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; OBAPTER XXVIIL 1
| Bewmebow, ss those words pamed her |
s lips, Marvel's soul died withlo |
me drew herself away from Wri-
‘ihesley’s protecting arm. and a low moan |
lewke from her.
w "You have beard enmough for to-day.
'alt—bear the rest apotber time,” said
saxieusly.
" *Neo, po!"—feverishly. “Do you think 1
omid walt? Let me hear it all at once.
& sespense o light burden?”

was & woman" went om Mra

¥

s her low monatone, which now |

= emotien In it—"an elderly woman |
=4y own nurse she had been—and in her
1 confided, Together we left home tnd|
emght 8 remote village on the Cormish
oenat: and there you were born™ Bhe|
snised ber oyes to Marvel's with a reloc
disliks. “Even then,” she raid, “as
beipless, poweriess within my
hated you™ BShe pushed back
from ber forehead and drew a
th, then langhed a little, “It la
maid. “The verr brute beart
Hs offspring, but—1 loathed
soea a8 | dared stir I forsaok
you with my ourse. An
with whom | had kept op a
of correspondence, and who
well married and mixing in the world,
me %o go and live with her.
conseuted. 1 even grasped at the
it opened out to me of retrieving
and making myself such a place
world as I kad ever hoped for. But
e—you"—looking at Marvel—“you de-
streyed all—you, and this™
" #gain she luld ber bavd upon the locket
whereis lay the dend man's face—the man
whe slone had ever touched her worldly J
for whose sake she had heen deaf
lind evermore to the attractions of
It was the one saving tralt
ealenlating, ambitious nature,
wild, abmerbing passion of her

“l fesred the discovery of you. You
a milistone round my peck!”
Il with her reluctant gaze fixed
who shrank sund shivered be-
Sore her. “And the woman who kept yon
greedy for her claims, Bhe wrote
slways for money, and I had sone to give.
Theugh living In affiuence with that rich
woman, my aunt"—with a sudden impre-
eation of awful bitternese—"“1 had not ove
even that | could eall my own, |
bmd drewsss, trinkets, bat no pocket money
0 speak of. Onece she discovered me try-
fing to pawn a riag, and after that there
single moment that | could cali

Perbaps she suspected mome-
never kpew; but at all events
weman, the nurse, thongh importa-
te, was faithful. Bhe never betrayed
when she found she could get
from me, she tired of you''—
tmraing cold, cruel eyes on Marvel—"tired,
& have all the others!”

“ON mo! Ok, have pity!™ said the gind
= a slew, puinful tene that went to Wri-
etheunley's heart.

“You would have the truth, New hear
NI said she, relenticsaly, “Yen, even that
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our birth was a borror to me"—alowly
—"the thought of you & consant, never
dying fear. When, at the end of four
penre, the woman wrole to me Lo sy you

staircase that evidently led te & rom
above which shore out the yellow glare
of lampa. There she abandoned the child,
and, with s last parting command to her
to climb the steps, deserted her forever.”

“A worthy accomplice indeed of a wor-
thy mother!” said Wriothesley, bitterly.

“Nay, sir! Your batred runs away with
you. Bhe was no secomplice of mine, You
bave paid but ill heed to my words, or you
would remember that all this that she
breathed to me on her dying bed was new
and most unwelcome tidings.

“Do not speak—do mot imterrupt—Ilet
me hear it all-all!" entreated Marvel,
turning upon him & look of anguinh,

“Well, there la more to tellT" question-
ed be, in answer to ber appeal, addressiog
Mra, Bcarlett,

“No—no more, HSo far she bad got in
ber narrative when she raised herself high
on her pallet, stared wildly at me, made a
last fearful efort to speak, and then drop-
ped back like a stone upon ber pillow, 1
seised her; I eniled nloud to ber to name
the viilsge pear which the child bad been
lett; but all iy vain, 1 even shook ber vio-
lently, boping thus to recall her, if only
for coe momment, o & sense of this life;
but [ failed. [ evem think"—angrily—
“that my violence frustrated my own
hopes—that that last shake hurried ber
end! At all events, she was dead, and
with ber went every chance of lesrning
the truth”™

“What waa the chlid's nameT" asked
Wricthealey, abruptly.

**‘Margaret,” she had been christened;
‘Meg,' the woman called her; for me, 1
called ber pothling.

Meg! As a loog dream suddenly recurs
to one's memory, bringiog with it s trais
of thought that bas seemed dead and bur
ied for many a day, so now there rushed
upon the mind of Marvel and Wriothesley
8 remembrance of that past wild yet bap-
py bour when a little child bad been
drawn by loving hands from the damp and
death of night to the warmth of & fire-
side shelter—a little child so small, e
cold, that ber white lips could scarcely
tell them that her name was “Meg.” They
bad not known what it meant then—the
boy who was now a man, the woman who
now was desd—but the man remembered,
and torned his eyes mpomn Marvel with
¢ven a gentler tenderness than be had be-
trayed before. That little vague sound
“M'g" bad meant “Meg"—Margaret.
Alsa, for the serrow of it! thought he,
dwelling on ber grief alone, giving =
thought to his own natural regret,

At that moment Marvel ralsed her besd.
Bhe was deadly pale; her eyes gleamed.
Bhe eame right up to Mrs. Bcarlett and
laid @ burning band on hers.

“1 have beard all,” she sald; “but there
is one thing yet. There was & marriage
between you and—" Bhe peiated to the
open locket. “Bay sol”

There was silence; ber face now wan
ghastly, and mechanically sbe laid both
her slender palms on Mra. Bearleti's arms
and shook ber so and fro.

“Bay, say!" sbe said, ber velce being
almpst & command,

A malignant smile lighted op the ether's
face. Bhe flung the girl from her with a
little swift movement and tursed her ayes
full on Wriothesley,

“There was no marriage” she maid.
“Why sbould I lie to please youT"'— plow-
Iy glancing round st Marvel “No, there

waa oo marriage. He lived, he loved, he

were dead, 1 rejoiced!” died—that was all." Ebe broke Iste a

fhe spoke with such deliberate malig-
ssocy that the blood rose to Wriothesley's
face. He glanced compassionately at
Marvel. Bhe was pale; an lcy chill seem-
od to bave passed over her. Bhe shud-
dered,

“fben at last | felt free: the hateful
«.Aln that bound me was looved. 1 biems-
od death from my very heart. An old
man, rich, pliable—a hideous old mapn—
Bad beeu my suitor for some time. Just
then ke offered himoelf to me for the third
fime, and I accepted bim, [ wmarried Mr,
Bcariett, and for the first time for five
It

+ | was disturbed by Mra. Bcarlett’s bad taste

wild laugh, “Does it burt you?” she cried:
and ther, In & slow, venomous way—*]
am giad of it, Ak, how eften you have
bort me!" ’

“Ob, mother—oh, mother!™ eried Mar-
vel, lo a sharp tone of passionate re-
proach, of uoutterable misery; and she
let her face fall forward inte her bands.

There was & moment’s dead panse after
that wiid, strange ery, and then all at
once, and without an instant's warning,
there was a little rustie of Mre, Bearlett's
gown; and Instioctively Marvel and Wri-
othesley looked toward ber. Bbe way
livid, ghastly, Her hands were dutching
the back of & chair near ber, and she was
swaying from alde to side as one in mor-
tal agony.

The guests staylog at Grange Court
faded away a8 ewiftly as shadows; the
presence of desth seared them, and, be-
sides, their visits had dmws to an end.
At Isst no one was left in the honse save
Bir George Townshend—who wonld pot
g© in spite of all his lady love's bints, who

that the child whom she had taken riothesley, Marvel
anﬂwhn&h‘mmw ! :ﬂnhulﬂ.
deud, van still Living!™
“Perhape she lied,” sid Wristhesiey, CHAPTER XXIX.
boarsely. All through the losely silent watches of
*“Ku; the dying seldom lio, and there the night Marvel sat breoding beside the
was that on ber face which forbade the | half-desd woman, ministering to ber pow
thought of it. Bbe said she had found it | and then, but always with ber mind om-
Bspoasible to support herself and the child | bittered, despalring, Once er twice the
sinall and vocertain sums [ purse expostulated with her, entreating
ber from to time; 50 e to lis down upon the ssuch nt the
end room; but Marve! had refused,
speechless, waksful, with
baggard eyes,
4 rtalne, and gased
en
the siow unwilllag Sawning of
morning.

efowt, from betwom e pule
Epa. '

“When you am strenges—botter,”
Marvel, whe shrank with s sick lsath-

repentance abeut the wrrible stery @hat
bad ruined her lite.

“Ne; there f8 no time. [ most speak
new or pever, Nearer—nearer still' 1
watl to tell yoo™--raising ber eyea, which
hurned like living coals in her wan face,
to Marvel's—“that | lied to yan. There
was g marringe! 1 lied about it to revenge
myself upon him, Wriothesley, But naw,
with death staring me in the face, 11
haven't the courage to— Yes, we were
married secretly, but surely. There is no
dotibi——" Bhe broke off exhaunted,

“Is this the truth?" asked Marvel. Her
face bhad grown coloriess, her voice was
eold and stern: she did not believe this last
statement—she knew that she did not dare
believe it. Were she to do so, anly to find
herself decelved, sbe felt that it would
kill her, No, there was no truth in It
Such joy, such an almost terribie relief
conld not be for her.

“The truth—yes, Will yen net believe?
Why should I say this now 7"

“The proofs!” said Marvel, in a strange,
frozen tone, She would compel ber to end
this eruel farce,

The (eebie hands made s movement to-
ward her pillows,

“Underveath,” she whispered, faintly:
and Marvel, always as If in & dream, jase-
ed her hand under the pillows and drew
out a tiny bunch of keys. I[n one of har
ealmer moments Mrs, Bcarlett had asked
for them, and had placed them berself be-
neath her head: pow she had not strength
to draw them « 't again.

“My dressing ease,” she sald, peinting
out one of the keys—"the second tray.”

Marvel crosaed the room mechanically,
opeued the dressing case and lifted the
tray sbe had named, Home papers folded
in it met her eyea; ghe took them out and
approached the bed. Her beart was beat-
ing sow to suffocation.

d!™ sald the dying weman.
“It s my marriage certificate, and the
certificate of your birth, Keep them; if
I bave Injured you living, you will remem.
ber when | am gone that I served you
dying. Go—take them to him.”

Marve! had fallen on ber kmees beslde
the bed. Bhe was trembling vielently
when presently a cold, beautiful hand
stole toward her snd tooched her. Bhe
ecaught It and drew it heneath her bent
bead, and pressed ber lips to it in & pas-
sion of gratitude. Bhe felt faint, uncer
tain, frightened; but above and threugh
all she was consclous of a great and gl
rious freedom, a breaking of the vwile
bonds that had chuined her te the esrih
and turned the very light of day inte a
sulles gloom, To go to him—to tell him—
that was her first thought. Through the
tomnult o7 her conflicting emotions the
slow, broken volee came to ber as If It
were the touch of serrow that ever accom.
panies our joy.

*“You said it snce—that strange word—
to me. [t killed me, | think. Yet [ wonld
bear It again."

Bhe spoke with dificulty and very indis.
tinctly, but Marvel understood.

*“Mother!™ she whispered, and preseed
the hand she held, and, stooping forwanrd,
kissed the pale mouth.

. CHAPTER XXX,

Mry, Scarlett was buried with all pemp
and ceremony in the Beariett vault some-
where in the beart of Burrey. Marvel was
too prostrated to accompavy her te the
tomb, though some morbid desire to show
her every respect orged her to do it; and
Mra, Verulam would not permit Wriothes-
ley ta go—there had been enough gossip
about her and kim, she mid, in the past—
why revive it again?

Marvel insisted on going inte deep
mourning; and then of course it was nec-
casary to take Cicely into her confidence.
Bhe had u theory that to be astonizshed at
snything this age could show argued a
weak Intellect; but for once in ber life
she had to scknow e herself aa entire-
ly and stupidiy smased on beariag of Mar
vel's parruinge.

Bbe it was, however, whe at snee saw
the secessity of enlightening the world
about ft. It was Impossible that Marve!
should be allowed to live forever with a
stigma resting on ber pame, & cloud of
mystery surrounding her. Immediate
steps should be taken te declare her real
origin, which, It it had a rather anplens-
ant flavor of secrecy nbout it, was never-
theless bonorable; it would be & nine-days
wonder—nothing more. Bomething eise
would crop out even while the public gap-
ed and laughed sud whispered over it—
something that would be probably more
piquant and would, therefore, obliterate
It

But where should Marvel and he go for
those “nine daya?' That was a question
that troubled Wriothesley., It was ont
of the question that she should reeeive
and he receive while the storm bnrst and
Insted; he wonld not have ber subjected
to nokind eomment or impertinent eurk
osity; and good birth did mot give good
manners, aod there were many in their
own world whe would be sure te lasult
and annoy her.

To take ber away for as indefinite time
sbroad—anywhere out of the hurly-burly
of soclety—waa hia strong desire, but how

Idea agnin, or at least did mot dare hope
that & second requast would receive a dif-
ferent answer,

And time preved his fear to be tree;
shrask openly from his suggestion and
coldly from him
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| Gervge Byrea Gerden, the explerer,
rhth(h-ru-rm-u acceunt of re-
She sighed wearily, eeni dissoveries at Oepan, under the
“It ohall be liks,” she snil, bope tithe of “The Mysterieus Qity of Hon-
boenly. b | Guraa Mr. Gorden says: The most
Her tone eut him to the heart, | axtraerdinary feature that our excava-

“Why de yeu speak like that”" be mid
very gently, “Does it make you se very
miserable te thivk you must for a few
months have my companicnship only? My
dear, what a sad thought that must be for
bot hof us! We are bound together for
life, and yet you shrink 4rom = few con-
tinnous dayw spent togother! Marvel
lock at me. You bave made friends of
others, why not aeccept me as a friend,
foo? Burely 1 am pot beyond the pale of
mere frieudship ln your eyes? If it were
not for your own good, I shonld abandon
the ides altogether; but you know it wonld
not do for you to stay here just at present,
Yon bate the Idea of going anywhere with
me. I kpow; bat yet I beg you to consent
to the plan for your own sake.”

“It T bhate it,” said she, tremnlounly,
turning. away ber bead, “surely you bate
It doubly!™

“1?7 No, indeed. Ir=If 1 could be as
sured that yon love me"—hastily, and try-
ing te read her mverted face—*1 should
find my chiefest bappiness in being with
ron forever. Burely you must know that!
Moved by some pudden inspiration, he
went to her and drew her closely to bim,
and, stooping, presecd his cheek to hers,
“Darling—darling beart,” he said—"why
can’t we try to be better friends than we
are”™ His tone was low, onsteady, but
warm with the deathless breath of Jove,

Bhe felt it. Bbe turned to him and ina
momeut was in his arms,

*0h, to be friends again!™ sbe eried, Rhe
was sohbing wildly, passionately. “In the
dear dead days the friends we were! Oh,
do—do try o love me agaln!™

“My sweetheart, my darling, I love you
sew as [ pever loved you then!”

CHAPTER XXXI.

It was quite twelve months fram the
day of their departure before they return-
ed te the Towers. It was onee agunin the
merry springtime, and ail the village wna
decorated with flags and wreaths in honor
of their home coming. The sun was shin-
ing with a brilliancy that lighted op the
grend old houee and threw tender gleama
athwart the budding branches in the al-
lent, sweet-smelling woods as they drove
through them by the private earriageway
that led direct 1o the bouse from the sta-
tien.

Marvel, as she drew near, gased Intent-
Iy ot the first home sbe eould ever remem-
ber. and a sense of pamsionate gladuess
rose within her, As she looked, a tall,
gaunt form came out upen the doorstep
and waved a welcome to her, It was the

ticas have yed breughi to light is the
hieregliyphic stairway alveady referred
to. Vacing the plaza at the soutbern
end, it eccupled a ceatral position on
the western side of the high pyramidal
clevation that forms (be northern wing
of the Main Btrueture, Even In the
sad state of ruln in which we behold it
now, it afferds a magnificent upectacle.
What most 1t have been in the days
when it was entire. and reached from
the Ocor of the plaza to the entrance
of the temple that stood en the helght
8 bundred feet above!

When discovered, in 1894, this stair-
way was completely burled beneath the
debris fallen from the temple, of which
Dol ene stose remsined upon another.
The upper part of the stalrway ltself
bad also been thrown from ita place as
If by an earthquake, and lay strewn
gpon the lower portlon. When, at
length, after months of labor, on which
from ffty to ene hundred men were
employed, the fallen material was
cleared away, ap acre of ground was
covered with broken sculptures re
moved during the progress of the work.
and the lower steps were found un
barmed. Io the center of the stalrway,
ot the base, Is a throne or pedestial ris-
Ing to the fifth step, and projecting
eight feet In front. The design upun
its face in rich (o peulpture and dell-
cate in detall. It s made up Ia part
of handsome faces, masks, death's-
heads, and scroils, beantifully earved,
and dispesed with perfect symmetry,
but the ensemble is perfectly unintelli-
gitle. On the face of each step In the
stalrway is a row of hleroglyphs, carv-
ed in medium rellef, running the entire
length. At Intervals in the ascent the
center ls eccupled by & buman figure
of neble and commanding apprurance,
arrayed im splendid attire, seated on
the steps. The opper parts of all thene
fgures were breken away, but the
pleces of seversl were recovered and
restored. Oa each side were solld bal
sstrades twe feet ‘hick; the opper
paris of these were also broken away,
bnt by careful stedy and comparisen,
enough was receversd te enable us te
make out the eurious and complicated
denign. Portrait-like busts lsauing from
the jaws of gretesque monsters, stand-

rector—Mr. Balobridge—bher old, true
friends., Tears started to her eyen. and |
she scarcely walted for the carriage to |
draw up before she sprang te the ground

and hastened to him. With a littie loving

cry that changed io &8 moment the bean- |
tiful woman be looked at Into the child '
he had known and adored, she threw her
arme round bhis seck and embraced him

fondly,

“My dear ehild—my dear girl™ said be,
with some agitation, He beld ber back |
from him. *“Se It s well with you?" ke |
raid softly. |

“Se well™ she answered him, her clear
eyes fixed on his; and thes—“How Jong |
it seetns since last we met! But [ would
pot come 10 you when [ was In trouble and '
perplexed. | walted; and now, when | am
»o happr that | almost fear to think of it
—now | come back to you snd all that has |
my first and warmest love, And [ do not
come alone.” Ehe turned and beckoned
to & woman who stood behind her with
something appareatly very precious in her
arms, “Bee—see what I have brought
youl” Bhe lifted the precious somethiug
from the woman's bold, and laid it in Mr, |
Balubridge's arms. |

It was & baby, but something mere thas |
that, too, a8 eve could sew by her eyes—
& treasure, & jewel beyend all price. It/
seemed strange te the old man watching

Ing eut upen these balustrades, and re-
peated ot regular intervals, formed
thelr prineipal aderament.
Neiwithstanding the arduens tell un-
der. the flerce rays of a tropical sun,
the axhumiag of this stairway, In the
eonstrrrtion of whieh Lhe ancient scuip-
ters exbaunsted the resources of Lhelr
art, was a faseinating labor, and was
performod under the constant stimulus
of expectation, and the exc!tement of
dlscovery. When the last das's werk
was deve, and | stoed upon the Dreken
throme af the Bbase of the stairway, te
fake @ lust lask sl the seene of my In
bors, oo familiar bad [ grews with
every featore of the place that it peem-
ofl to cout but little effort of the mind to
pell agids the mist that hid the past
and resiove agaln the shattered fabrie.
Freom my pesition I eould see the whels
plams, with I menuments and temple
ereowaed pyramida. [a frent of me Lhe
sineeth cemented pavement stretched
away westward o o range of tsrraces
that beunds B I that direction, bul
leaves unolwtrucied the view of the
meuntalns beyond the valley. In other
daye the parting shafts of (he sun

het to see the great mother-love that shone | #tTUCKk the temple, and ita seuiptured
om the face that was still so full of chiid- | Walla, aderned with paint and stuece,

bood's grace,

"“You knew of It, of couree,” she was |
going on gayly—"you saw it in the papers?
But what yon do not know perhapa ls that !
I bave brought him home to be baptised
by you. Ob, yes, it was very wrong, 1
ksow; he is quite siz weeks old! You can
scold me by and by; but you have married
me, and no one sise, [ said, shouid give
my boy his name, And I hurried, too; I |
came as soon as ever | could.”

“Too soon,” sald Wriothesley, anxious-
Iy, whe had come up to them. “Bew how |
fiushed you arel™ i |

“With joy ouly, I feel no fatigue. How
sweet, bow lovely it ls to be in sur dear
bome agalnl”

“Mr. Bainbridge, my authority Is a poor
thing. Persuade her to come in and lie
down,” L.

Bbe laughed and went up the steps. In
the hall, where all the servants were
drawn up to bid their welcome, old Cotter,
the bousekeeper, who bad bLeen her one |
friend on her strange lovely wedding |
morn, came away from the other servauls
and up to her,

“Oh, my lady, this ls & joyful day for
me!" she sald

“For me, tos, Cotter,” sald Marvel, with
the sweel graciousness that marked ber,
M‘-ylu to kiss the old woman's withered

Sashed In the light, until the shadows,
meunting the threme and climbing the
stalrway, shet abeve the highest tewer,
and loft the elty wrapped Im gleem.
For a moment the peaks stoed dark
and gigantie agalost the dasxiing sun-
sel hues, erowned with glory; then the
eslors faded rapidly, giving way to a
pale glow above the mountains, while
suddeu darknees fell upon the valley.
Musing on the scepe, I was dimly
sware of a long array of shadows pro
fjected from the past. Nor was it alto-
gether fancy. This placa bas witness-
«l many a scene of august pomp, and
many a glittering psgeant. Many »
riestly procession with solemn rites
has tred these sculptured staim, and
here, doubtless, on many a day famous
in the annals of the nation, the plumed
warriors of Co, returning with victor}-
ous brovers, bowed before the throne
where their monarch sat In atate and

| proudly reviewed them aa they passed.

Apologirs with Compon Attachm-nt

A teacher in a Bosfen school, whe
bad been much anneyed by trusacy,
has recently been siringent In emfoic-

| Ing the rule that her scholars, oa thelr

Indeed che bad 8 word for every servant Feturm o achoel, after an absence, must
she knew thers, and & smile even for the bring her a nete stating In full the
strangers. It was with dificulty Wri- ' eause of sueh absence, the nets to be

othauley ot last perouaded her fo take

some litle rest, o0 happy, oo bright sbe feit
and looked, l

*Remomber, Cieely Townahend and Bir
George bore to-merrow,” be said;

g

in writiag of a parent or guardianm.
The following io & nete brought by

stie of her puplls after twe woeks' ob-
pence:

ular and the Thibetuu s o0
of his ewn esuniryman

that he wil
driask sand eat sothing uetll hie hest

faithleas and immoral. They are sed
vile to the brave, Insolent 1o the fear
ful and mere tools In the hands of the
lamus. or monks. They are false Lo
their beat friends, as is witnessed by
their desertion of the French minslon
ariss who have been thelr most col
stant helpers, Thelr physique Is nots
bly good, and they stand cold and hom
ger admirably, They are active and
at first view, lght-hearted and gennineg
but in reality, are cunning. foul sné
umlorable. They are very unclean,
rarely or never bathing thelr persons.
The dress of the common people cob
nists of a very dirty, greasy sheepskis
robe which they use as bedding af
night. The taste for trading ls very
wtrongly developed, and they selse
every opportunity to mnke money.
Vast quantities of tea are copsumed by
them, and  they enjoy it especially
when mixed with butter and salt. Thelr
tea Is sold In bricks and Is of & very
Inferior quality. During all discus-
slons of state and In their ordinary as-
semblles, each man has a cup before
him which 18 continually repleniahed.

The population of Thibet proper and
Chinese Thibet is 8,000,000,

Mark Twalin, X s sald, s geing ®
make plays, pot from his ewan beska,
but from the German.

The poet Burna spelled his same Bue-
neas (the famlly pame) until the publi-
cation of his poems In 1758,

Anibony Hope bas writted & oW M-
mauce, “Bern Ia the Purple” It will
appear serially and & yoar benee @
book ferm,

A collecied odition of Ms.

Hepe's writings I talked abewd
weuld extend e tan velumes, thengh
aet all very big ones.

Ml May s |lusitating "David Cop-
perfield” & work which he cught 0 0
exceedingly well It is expeciod thasd
the drawings will be breught ovt ek
ia & pertfali,

The Rev. Waabingion Gladden bas
three beoks in publishers’ handa, the
eirlest of which te appear will bo
“Sevea Pusaliug Bible liocoks” In sup-
pleneutary velume o “Whe Weate hn
BibleT

Gesrge A. Bala's posthumens mevel
“Marguret Fersior,"” recently publinhed
in Emgiand, & & story of Louden life,
and, according W Mre. Sals, whe hes
comtributed & preface, U was writlan
by way of relazmeten frem journalistiy
work.

“The Ambussader,” Mre. Ceaight's
sentiuenial cosnedy In four aela, Is
be preduced la Lendon lu Lhe autuma,
aid will net be breught eut i beek
form umtll when Goorge Alezsadey,
who hms secured all the dramasie vights,
will play shs sithe rele.

Dells Rebinson King oftier of o go-
Pper ot Boolland, B 1), sends feseh a
weman's righs pamphisd ealled
“Thoughts of & Theughtul Wem-
aa” Is whizh she agnin cembuiy e
sid-faakisned netion that woman Is gp-
perior oo man. e gints thet wemew
o man's sgual.

Dr. Karl Froy, poefemer of asd by
tory In Lhe university st Berlio, has jas
published an editivn of Michasi As
gelo's posmia, which s mid to Do U
first that I8 wholly authemtle. He han
been able te drew upon the lamily ae-
chives of the fameus [talian and hee
imtreduced much new meterind inde his
relume.

It is reported from Bostos that My
Julla Ward ilewe has been sugaged I
wrilng her auwblography. Fer mes
than Gfty years ber life has mat
been Identified with the cardd
of American literature, but with many
pullic-spirited movemeots breldes. Ha
aobiography sbould be very et
talnlug and useful reading.

There bas arisen & prophst b B
Louls named M. Meyor, who, in & Mttly
pamphlet called “Facts About Common
Diseases,” anoounces thet all men may
live to the age of 100 or 125 years by &
Judiclous use of wooles underelething
and a mustard plaster. He no dould
finds the proof of his theory In the fag
that up e the present timoe he has nov
o7 bocame & "little angel™

Unpleasaas for Him.
"What In the world's the
mammal Inquired Arabella, as Mo
mother turned from fhe telephone and
saked for her bonnet and wraps,
“I'm goiug Inte the city,” Mre
Strong, and
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