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i STRANGE THINGS FOUND IN VARIOUS
PORTIONS OF THE EARTH
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| BLOOMS ONCE IN 70 YEARS.

At the London zoologleal gardens
“ava o correspondent, near the eagles

aviary visitors may now see the rare

slght of an aloe In bloom,

The specimen, which stands aboul
<4 feet high, and fs shooting upwards
rapidly, Is a plant of symmetrical
growth, with huge fleshy leaves, fur
nighed wirh large spines, and dispoged
naturally in the shape of immense
rosettes. The leaves contaln a strong
fiber, which Is valuable for rope-ma-
king, and the expressed juice may be
used a8 a substitute for sonp. It mAy

also be manufactured Into a lquor
like clder,
It has been called the “century

plant,” from the bellef that it flowers
only onee In 100 vensrs
that it takes many years to come to
maturity, in some cases extending to
seventy vears, It flowers but once,
and then dies. The zoo is fortunate
in having a second example of this
very rare flowering plant, for it s
Just four years ngo since a similar oe-
currence took place there.

A speeilmen of the aloe bloomed in
Vietoria Park ten years ago, when it
Iwas foumnd necessary to
| pane of glags from the roof
house In which it was growing, so
that the stem might have space to
|;.'.mw upwards. The crown of blos-
{ soms In this Instance towered above
| the roof. At Kew Guardens, about
[ twenty-four years ago, a similar
| method had to be adopted when the
wloe bloomed there,

The flowers when in full bloom will

of the

see, not only on account of the mag
nificent golden blossoms, but also be-
cause of the rarity of blooming in
this country.
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In Miltenberg on the Main, stands what is belleved to be the oldest

hostelry In Germany, the Hotel Zum

not known, but In 1158 the Emperor Frederick |. lodged there, and in the
many years of its existence it has sheltered numerous other princes.

1618 Martin Luther was a guest of the

l'rn. inn, still occupied, is a great attraction for tourists.

GERMAN PRINCE IN KILTS

Prince Henry of Prussia, brother of
the kalser and pleasantly remembered
in the United States which he visited
some years ago, 1s not only a warm
admirer of the Nritish, but Is espe-
cinlly fond of their favorite sport—
golf. He visits England and Scotland
occaslonally, and when there never
falls to indulge In the Royal and An-
clent game. Moreover, he sometimes
dons the kilts when on the links, and
the photographer caught him when
dressed in the garb of the highlands

ROOSTER HAS A LONG FAST

A remnarkable instance of a fowl
Hving twenty days without food oe-
curred at Stamford, near Hythe, Eng.
A buff Orpington cock, belonging to
a resldent named PFranks, had been
misging for three weeks, and was dis-
covered wedged in the wooden foundn.
tion on which a haystack had been
constructed. The bird was terribly
emaciated, but has now recovered.

WONDERFUL ENGRAVING FEAT,

An extraordinary feat has been per-
formed by Paul P, Wentz of Sharon,
Pa., who has, on the head of an ordin-
ary pin, engraved the alphabet four
t{imes and then added bhis name and
the date when he completed the work,
making 113 :hmcwn in all

SAFETY SUIT FOR AIRMEN

Riesen. The date of its building is
In
hotel when on his way to Heidelberg.

FROGS FROM THE CLOUDS

At the conclusion of an extraordi-
narily violent thunderstorm the other
week, Mr. Jack Ayre of Temple Bot-
tcm, near Cruwys-Morchard, In Devon-
shire, EKng., found a long stretch of
road covered with thousands of frogs,
which, it is declared, “eried like rab-
bits.”

Mr, Ayr expresses the opinfon that
the frogs came down from the sky,
and he Is supported In this view by
another resident of the distriet, who
has experience of monsoons abroad.

This expert says that in the still-
ness which precedes monsoons in trop-
lcal reglons all sorts of creeping
things come out of their hiding places.
They are often carried up into the alr
by whirlwinds, and when the mon-
soons break down they are deposited
again In ralnstorms, as appears to
have been the case at Cruwys-Mor-
chard.

At the International Congress of
Aerial Leagues held In Boulogne re-
cently some Interesting demonstra-
tione were glven of speclal devices
for the protection of aviators in case
of fall. Among these was a safety
suit conslsting of a padded head-plece
and jacket six Inches thick, the entire
apparatug welghing only elght pounds,
The inventor hurled himseld head-first
agninst a very splky place in the stone
work of the old walls of Roulogne and
suffered no Inconvenlence from the
fmpaact.

SHELL-FISH KILLS SEAGULL.

A singular occurrence Is reported
from Barnstaple, England. A seagull
wans observed struggling In the air
near the River Taw, and then to fall
to the ground. It was discovered that |
{ a bivalve had closed on the bill of the |
. bird and gradually suffocated it
|
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Opening the Oyster Season ]

The anclent civie ceremony with which the opening of the Coyne
Oyster Fishery at Colchester, England, {8 celebrated took place this year
on board the lugger Henry VII off Hrightlingsea. The deputy mayor ot Col-
chester, the town clerk, and the town sergeant bearing the mace, were In
their clvie robes. The deputy mayor declared the Fisherles open, and the
town clerk read a declaration, which dates from December 6, 1189, in the
reign of Richard Coeur de Lion, confirming previous charters. Gin and
Elngerbread were handed round to the company. After the reading of the
declaration, which ended with three cheers for the king and three for the
mayor of Colchester, the chalrman of the fishery board, and the deputy
muayor cast the first dredges, and made a good haul of oysters. A luncheon

then took place on Peewit Island, Colchester oysters belng the chlef item
on the menuy,
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be a slght worth going a long way to |

{1 “ The
Mysterious
Message |

|

When Iva Haymen's plnee wasn vas
cant at supper and agaln ot breakiast,

———

|
! By MARTHA RICKER

lllnl'rlnnluh looked worried, but it wau ket
| 1)

| Baton
I “What I know she told me in con-
k[ﬂltn-m ¢, she sald doubtfully.

Barton who ingoired at the elose
! the meal what had
! Hayman

“Indeed, I don't know what to thin
lof It,” sald Mra. Waythe, with mother
Iy anxicty. "She never come In at all
| 1ast night, and it's the only thme zhe
ever stayved awav.™

“She was In her
Mrs. Waythe”

of
of Miss

o

room last
asverted Haton
Oh, yon are mistaken.” sald his
Iandlady,  “T've knocked and knoeked
(At her door this morning without get
|l|m: any angwer”
| “Well, 1 heard her up there abont
[ three o'clock this mornlog,” inslsted
Haton “Her room belng fust over
{mine 1 distinetly hear any nolse there,"”
| he continued
|  Barrington shook his head. 1 don't
belleve she enme in last night She
jand 1 were pretty good friends and |
think &he would have told me if ghe
| were going to any frolle,” he sald.

“Itell you | know what | ang tnlk
Ing about,” Baton repeated. “She must
have come in very quietly, but she wis
up there and ghe worked on the type
writer a  little, just  before  three
o'clock. I'd tnke my onth on 1"

"I know she writes little stores and
articles for the papers,” Mrs. Waythe
sald ‘Bhe works at It evenings andd
has just bought & machine o ghe can
typevwrite her own manuscripts, Oh-
what If something has happened to
Ihvl' up there all alone!™ she eried
tremulously, I hadn't smelled any
Ens, but—or, excuse me!"”

She hurrled up the stairs, Raton and
Barrington folowing after a moment's
hegitation while the rest of the board
ers awaited developments at  the
tahle.

Hy the time the two men reached the
top floor Mrs. Waythe was shaking
Migs Hayman's door and calling her
name and after two or three minutes
of thle without a sound in reply 'the
poor womin was ready to cry with
Nervousness,

“Haven't you a key to this door?”
Bates nsked,

“I have one somewhere, but 1 don't
seem to find It with the aother keys., |
looked this morning,” she answered.

“Shall I force the lock?" A strange
foreboding of evil had selzed upon
Haton. He could not have told why,
but it seemed Imperative that the door
be opened.

“Such foolishness'"”
broke in. "8he'll probably
all right tonight.”

“Mre. Waythe?" Baton repeated
questioningly, neither geelng nor hear-
ing Barrington,

night,

Harrington
be back

“Oh, just as you think best, Mr.
Baton,” she faltered. *I don't know,
really.”

It was a matter of a few moments
for Baton to pry back the bolt and
swing open the door. Then he stood
aside for Mrs. Waythe to enter, while
Barrington in the huqurouml glared
at both of them for the Hberty they
were taking,

“There,"” cried Mrs. Waythe in a
tone of relief. “Just as | sald' Not
a slgn of her here and she hasn't been
here, either., Come In and see for
yvourselves. Ob, 1 belleve she's all
right elsewhere!"

Baton, ag in a dream, heard Mrs.
Waythe's volce running on. e was
s#0 positive that Iva Hayman had been
there; had been so strangely certain
that he should find her—under some
unnatural  conditions—behind  that
i closed door that for the moment he
was unable to comprehend the facts
as they were. In a half-dazed way he
obeyed the summons and walked into
the room, while Barrington lingered
resentfully on the threshaold.

Suddenly, without knowing why he
did It, Daton crossed the floor and
Hfted the cover from the typewriter,
There was a sheet of paper set in
place and ns hls eyes fell on the words
written ot the top of the page an un-
earthly chill ran over him,

He tried to speak, but not a sound
would come, g0 he sgilently held out
his hand to Mrs. Waythe and pointed
her to the words.

This was the message she read:
“Nell, come to me. I am in trouble.”
During the tenge moment that (ol
lowed, Barrlngton came sllently into
| the room and when he, too, had read
the mysierious appeal the three fuced
each other wordless,

Mrs, Waythe was the picture of su-
perstitious horror. Baton, too, had
turned a gray color, but It was not
fear that chilled his heart; it was the
fact of that name “Neil” written at
the begluning of the strauge message,
Nell Baton was the first to speak.

“I1 heard those words written on the
typewriter last night,” he sald slowly,
“und | was certaln ghe had not come In
until suddenly | heard this machine
working carefully as if she was afraid
of disturbing some one. | surely
couldn't be mistaken In the sound.
That north window of wine was open
and you see it's right under hers, |t
she wasn't here herself she managed,
somehow, to send that message.”

“But, Mr. Daton, you surcly don't

' Whint

| with every word he spoke.

mean 1o eay that you bellevoe In
Mra, Waythe hositatol

It ke o Afcrenes swhat T he |
Hove," Baton returnml Tlere s n
Toct. Thie appeal 8 her and it 1= ad
drogsed to me, and i gecms | oam the
fonly one who heard it wrliton I b
Heve  Misg Hoayvman was  In soae
trouble at three ovlock last night™

“Oh, It makes the shivers go all aver
fme! " gasped Mra, Waythe
“Sit down im this chair, please,”

Maton commanded gently, “you must
!Il'}' to be ealm and ansawer gome quos

tlonsfor me,  Fiest, tell o me how  long
Misa Iluvman has lived here ™
‘About a year and a hall," The

Irightencd woman  seated . hereelf,
| stoadted by Haton's tone of authority,
do know of her home
and family

She
She

.I ou

began
glanced
and

fo uponk and stoppod
from Daton to arring-
from arrington  back to

" Per-
haps 1 ought to tell you, Mr. Iaton,
under the colrcumsgtances, but—"

“Certaloly, 1T am going,” sald Bar-
rington stiMy. “Hut 1 want to enter a
protest agalnst ralsing too great o
hue and cry for nothing It may he
very annoying to Mlss Haymian if she
comes back all right tonight,”

But his words fell on deaf ears and
the moment he was gone Daton, with
pencll and memorandim  In hand,
sl

“Now, Mre, Waythe

“SBhe lived right here ever slnee
she deft her home down In Maple-
town, it's Just a Hitle place and her
tather bas o farm about three miles
from town The reason she onme
awnay in the first place was to try nnd
miake a lttle money to help pay off
the mortguge on the old place,  She
left homoe and came to the elty by her-
sell nnd an uncle got her a position
in that newapaper offlee Hut now
that uncle has moved out west and oh
dear! Who'd have ever thought

"What newspaper office?”

Haton's volee brought the frightened
woran back to the business In hand
like a lasso and shie gave him the ad
drose

He entered it In a note book.

“Oh, she's the sweetegt, nleest lttle
thing! If anything's happenoad to her!
Mr. Daton, are you golng to look In
the hospltals- -or— where ?"

‘I am golng to her office first,”
Baton answered, slippiog the memo-
randum Into his pocket. “I'Il let you
know as soon as 1 can what [ find
out.”

As he was facing the storm of sleet
on his way down town Baton suddenly
remembered the girl In Londale,
whose pleture was in a small Teather
frume on his dresser. Wat would
she think of this strange message?”

Iut what she would think was not
the business In hand just then. Baton
felt in his pocket to make sure that the
shieet of typewritten paper was safe,
and it was.

At the office of the newapaper he
learned that Miss Hayman had re-
celved a telegram the day before that
her father was (11, and that she had
rushed off with barely tlme to catch
the train. Barrington had been there
an hour earlied than Baton, It seemed,
and had been told the same,

Baton’s normal first thought on hear-
Ing this would have been to telegraph’
an inquiry, but under the spell of those
words: “Nell, come to me,” there
seemed but one thing to do. He walt-
od only long enough to telephone Mrs.
Waythe a reassguring word, then start-
od for the rallway etation,and took
the next train for Mapletown.

It was n slow Journey, and when It
was ended there was a vexatlous walt
before he could get a conveyance to
carry him out to the Hayvman farm.

It was alternoon when Iva Hayman
opened the door to him, and impulsive-
ly held out both hands, whether in joy
or astonishment, Baton could not be
sure,

He followed her Into the comfortable
living room, ang almost her first words
were:

“My father’ I8 better; he will live,
the doctor assures me, and [ shall be
able to go back to work In a few days.
It has come to seem ke home there
at Mrs. Weythe's, everybody has been
a0 good to me.”

Harton eaught at the first pause and
asked abruptly: “What were vou do-
ing at three last night?”

“Three o'clock?' Her [ace grew
serfous., “Sitting by father's bed, 1|
was there all night. Why?"

“Did you think of me?"

She gave him a startled glance, but
after an Instant answered in o low
tone: “Yes"

“What was the thought?"

If she coula have kept from meeting
his eyes she would have kept from
anawering the question, but one was
as lmpossible as the other. The words
came slowly, ngainst her will,

“l thought of you. 1 wished wyou
could know I was In trouble. And—
and the clock struck three”

An  exclamation escaped Baton's
{ips, and he put his bhand to the pock-
et where the typewritten message lay
folded, but checked hlmsell aond left
it where It wus. Almost immedlately
the girl regalned her polse enough to
rully him on the strangeness of his
questions, but he hegan abruptly
to ask abowt the trains returning to
the city.

She answered, but with & reserve In
her voice which told him that he had
lost the famillar footing of a moment
pbefore. He believed ghe had just real
ized, for the first time, the strangencss
of his coming to her as he had, but,
though he had no way of guessing it,
this was only a partial explanation of
her sudden restralnt,  The truth was
that she had, at that moment, remem-
bered awn extremely incongruous fact,
which kept Intruding upon her now
Sho was

wondering, with  chagrin, how tha
Hd Bave forgotten, even inthe firgt
f of we him, those hannting
wonds of Men. Waythe, told 1o ber W
loew dny previousiy
‘He's In love with o giel In
Lonvdade, and she's a heartles orens-
it hat hoa led bl o chase for five
| yenrs,”
Haton kept haping as they  alked
'ulnlnl-'l.ln‘..ur-v. for s return of the
Irlendly, confiding atmasphere, but  he

|' ench day

wig disappoltited. He was 2o digtarbed
by the chiange in her manner that it
was not til he was on the polot of
leave-taking that he suddenly remom-
bered to wonder once more what the
Longdale girl would say to all this, |

He was still standing near the door,
the position he had taken on vising to
lenve, when, abruptly, without a word,
it with o cnrfous expression on his
face, ho unfolded a glip of paper and
handed it to her,

A wave of color swept from her neck
to her nalr, and she Inughed nervously
as ghe took the paper and tore It nerv
ously ncross,

“My poor little story!”
“Where did you get that?”

Haton was gtaring In bewilderment,
but he answered:

“I told you how we gearched yom
room. That was In your typewrlter.”

“Of course! They were the last
words 1 wrote the night before 1 lefi
town."

Then suddenly she met nton’s gaze
squarely and her laugh disd

“You'd hardly bellove it, Miss Hay
man,” he sald after a minute, In &
stralned, unnatural  volce, “but 1've
been a superstitious fool about this
thing, and 1 ean't shake it off all st
onee,  You might asn well know first
ng last—1I've been thinking you sent ma
thot messgee In soms mysterions way
last pight at three, 1=1 even heard
vour machine golng Just long enough
o write 10"

“One of my birds tapping!” breathed
the qulek-witted girl, “You know Mrs,
Wayvthe's house was wired for electrio
lights, bt it has never heen connected,
and heavy wires hang down Infront
of my window, and the sparrows perch
there, and then the wires thp on my
window Hke a pignnl to me. 1 eall it
my alurm clock. Some mornings there
will be three or four birds all cuddled
together there at once. [ belleve they
sleep there all night, because once In
a great while they have awakened me
at unearthly hours, with thelr tap-
ping, but usually comes in  the
maorning.”

“It's no matter,” sald Haton.

He turned on g heels as though the
affair were of no congequenca,

A rush of thoughts crowded her
mind. This explained it all, then. This
was the reason he had come Into the
country to find her. He had obeyed a
sgupernatural summons. The “girl down
at Lonsdale” could understand that, of
course. He had lost all Interest in her
—Iva Hayman—now that he Kknew
there was no mytery to probe. Oh—!

But just as she reached that point,
Raton wheeled back and caught her
by the shoulders.

“You did think of me last night by
your father's bed,” he sald. “Youn did
wish T could know? You wanted me
to come? Is that' part true?”

She tried not to ok at him, but
his eyes Inglsted,

“ls 1t true?

“Yes,"” she acknowledged, under hes
breath; her heart had begun to beal
so loudly that it seemed as if he might
hear what It was saying. It sald It
over and over, and Its message broughi
# hot flush to her face,she made hes
try to draw away from the grasp on
her shoulders.

“What are youthinking?' he asked,
as If he had a right, “What thought
came into your head just then?”

Throb—throb—throb went that tell
tale heart. Was It possible that he
could hear every word that It sald®
She could never tell him—npever!”

“Tell me,” he insisted,

His eyes were looking into hers,
and then, to her horror, she heard her
gelf putting words to those heart
heats,

“He's in love with a girl down at
Lonsdale!"

“1 am not!"” denled Harton, as if ha
had been accused of murder; and the
next instant that gossiping HNHttle
heart was muffled tight In a greac
overcoat, learning a new song, which
went:

“He's In love
love with you!"

she oried,

with you! . He's In

Marie Spiridonova.

In Akatonl, the penal colony, Is
one Marie Spiridonova, whose beauly,
is #0 great that the reporig always
read: “That though gshowlng prouf. of
all she had undergone, her groat
beauty is not really marcred” This
young girl had taken it upon herself
1o mete out justice to the goveraor
genernl of Tomboy [or Lhaving o
throvgh that provinee with fire and
gword, He would ovder peasants to
be whipped, keeplng them tied fop
two or three weeks lving on  the
floors in barps, and tuking them out
to be whipped 2gain, until
death relieved them, The bench where
the whipping was dooe would invaria-
bly be next to the barn where the
men lay, and thus the blows and cries
of the tortured man were heard by
the vietims within. Spiridonova went
to meet the governor general at o
rallway statlon, drew out her revol
ver, which she carrled in a muff, and
ghot him dead at a distance of thirty
feet. Hefore she had time to use the
revolver on hersell she was jumped
upon by the guards and officers, beat-
en, dragged by the bair, burned with
cigarettes and so horribly maltreated
in prison for days that even her law-
vers could not, for decency's sake,
make public the things that were
done to her.~—~Rose Strunsky, in the
Jrarum, -
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