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to me, birde, ned sing to mey
a0 happy na 1!

the merriedt melodion bring Lo me
my beloved ia by,

All the nir is sweel,
All my heart in guiet,
clouds op brogaes warm
ting Inr above;
Ere— where aoft lights meet;
Cheek—where roses riot;
Look, | me a gracions lorme
Ah, 'Us yon, my lovel

ﬂ'l' to her, bird, and sing to hery
one 8o happy an she!
Ouly the merriont molodien bring to her—
Only this message from el
—Fnaxg Demrsren SneaMinN,

A TRUE GHOST STORY.

R 1. Bidwell In the Chivago Tribune.
Sitting one evening with a young of-
ficsr who had already made himsell
distinguished for cool vournge and a
fove of adventure, and’ whom his
brother soldicrs considered the best
pistol shot in the army, the conversa-
tion happened to turn upon the al-
most universal beliel in the super
nataral,
| Wediscussed the genil of the tales
of the east, the witches and ghosts so
generally acceptod a century ago, and
the spiritualists of to-day. Suddenly
F. turned to me and said: ‘‘Perhaps
you may be surprised if Itell yon a
true ghoststory, one I can vouch for
mysell?” Knowing him to be a con-
fiemed skeptic upon all supernatural
subjects, I smilingly assented.
I #*Youneed not smils,” he continued,
®my experience was enongh to shake
the nerves of the bravest man living,
and to have rendered a timid one
mad."
| “Bqme six or seven years ago, short
ly atter graduating from the military

meademy at West Point, I was sent

with my command, part of a com-
pany of heavy artillery, to take pos-
session of the little fort on Bedloe's
Island, in the harbor of New York; the
island, you will remember, on which
Bartholdi's Statue of Liberty is to be

. 'The place had been long de-
serted, had acquired an evil name,
was known to be the resort of thieves
and smugglers, and, the New York po-
lice said, was the headquarters of a
gang of river pirates, It was, indeed,
to break up this nest of scoundrels,
who had found that, being United

. Btates property, the old fort was

nover visited by the police, that
1 was to take possession of the is
fand."

b “It was o gray, raw day in Novem-
ber; rain had fallen in the afternoon,
and, when boats containing my little
command reached our destination, a
cold fog hung over the harbor and the
riving wind howled about the old bar
rack, adding to the gloom and in-

creasing the dreary desolation of the
mildewed old walls, It waa already
8 o'clock and daylight beginning to
fade 80 I made the necessary prepa-
rations for the night asrapidly as pos-
sible, Inside the tiny fort there was a
house, but in so d ridut.ed & state
that but one room-—an one, which
hndprobublionm perved as & mess-
room—was habitable, and this the
bare floor, the broken eceiling, the
walls from which the paper hung in
strips made uninviting enough. In
this, however, being the best, my
trunk was placed, a stove put up,
which was roaring in & cheerful way,
lamp lighted, & bed, bedding, a table
and two chairs brought in, and I
started on a tourofinspection. 1had
told my scrgeant to prepare the quar-
ters for the men in a longlow building
outside the fort, which seemed in
fairly good condition. Soldiers are
rapid, becanse systematic, workers,
and before nightiall all were made
comfortable, and the supper served to
them which did credit to the com-
pany's cooks. T visited and inspected
every part of the island—a mere speck
in the harbor, as you know—looked
into the old casements, went through
the ruinous old house from cellar to
attic, examined bolts and doors,
then, having given orders for the
night, closed the great gate leading in-
to the fort and retired to my quar-
ters."”

“1 certainly am not either a timid
or an imaginative man, but there was
something to the last degree depressi
in the p! that night. The wind,
which had driven away the fog, bowl
& and mourned in the m&&}: la:cho;

rats l.ro:lrd up thin the
partition walls, and there rose a
s ltru?u. earthly smell which reminded
me, 1 scarce knew why, of new-made
graves. Now and thensome sea-bird's
seream could be heard, or the distant
roar of the foghorn oinomlpnn‘im
ship was added to the sighing
groaning of the wind. 1 sat downand
read the one or two newspspers |
chanced to have in my pocket, wrote
out a few memoranda, theno
my trunk, lifted out the teray. which 1
gpon the uitie tadie, put a
number of articles of daily use on a
little shell, and then, although it was
early, not more than 10, 1 be-
lisve, 1 made my toilet for the night,
turned out the lyu:r and yumped into
bed. 1 had placed my pistol, a sell-
cocking Colt of the largest size, under
my *IO". but wno sooner
amp out nll
dark than the told by
ihe
my

and
tales
New York
mind, and

littde fort.

There it stood, white, ghastly and un-

lml'm.- came foreibly to
almost regretted not
having posted. n sentinel inside the
Then 1 felt likelaughing at | at night.
wyself for such ab=urd upprehensions. | the place were large or small—a cellar
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Tog OF when a rat skurrying along or
soream of
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AL last m came; calm, pulc:;ﬁ

my very room, of which I had seen
overy window barred, every door bolt-
od and locked, there canie a long, low

moan ending with a shriek so
horribw cg’ghudy. that I am not

to say that, ns I rose in my
bed, my bear{ scemed to stop for a

m,u o :d I l;s::c :anhﬂly i'“ :}50
wall, my t, and,
Wt and my hate five stifleningon determining to sell my lile dearly {fat-

It was but for a moment. A faint
light from the waning moon came in
through the shutters, and, as I rose,
there rome across the room along
white figure! What? I saw it start
from the floor and grow to & man's
size or more, and as Igneed, heard
that dreadful shriek! What? No
matter. It was something, and its
presence returned all my combative-
ness and a 1 hot, flery wrath was
my only feeling.”

“Home scoundrel,” said I to myself;
fis playing me n trick. Some of these

iratesmugglers have arranged aghost
or m?, have they? b\:’:ll. we'll see who
ean play ghost L

".alron Lhad taken my six-shoot-
er from under my pillow, and now 1
called out: *‘Who are you? What are
yon doiw there, you scoundrel?” No

ly. ‘Who are you? Answer, or 1'll
shoot.” Btill there was silence. My
pistol was pointed a little above the
centre of the figure, and again 1 cried:
‘Answer or I'll shoot,’ No anawer
eame, and I pulled the t r. I was
sure of my aim, and yet the bullet
seemed to bury itsell harmlessly into
thawall beyond, Lowering my aim 1
sent another ball somewhat lower,
and then athird, almost to theground.
Still the figure neither moved orspoke.

injured by lead. As the third shot
lett, my pistol I leaped from the bed
and roshed upon the shadow form.
A box of eartridges lay upon the table
and these I thrust .into.the breast |
pocket of my night dress. Cocking
my revolver as [ ran, I tried to seize
the intruder with my left hand, flinging
myself with all force upon him.”

“Horrors! An instant later 1 was
thrown down, down. I knew nothow
far or whers. The floor seemed to
have opened and swallowed me up.
With a crash I eame to the bottom of
the pit, bruised, bleeding and in utter
darknens."

“Confused; hall unconscious, I strug-
gled to my feet, and once more there
came, first that moaningery, and then
the drendful seream which had roused
me from my sleep!”

“You know how little superstition
there is in my nature—some say, in-
deed, too lictle, for it isdifficult i'or me
to believe in anything not patent to
my senses; but at that moment there
crept into my soul a grisly fear of
something not of this world. A shud-
der ran t u-ourh my frame. 1 could
feel my eyes dilate and open, to their
utmost and a sweat, cold as ice, min-
gled from my brow with the blood
trickling from my wounds, All was
still as death. Itried to shout; l::dy
throat, dry, parched and contracted,
refused its office. No sound came to
break that horrid silence. T strained
mly_ ]eyeu into the }:Im:k odhsv.lz:my
which encom them—a darkness
which rm&fm we which seomed
to holx me, breathless, in its infernal
embrace. Nothing. A void, vast as
the universe, narrow as a tomb. My
ehuddering feet stood upon a some-
thingdark, dark and cold, as if they
rested on a nest of serpents; above,
around, a silent pall of unutterable
obscurity. My elbow touched the
wall, I started as if stung by a scor-
pion or as if ghostly hands had siezed
me from the nameless mystery which
lay around. My heart stopped and
then sent the blood whirling to the
brain in sickening force. Waa I mad?
Was this a fever-born dream?"”

“Bome dresd{ul thing, cold,slimy, as
was evegything in this hideous place,
crawled or wiggled from under and be-
side my fect. ts rod and green be-

n to dancelike demons’ eyes in the

istance—formed probably by pres.
sure of the blood upon the brain and
nerves.”

] have twice or thrice since then
faced what seemed like probable death;
without-much feeling sabout  the -mat-
ter, but the foe was visible, tangible;
not & hideous void like that I faced
that November night.”

“Again I tried to call out, and this
time & faint, hoarse sound, which
seemed to be the voice of another, is-
sued from my lips."

“I had struck my head violently in
the rapid descent, but gradually my
sonses returned and drove off the
nameless dread, only toreplaceit with
& fevling of helplessness, almost of des-
pair. The air was bitterly cold, cold
with a vault-like chill which stiffened
my limbs (clad as I was in_a single
linen garment) tothebone. But, with

the return of thought came the better
ISeng O & WIS TO KU IGASU SLIUEe

for existence. 1 tried to collect my
ideas, to in sgome manncr explain how
the strange thing could ibly have
happened. It was all alike reasoning
around a circle.”
“What had been inmy room? How
came it there? What had it done to
me? How could I possibly have gone
through the loor? Where had I gone?
Through what agency?! 8o, back
in to who had been in my room?

ow came it there! and so on through
the round again. The more Ithought
the more inexplicable became the whole
aflair, but at least I conld now think—
not shiver in nameless terror.”
“T knew not where | was, buot 1 felt
sure that no sound | could make
would reach the men, all of whom
were outside the fort. Even from the
und-floor room it was quite ocor
that, especially on such a night
with the waveés beating against the
sides of the islet, no mere report of &
pistol could be heard a distance.”
“Where could 1 be?! Was this some
trick of the thieves who had held the
deserted fort so long? It wus dark as
only a windowless vaunlt can be even
Not one ray to show me if

greater than the distance from the

or & well. y possible agency
oould lunmm hurled into
this pit? 1 lhad paced over the whole
room nl:lu:.hum certainly was no
most carefully masked. Besides this,
I felt sure that my fall had been much

room I had slept in to the cellar, My
brain was still somewhat clouded
the blow miy head had received,

which I thou’ht had been struck just
before my iall, or rather, before my
thrown downward.”

bair? violent!
“Fortunately my pistol was still in
my hand and the box of cartridges in

tacked, waited & moment in silence,
Al was still, Taking thebox as nolse.
lessly as possible from the pocket of
m* night shirt I reloaded my pistol.
8till nothing. But I was{reezing. The

slimy stones beneath my bare feet
were rapidly  chilling my blood. 1If I
fire my pistol, I thought, I may see
where I am, I fired twice.”

“It was the cellar which I had al-
ready visited! 1 hadonly, then, fallen
10 or 12 feet, I at once remembered
that to this cellar there was a door
Iaudinli..bd,\l' u; external llnizht. ?f stone
8t o the ground in front ol
th?‘room rif'l whirhsﬂmd slept. An-
other shot showed me the door, on
which, however, there was a heavy,
old-fashioned lock without a key.
Hall a dozen shots from my revolver
broke the rustic iron—and I was
freel”
“Covored with blood and slime, I
stood at length beneath the stars; my
head ached violently, my teoth chat.
tared with cold, but I was free! O,the
delight of that moment! Free!”
“My first feeling was that it was my
duty to call some of the men and
search the house; but that I could not
bring mgsell to do. No; I must not
be seen by them in such a plight, nor
must they come until I had solved
the mystery, My ownouterdoor was
too securely bolted to force open; but
mn.l:ing]my way throu?h another en-
trance, I easily blew thelock off aninner
door of communication, Gmspingrt;:f
istol tightlr. I cautiously entered.
1ere, directly across the room, was
the figure!”
“Bang! bang! and I sent two more
bullets crushing through it. Whatever
it was it certainly was no living thing.
If not, what then? What or who had
struck me that blow? Who had open-
ed the solid floor and cast me into the
pit beneath? With eye and ear upon
the alert ready for foe, human or other,

stood and felt for & match. None,
But I had some in my pocket. My
clothes were upon the otherside of the

matches, came back to the table, and
keeping my pistol in my right hand,
removed the globe and chimney of the
lamp, struck a light, took a hurried
look about the room, put the fire to
the wick, replaced the chimney, and
turned again to the white mystery,
There it stood; but what it was [eould
not even guess. One thingwas certain,
it had not been there when I went to
bed. In the light it looked like agreat
white box some ten feet high’ open on
the sides, and standing against the wall
opposite the foot of the bed. Taking
up the Iamp Twalked towardit. What
i# that on top? By heavens, it is my
trunk!"”

“What do yon think the ghost was!
It wae an old, white-painted dumb
waiter leading to the former kitchen,
My trunk had chanced to be placed di-
rectly on its top, which was llaz\'ol with
and 3ormnd part of thefloor. Thejar
and the footsteps had loosened itsold

weights, I had taken the tray ol
clothes from the trunk, and the
dumb waiter; gradually loosened
had shot wup, as such things
will at times do—a couple ol

hours later, It had long been discused
and the shelvings removed. When,
therefore, I rushed at it [ had simply
fallen into a hole, some three feet b
two in the floor between theelevator's
sides; had struck the bottom board,
the machine had gone down with me,
and, my weight removed, had again
risen. I had come down very hard on
the stone paving in the former kitchen,
had cut mysell on some projecting
edge, for there were two pretty bad
places from which the bl still drip-
ped—and that was my ghost; that the
mysterious agenocy which had ‘hurled’
me into that ‘awful’ pit!”

“Did you ever hear of a ghost doing
more? }-newr heard of one who could
do hall g0 much.”

men, and }«I them to combat with-
an old white dumb-waiter!"
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An Ancient Fire-Eater.

unifs it ad been |

£

I reached the table where the lamp | M

“But just think it 1 haa gone bare
footed and bedraggled, called up mny

The most lamous of all fire-eaters

throat, nailing hallucinations, peering
into haunted houses. and bearding
l'pl::h in their dens, experimenting

thought transference and mes-
merism, and in rmnl monkeying
with all the unfathomable mysteries
of the human soul, thiy is the unique
occupation of & body of learned men,

Lthe American Bociety for Psy-

ro

In n back room in a modest Jooking
house in Boylston Place, Boston, ls
the headquarters of the soclely’s sec-
reur‘i Richard lloﬁn L. D.

Dr. Hodgaon isan u'hmsn.sbonr.
thirtmun furu old, a gradoate ot
Cambridge University, a proloundly
learned scholar and & level-headed
man of much common sense.

“Our society was formed,” he said,
“lor the ol making an organ-
ired m systematic attémpt to in-
vestigate that dark border of human
experience wnd to examine critically
the phenomena which are not now
explained by any satisiactory theory.
entific men of eminence in all eoun-
tries admit the possible existence of
what the uneducated call ghosts or
spirits, and further, that one mind
may exert upon another a positive in-
fluence otherwise “than through the
recognized sensory channels.

“In accordance herewith, the re.
search work ot our socicty is divided
umo&uﬂ{lva cortt:miuu. lnl of which nur;
pres over by men of unquestion,
ability, learning and luimaon." ‘F’m-
fessor H. P. Bowditeh, of Harvard, is
chairman of the Committee on
Thought Transference; Professor Jo-
siab Royce, of the Committee on Ap-
ritions and Haunted Houses; C.

ry, & well-known Bostonian, of
the Committee on H'ypuothm;
Dr. W. N. Bullard, of Boston,

of the Commitiee on Mediumistic
Phenomena, and  Professor C. 8.
Mipst, of Harvard, of the Committee
on Experimental Psychology.

The Boclety lor Paychical Research
guards its ga materials ' with
great secrecy. Its rich fund of facts
ia not published until they have been
sed upon and thoroughly examin-
ed by the varions committees;, even
then the names of those who contrib-
ute their experiences are in no case
furnished to the public. Among the
following are some of the most aston-
ishing facts on record:

On Janvary 1, 1886, at 10 A. M,
ra. T——, a lady hving in & western
town, writes to a member of Congress,
the husband of her daughter,in Wash-
ington. Dr. Hodgson haa seen the

bed. I went slowly around;found.the } original letter: * Thisdetter explning a’

telegramm which Mrs, T—— had sent
only three hours before, inquiring
abont her daughter’s health. The
original of thia telegram has also been
secn by Dr. Hodgson. The telegram
reads:
To the Hon,——-—, House of Repres n-
tutives, Washington, D. C:Iean. Will
come il Nell needa me,
The rignature is the mother's name.
Mrs. T.s letter of explanation first
says that she had been tor some days
anxicus about her daughter Nelhe's
health, although thers had been no
illness of late, Letters from Washing
ton had been lacking for some days;
the last one had reported .the dangh-
ter as having just returned from mak:
ing filteen calls, “very tired and near-
ly frozen.” *I waked,” said Mrs. T,
last night between 12 and 1 o'clock,
deo{;ly impressed with the feeling that
Nell needed me. I wanted to get np
and send a telegram. If I had con-
sulted or followed my own inelina-
tions, I would have dressed and gone
down to the sitting-room."” Later,
however, Mra. T. went to sleep again,
but in the morning the vivid impres-
sion returned. At 7 &, m. Mrs. T.
sent the telegram and'wrote appar-
ently before she received an answer, for
in the margin of the letter she added
the postscript: “Telegram here; thank
goodness you are well.,' The lady in
Washington whose mother had had
0 vivid an experience had been
seriousl il the same night,
although the morning bhad lound her
much better. Her attack was a very
sudden one, which she described us
neuralgia of the luugs, with a hard
chill. It must have been,” she rays,
“about the hour mentioned in m
mother's letter | at last exclaimed,
Ok, don't I wish ma was here! I-
shali send for her to-morrow if I am
not bettar.” " In the morning came
the telegram from the West, but. the
Imtient was better, and she and her
wusband were puzzled at her mother's
uneasiness and replied by telegraph,
“We are all well; what is the matter
with you?®"

SHE FFLT AXOTHER'S PAIN,
Ap old gentleman living at Alban

describe the room in which 1 saw it,

R_nllllinl 'mt‘ ’ to.llllh.. lt' i’ b 'lgh window .at
- either end, » door and lace at
wpirits, seiring apparitions by the opposite sides. The room f?.p in the

hallway divided my hrother's

Cin‘acommon,

mo-ning in 1883 at my house, which 1
had but recently purchased, ] will first

upper story of a two-story house,said
uﬂuhun buiit before the revolu-
tion. The walls are unusually thick
and the rool high,pointed and uneven.
The occupants at the time 1 speak of
were my brother Henry, mysell and &
servant woman. The latter slept in
aroom on the basement story. A
. rgom
from mine. Onthe night ore the
morning mentioned I had  locked my
door, and, having undressed and put
out my light,I fell into asounddream-
less wmleep. I awakened about 3
o'clock in the morning with my iace
to .the front window. Opening my
ena. 1 esaw vright Dbefore me
the figure of a woman, stooping down
and apparently looking at me.  Her
head and shoulders  wrap

ay woolénshawl, Her
arms were folded and wrapped in the
shawl. Ilooked at her in my horror
and dared not cry oot lest I might
move the awlul thing to speech or
action, ll;r and looked and felt as
if I should lose my reason. Behind
her head 1saw the window and the
growing dawn, the looking glass and
the toilet table and the furniture in
that part af the room.

“After what may have been only a
few seconds—ol the duration ol this
vision I can not judge —she raised her-
eell and went backward toward the
window, stood at the toilet table and
vanighed. 1 mean shegrow by degrees
transparent, and that through the
shawl and the gray dress she wore I
saw the white muslin of the table
cover again, and at last saw. onl
that in the place where she stood.
For bours Ilay as I had lain on first
awakeni not daring even to turn
my eyes, lest on the other side ol the
bed 1 might see her again. Now,
there is one thing of which I could
take my oath, and that is that I did
not mention this circumstance either
to my brother, or to our servant, or
to any one else.

THE SPOOK SEEN AGAIN,

“Exactly a fortnight afterward,
when sitting at breakiast, I noticed
that my brother seemed oul of sorts
and did not eat. On my asking il any-
thing was the matter, he 1eplied: ‘No,
but I've had a horrible nightmare,
Indeed,” he went on, ‘it was no
nightmare. [saw it early this morn-
ing, just as distinctly as 1 mrou.’
‘What!' Iasked. ‘A villainous-look-
ing hag,' he answersd, ‘with her head
and arms wrapped m a gray shawl,
stooping over me and looking like
this.-—." Hegot upfolded his arms and
put himseltintheposture Iremembered
g0 well. He then described how the
figure moved toward the door and
disappeared. ‘Her malevolent iace
and her posture struck terror to my
soul,’ he said.

"A year later, in the month of July,
one evening about 7 o'clock, my sec-
ond oldest sister and her two little
children, who were visiting us, were
the only folks at home. The eldest
child, & boy ol B years, wanted adrink
ol water, and on leaving the dining-
room to fetch it my sister desired the
children to remain there tiil her re-
turn, she leaving the door open. Com-
ing back as quickly as possible, she
met.the.boy,..pale and. trembling,- on
his way to ber, and asked why he had
left the room, ‘Oh,' he said, ‘who is
that woman? ‘Where?' she asked.
"The old woman who went up-stairs,’
he answered. Bhe tried to convince
him that there was no one else in the
house, but he was so agitated and so
eager to prove it that she took his
trembling hand in hers and brought
him up-stairs, and went [rom one
room Lo another, he searching Lehind
curtains and under beds, still mamn-
taining that & women did go up the
atairs. My sister rightly thoueht that
the mere fact of n woman going up-
stairs in & house where :he was a
stranger would not account lor the
child's terror.

A neighbor of ours started when
we first told him what we had seen,
and asked if we had never heard that
o woman had been murdered in that
house many years previous to our
purchase of it. He said it had the
reputation of being haunted. This
was the first intimation we had of the
fact. Nothing more was heard of the
ghost ot the murdered woman, bow-
ever, for two years,

“On the might of July
wakened from & mum.l> gleep by some-
one speaking close to me. 1 torned
rmmr saying: ‘Emily, what is it?
thinking that my sister, who slept in
the room next to mine, had come in,
] saw plainly the ﬁgnra of A woman
who deliberately and silently moved
away toward the door, which re
mained shut, as I had leit it,

7,1880, Twas

had been ill for months, His marn
daughter resided at Worcestar. Ope
evening last summer, she suddenly

was Robert - Powell, who was belore
the public for nearly sixty years, and
was seen by many distinguished men,
among others by the dukes of Cum-
land and Gloucester and Sir Hans
Sloane. Mainly through the instru-
mentality of this last named the Roy-
al Bociety in 1751 presented Powell
with & purse of gold and a large silver
medal.

Here is his programme:
1. He eats red-hot coals out ol the
fire as patural as bread.

and sald to her husband: *“I believe
father is dyint" She waa strangely
overcome by the impression, as t

had been nothing whatever in the con-
versation or in

father had died the evening before,

laid down the book she was reading

here | with folded arms, and glaring at me

r own thoughts to
lead to the subject of her [ather's
health. All that evening and the next
morning the feeling haunted bear, un-
til a despatch came saying that her

A Lowell physician was called to

brimstone.

flame is extinguished,

room between his teeth.

|

na

piteh, beeswax, sealing wax, b

grent

2. He hicks with his naked tongue
red-hot tobacco pipes, flaming with

8. He. takes alarge ‘bunch of deal
matches, lights them all together and
holds them in his mouth until the

4. He takes a red-hot heater out
of the fire, licks it with his tongue sev-
eral times, and carries it around the

5. He fills his mounth with red-hot
‘charcoal and broils a slice of beel or
mutton on his tongue,and any person
blow the fire at the same time

wit sdnlr of bellows.
8, He takes a guantity of rc:in.
m-
stone, alum and lead, melts them to-
gether over achafing dish of counls
imd eats the same w::.‘h z np:'on. uhn
t were a porringer roth, to the
.uf" agreenble sarprise of the
spectators, ete.—Noles and Querries.

pee & patient about 10 o'clock one
night, It was extremely dark, and in
alighting from his conveyance he made
&, misstep apd sprained  his. apkle
soverely. His wife, who was at home,
in bed, asleep, suddenly awoke with
the vivid impression that an accident
had occur to her busband. She
arose, wakened the servant and com:
municated her fears to her. Nothing
could induce her to return to bed. At
1 o'clock the doctor returned, and it
was found that the moment of his ac-
cident aud of his wile's awaking were
simultaneous. He was three miles
away from home at the time.

Here is & narrative, vouched for by
the highest authority, of ex ces
in & house some miles from the city of
Worcester. The man who sends it in
is & well-known manulacturer,
his woed is as good as his .
which would be honored anywbere lor
$100,000. He writes:

“In rdating what 1 saw on July

“Two days after this occurrence I
was wakened apout 8 o'clock in the
morning by a presentiment ol ap-
Erouhiag evil. Iopened my eyes and

istinctly saw the form of a darkly-
clad, elderly female bending over me

with the most intense maligonity. I
tried to scream, and struggled to
withdraw mysell from her, whan she
slowly and silently receded backward
and seel to vamsh through the
bedroom door."—Philadelphia Press,

England’s lnr; Lace-makers

The lace-makers of Honiton, who

namber some 1,200 in the manunflac-
tuping (districts, are all middle-aged
and old women. The history of tha
)Jace is checkered and curious. It ls
reported to have been first introduc-

into Epgland by the Flemings
flying from the persecution of the
Dake of Alva. The two great fires
that in 1768 and 1767 broke outin
the town almost ruined the manufac-
turers. 3uuu Adelaide tried to re-
vive the sinking industry by ordering
‘a skrt"to"be ‘made from designs ol
patural flowers beginning with the in-
itials of her name, for already the
designs had lost all beauty. The
attempt had no great resuit,for when
Queen Victoria ordered lace lor ber
weddiog from Hoaiton, it was with
diffieulty workers were found. Ulti
mately & lace dress wurth £1,000 was
mun!wlnml in the small fishing vil-
lage of Beer.

A Vast Catastrophe.
Chinese newspapers and private let
ters frorp  Pekin bripg. detaila.of «the
overflow of the Yellow River in Bep
tember of last 7ear. This event was
dismissed with the notice of & few
lings by most American newspapers,
o little do we know of the real condi-

tion of our brotherg on the other gide
of the globe., Yet no castrophe so
vast has pecurred inthe.world daring
this century. As it is liable to recur
at fature times, a brisl description ol
its sause and effects may be of inter-
st

The Hoang-Ho or Yellow River,
drains the great basin of North Chine,
as the Mississippi does the Central
Htates of the Union. It bears & singu-
lar likeness to our own great river in
several ticulars, chief of which is
the crookedness of its course, its sud-
den huge serpentine bends.

It drains like the Misaissippi, hill
rangés of tfertility, carrying their
rich alluvial soil to the delta at its
mouth. This rich silt, or mud, ae in
the cuse of the Mississippi, chokes up
its mouths, until the river is forced to
ooze its way through innumerable
bayoux to the sea.

In both rivers the spring rains and
the melting of the snow on the moun-
tains near its sonrce produce sudden
devasting floods. The water disve-
gards its crooked channpel, and rushes
staight across plantation,villages and
cities.

The Chinese, like the people among
the .\liasluilp i, have found it neces-
sary to build ramparts on either side
of the murderona river to protect
them from its hury; but the Chinegse
began this work nearly three thous-
and years ago. As tho increasing de-
posit of silt near itsa mouth closes
them, the water is forced back into
ita bed. and rises higher thamw the sur-
rounding country each year, nevessi-
tating higher “levess.”

Ten times since B. C. 1200 the vast,
flood has broken through these bar-
riers, and found a new way for itself
to the sea. In 1852 an outbreak oc-
curred, and the mighty Nood went
back to the'epannel through which it
flowed when our Baviour was on the
earth. Each outburst is pecessarily
nccompanied by enormous loss of life
and destruction of property.

On the 20th of last Beptember a cre-
vause broke the dyke, and n body ol
water five hundred miles long, seventy
feet deep and a mile wide burst upon
the plain. This plain—a territory of
ten thousand square miles, occupied
by over three thousand villnges—was
submerged, The destruction of
buman lile is estimated at five mil-
lions, None of the water has yet
reached the sen; it forms a vast luke
of death where last summer was a
fertile, populous plain.

The Chinese Government has given
nearly three million dollars, besides
the annual revenue from a great
province, to rebuild the dykes, and a

pulation equal to that of our Mid-
le Btates is swarming now like ants
about the banks of the huge current,
trying to put a curb upon it, knowing
that it is & curb which, at some luture
time, it will surely break throagh
again

b
Tolstoi.

In the German magazine Nord nnu.
Sud there is an account by the Rus
sian author, Daniletski, of =«
vigit which he made recenily to the
famous novelist, Count Tolsloi.

Tolstol's home is ut Jassnaia-FPoll
ana, & place not far Irom Moscow,

where he was born in 1828, and to

which he retired some twenty-five
yeats ago. soon after leaving the
army. Here he lives very simply, oc-

cupying lamself, when not engaged in
literary labors, in farm-wotk, as
chopping wood, mowing, and in win-
ter in shoe-making.

Notwithstanding the reports to the
contrary, he appeared to be in the
full possession of his faculties, and
had not given up writing. His great
interest at present is still those theo-
logical studies which led to his well-
known book “My Religion," which,
though circulated in manuscript in
Russia, was translated into French,
English and German.

His library table was covered with
foreign magnzines, while on the sim-

le book-shelves were the works of
Spinoza, Yoltaire, Goethe, IRoussean,
all the Russinn anthors, Shakespeare,
Auerbach, Bismondi, Emerson's Es-
says, and Henry George's “Progress
and Poverty."

In the course of hiz conversation
with his visitor he said, "“Thirty
years ngo, when I began to write, out
of the hundred millions of inhabitants
ol Russia, the readers and writers
could only be numbered by the ten
thousands.

“Now sohools are multiplied in the
towns and villages, These ten thou-
sands have become millions, and these
millions of our countrymen come be-
fore us like hungry birds with wide-
open beaks, and crying ‘Messieurs
authors, give us some food worthy of

cu and of us, write for us who are
amishing for a living literature.””

It was this intense conviction of the
needs of his uneducated countrymen
that has led Tolstoi to devole so
much of his time to the preparation
of school-books, even primers, and
the writing simple, popular tales,
which, with his other works, make
him more than any other Hussian
writer—a creator of a national liter-
ature. HRelerring to his habits, he
said:

“Every duy, according to Lhe sea-
sou, I Isbor on my farm. 1cut down
trees, I chop wood, 1 mow.

“Ah, and 1 plough! You do not
know what a pleasure that is. You
go nlong turning up the fresh earth,
traciog the long furrows, and you do
not notice that one hour, two, thres,
pasa, The blood courses joyously
through your veins; your head is
clear, your feet scarcely touch the
ground; and how hungry you get, and
bow you sleep alterward!"

——

it is said that the price of cats has

not been &0 low as at the present in
one hundred yenrs.
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