celts, the American Indians,
and the Chinese; Enoch, Moses, the
prophets of lIsrael, Alexander the
Great, Origen, Tertollian, Chrysostom,
| Constantine, Bede, Thomas Aqguinas,
' Luther, Melancthon, Zwingle, nearly a
lgoore of Catholle Popes, John Howe,
| Jeremy Taylor, Jolin Knpox, Milton,
Shakespeare and Kepler.—Clileago In-
i ter Ocean.

the

I;oI ndation of Japan,

| Every Feb. 11 Is celebrated In Japan
| the great annual festival or Kigensetsu,
the annlversary of the foundatlon of
the emplre by the first emperor, Jimmu-
tenno, B. C. 6680. The Japanese reckon
thelr present era aa from this date, and
It was on Feb. 11, 1889, that Mutsuhito,
{the one hundred and twenty-tirst of
the dynasty, promulgated the present
constitution of the Emplre of Japan,
the fundamental prinelple of which 1a
clearly stated In Its first article, “The
Empire of Japan shall be relgned over
and governed by a line of emperors un-
broken from ages eternal.” The organ-
lzation of a parllament took place In
1800, which In the Japanese reckoning
wonld be 2,560 from Jimmu's setting up
his capltal at Klshlwara, In the prov-
ince of Yamato, which ls regarded by
Japanese historians as the beginning of
the empire.

Many a bad man has been cowed by
the milk of buman kindness, ‘
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