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Gree'tf growths of mosses drip andflseail 
): Around the granite brink; 
And twixt tbe isles of water-weed ; 

The wood birds dip" and drink; 

Slow,efts about the edges sleep; j 
Swift-darting watcr-Uics ! 

Shoot on the surface; down the de^p 
dark ilsheaglooinimd rise. 

Hard Monarch, thqre, by right of might— 
And akeless 'Awocrat, 

U WhQW»'fao»ftoWrulftJUi 'Mppetite, , 

despair 
ti tjtill hope forbears In him, 

• ' And, djriog, nana from heir to licir 
The day undawncd and dim. 

Who knows yhat lurks beneath (lie tide ? 
Who knows what tMe? Belike 

Those " antres vast" and shadows hide 
» '• ' wir Some patriarchal pike—> 

v ' '' ' 0< *'•' Some tough old tyrant, wririkle-jawody; 
vpi, . . Tor whom the sky, the earth, 

bare but for aim to look on awed, i 
fri <1 l>)it And watoh bim wax iq girth— i • , 

When thojxmd's terror too iuust go; • 
Or, creeping in by stealth, 

ATwide^taCe, at one-fill 'blow, " . 
n .Shall found a commonwealth. 

Who knows? Meanwhile the mosses bead 
Around the granite brink, 

And 'twixt the isles of water-weed 
The wood-birds dip and drink. 

vr' 

• >»«! 1c ft,*! 
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—Good Words. 

THE MUMMY'S SOUL. 
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BY COLLINS SHACK LEFOHD. 
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It was high noon, and fresh, luxuriant 
lift; without, and the darkness of mid 

f" « night, and the dead, within the Egyptian 
tomb hollowed out of the Libyan chain 
of mountains. Two hundred feet above 
me, massive ruins, half-buried beneath 
the yellow, glittering sands of the desert, 
were revealed as the skeleton of a city of 

• gigantic wonders. Now, Thebes was not 
,u so -desolate. The sculptured faces of 
( , collossi gazed with stern, tearless eyes 

over the dreary waste, as if in mockery 
of the frailty of contemporary creations. 

' Around me were mummies, sculptures, 
and rough paintings on the wall. Life 

. and death here touched each other, and 
were identified by the reality of 'mutual 
existence. A humanity of forgotten 
ages, by its ashes, preached sermons of 

. t. profouudest trnths in stupendous charnel 
v houses. Yet I asked myself, in a spirit 

of unbelief of such truths, if the oracles 
of Egyptian mythology spoke falsely 

i when they asserted that the soul, after 
,,t three thousand years of pilgrimage to 

•. other ^brines, would reinvest the bodies 
of the dead with new life? 

A startled bat flew in and out of an 
'""" empty tomb, and an angry scorpion 

clicked his armor-plates as he crept along 
the ledge of one of the crypts above me. 
A faint puif of air from the passage filled 
my nostrils with the sickening effluvia 

* of inummies, and scattered the dust from 
the carvings of the pillar. I was in a 

. „ casket of Death, and the jewels were 
... mummies. Dead for centuries, yet alive 

' in everything but life; lacking only a 
breath of that life to cast off the swath-
ing-cloths and confront me! The thought 
of seeing them step from the tomb in the 

, ,y hideousness of such a resurrection, made 
, me shudder. 

Yet, if their doctrine of a renewal of 
' " life after thirty centuries were to prove 

MT- true, there might at any moment be a 
resurrection, and a conseq uent paroxyism 

,,, of terror on my part. What if I should 
' " be attacked, as I threaded intricate pas-

a?ges J? i SG&a'Kygpfc-
tions, infuriated by the sacrilege of my 
presence? 

The mere idea of encountering their 
shriveled forms in deadly struggle, and 

= . wrestling for victory with entwined 
: limbs, with their crisp hair, odorous of 

the crypt, brushed my face; all these 
foolish promptings of an imagination ex-
cited by my stance surroundings, to-

'' gethfer with a shuffling noise in a distant 
passage, caused me to drop my torch and 
rush to the entrance of the tomb, where 
I stood quivering with fright, not know
ing which way to turn. Fortunately, 

it - Ferraj. my guide, was the comer; else, 
; in the.darkness and sickening solitude, 1 

_ should have become mad. 
, The tomb in which I stood had been 

discovered the previous day. It con
sisted of one large chamber with heavy 
arches, a massive pillar in the center, 
and with three tiers of niches on each 

' . side, the fronts being ornamented with 
outline paintings of a brilliant red color. 
The ponderous carvings of the pillar 

»• were merely heavy lines of sculpture, 

'Every curve 
and straight line on pillar and tablet 
was harsh, rigid, and even cruel in its 
expression of power. The rough granite 
had been carved, in many cases, into 
crude and intricate delineations of hu
man pageantry, by the ready skill of the 
patient artist. Yet the hands that had 
cut and painted, day after day, in the 
service of cunning priest or mournin"-
relative, had dropped the chisel and the 
brush thousands of years before, leaving 
outlines of works to be memorials of 

• undeveloped grandeur. 
Many of the niches in the tiers had 

. . been despoiled of their contents. One 
only remained untouched; upon its 
tablet was printed, inliich colors, a lotus-
flower broken at the blossom. There 
was no inscription upon the tomb to des-
ignate its occupant; no legendary en-

" ir graving of his or her life's events. The 
: ; cement around the edges of the tablet 

was JIS hard as the rock in which the 
- ;,<»mb was cut. A half-hour's labor with 

a crow bar had but a meager result; so I 
placed a quantity of powder under the 
lower edge of the stone where a small 
cavity had been made with the bar. 
There was a hissing noise as the lire ran 

' * up the fuse, followed by a dull sound of 
• explosion that was immediately hushed 

' an<* smothered by the dead silence of the 
passages without. The slab with its 
painting fell to the ground and was shat
tered. 

Within the niche thus opened was a 
' mummy-case, containing a mummy 

bandaged from head to foot in fine linen, 
and lyin^ upon a bed of crumbling 
flowers. I reproached myself, in a sor
rowful, musing mood, for such a sacri
lege, when I found it was the body of a 

, woman. .But a sickening, musty odor 
from the corpse spread its subtle essences 
throughout the chamber, and stealing to 

brain intoxicated It. I seemed to 
'• see, in this momentary inebriation of the 

> senses^ the body.of the mummy snap its 
crements, and slowly recede through the 

; - *. wallSj which closed not after it: 
" • btir; floated in plain sight, down a 

u, passage in the mountain, bordered by 
~ ^ rows or tombs, one above another. And 

' ** out of these graves of stones stretched 
w«a*»&,i.Datidaged arms of tawny-skinned mum-

whose fingers vainly clutched at 
s th^ phantom, as, motionless in features 

- »mbs, it glided down the terrible 
fi * ^isle, and was lost in the gloom. 

The agony of the vision wasover. My 

ration, and my eyes ached with the 
fierce heat that had created the appalling 
vision; while white flames of light 
stemed now and then, to mingle with the 
darkness of the corridor. 

I looked behind me, Ferraj sat cower
ing upon the grotuid, with his hands cov
ing face. Jj|, , 

"Howalf^||)Brme ^^l^did^Ht i$ 
see the body»ihov« ana motion with its 
hand^NDM;|t m$^e away ftito the dark
ness?" lie'cried, seizing my hands. 

" Of course not, you foolish fellow. Is 
it not not there in the case ? It is impos
sible for the dead to come to life." 

I laughed feebly to put him in good 
spirits; but he was not at all re-assured, 
and I noticed that, while we remained in 
the 'tytab, he stood at a distance from 
the mummy, holding his torch like a 
sword,-as ir to parry a blow from un
seen hands. 

In profound awe, and with a delicate 
touch, I unwrapped the face of the body. 
A woman's features, black and shriv
eled, were revealed. 

I tvas startled—even sickened—at the 
hideous revelation. For an instant I 
had forgotten my situation and its sur
roundings, and remembered only an oc
casion wnen I turned back the coffin-lid, 
and gazed for the last time upon the face 
of my dead sister. I thought in jny 
reverie over this mummy, of a lovely 
face and fair features like marble. 
Imagination had never conjured up so 
shocking a vision. But* my zeal as an 
antiquary suppressed delicate dreams 
and disagreeable realities. This woman 
might have been handsome in the era in 
which she existed; she was, perhaps, con
sidered as the possessor of great beauty. 
She was very short, slight, with a low 
forehead; the cheek-bones were high, but 
not prominent, and the nose delicate and 
small; the eyes, the windows to a 
woman's soul, were closed in a sleep of 
centuries. Her hair were black, curled 
and somewhat faded. Her mouth was 
small, exquisitely formed, and the lips 
wero devoid of any heaviness of curve to 
mark the tincture of Ethiopcan blood. 
But the dark, parchment-like skin, 
wrinkled and rough, made me loathe the 
corpse, and to wonder at the love that 
thus burned out beauty by slow consum
ing fires of subtle chemistry, and laid 
away the shell of the soul that it might 
once more be reinvigorated with a life 
that in its wanderings had animated 
beast, bird, or insect, and acquired 
strength at each succeeding transmigra
tion. As I unwrapped the long bandage 
from the breast, ^ strong gust of wind 
rushed from the desert into the dim 
crypts of the mountains. It flared the 
expiring torches, scattered dust from 
pillar and niche, and caused the mummy 
to crumble into a nauseous powder and 
half chok'ed me with its subtile essence 
of humanity. From a mass of beads 
and shreds of cloth I picked out a stone 
scaraba-un, on whose back was engraven 
many minute hieroglyphics I succeeded 
in translating the following: " Three 
thousand yean hence, a new life." So the 
prophecy had been refuted, and 
dust returned to dust, I said to 
myself. But the doubt whether the 
resurrection predicted would not reform 
this dust into a recreated body, intruded 
itself, and strengthened the imagination, 
which hoped it would be so. 

In the crypt, at the head of the body, 
I found a tiny vase of green, translucent 
stone, of antique form, embellished with 
exquisitely carved devices. From either 
side sprang a serpent, which extended 
up with light, graceful curves, until with 
its hideous fangs it indented the delicate 
rim of the vase. It was so fragile that 
it seemed as if a touch from the most 
careful fingers would crush it to atoms. 
I accidentally inverted it, and there fell 
to the floor a quantity of light, fine 
ashes, and an insect of enormous size. ^1$ 
outstretched "wings. Feraj stooped 
down, and, taking it in his hand, gazed 
upon it a minute, his lips quivering, and 
his hand trembling so much that his 
torch almost fell to the ground. 

" Efrit! Efrit! a foul devil!" and cast 
the thing from him into the remains of 
the mummy. Picking it up, I examined 
it carefully, but with an indescribable 
loathing that seized me whenever I saw 
the vile thing. 

It was a fly, six inches long, with a 
head the size and shape of a pea, and ap
peared like a globule of liquid silver. 
Its small white eyes sparkled with the 
brilliancy of a diamond, and projected 
slightly from the head. The body - was 
elastic, and of a bright golden color, en
circled at regular distance with bands of 
treen. Its long, delicate, many-jointed 
legs were adorned with a yellow hair. 
Its wings were broad sheets of beauty— 
traceries of golden lines, shadows of 
deep blackness—gorgeously embellished, 
where veins of silver hue tinged the 
edges, with a net work of marvelous 
loveliness, 'jpvmo/vi—'another that 
me eye wearied in striving to find where 
one hue ended and another commenced. 
The brilliancy of color had not been 
' ' nmed by the death of the insect, but 
was revealed in all its glory. From the 
sharp pointed tips of these wonderful 
wings hung tiny tassels of finest hair, 
fyled with the dust in which it had 
buried. Notwithstanding its diversity 
of colors, and wondrous construction, it 
was hideously deforms!; for springing 
out of the very center o; the front of its 
head, lay coiled a fine clastic antenna of 
blood-red color. Upon seeing it my ad
miration changed to disgust. A shudder 
of terror ran over me when, with a 
sharp, click, the extended antenna slip
ped from my fingers and struck the head, 
lerraj had stood apart from me during 
this examination; but when he saw my 
movement, and heard the sharp sound as 
'the coil flew back, he uttered a low 
moan. 

The remarkable elasticity of the in
sect convinced me that it had become 
embalmed in the vase in fluid. The 
ashes might or might not have formed a 
part of an embalming mixture. Every
thing about the insect was flexible and 
moist, as if life had just gone out. I 
could not conjecture its use when alive 
or what it symbolized when dead. 

The insect fascinated me, Bot simply 
by any hitherto unknown peculiarity of 
structure, nor by the brilliant appear
ance of its eyes, but as a whole; even the 
loathsome helmet upon its head was an 
essential in the fascination. I hated my
self for yielding to to the feeling that in 
after days grew into an intense passion, 
and a pride in the possession of so won
derful a creation. 

I gathered one or two handfuls of the 
mummy's dust, and put them with the 
fly, into the vase, and left the tomb, dis
pirited—overcome by the sensations ex-

rsnenced and the discoveries I had made, 
had not the heart to further prosecute 

my investigation among the tombs, and 
almost immediately departed for Amer
ica. 

I often exhibited my mementoes to 
friends; the ladies, acknowledging the 
wondrous magnificence of the insect, al
most invariably declared it to he the 
most treacherous thing they had ever 
seen and inveighed most bitterly against 
a judgment that selected such abortions 
as mementoe8 of my sojourn in Egypt. 

But my wife—my young and beautiful 
/Ul flniVal VlAAOtMA 4a MofL 1 £ * 1 i 

months; even then, by becoming sud* 
denly cognizant of having found it in 
her hands upon many occasions, it oc
curred to me that she might be enthrall
ed by this creature. When I accused 
her of it, she burst into tears, and ac-
knowled the truth of my agmisation; 
saying, in a piteptls, apojbgetical jtrain, 
^Itha^thejfasoination of the pretty thing 
f&s |s irffsistible, and at the same time 
remitted her so strongly of my long ab
sence in foreign countries^ that she 
could not avoid dwelling in thought 
upon the strange scenery and discoveries 
that had kept me from her, and of con
templating the only memento of such an 
absence" Then, for the first time, I 
told her of the occurrences in the tomb. 
When I had concluded, she clasped her 
pretty little hands, and said: 

" Fred, this insect attracts me as it at
tracts you; only that with my-submis
sion to its thraldom is allied a premon
ition that it will work me a fearful in
jury. I have repelled the idea again 
and again, but it always returns. I 
strive to be philosophical and treat it as 
a frenzy, but there is no relief." 

Thereafter, in company, we used, to 
pass hours in contemplating the antipa
thetic features of this fly, and in conjec
turing what part it acted in the economy 
of nature, when it winged the air among 
people whose existence was almost for
gotten. These examinations intoxicated 
our imaginations, by the antiquity and 
mystery surrounding the object of our 
investigation. We clung more to each 
other by reason of our servility to this 
incomprehensible influence of the fly 
We were not unhappy, but simply un 
easy; never striving, after a couple of 
months, to throw oft' the bondage. 

If this were the termination of the hi* 
tory, I would weep for joy. But it is at 
this particular point of time that the in 
sect, hitherto quiet, plays its active part 
in a tragedy to which there is no parallel. 

One evening, in making an experi
ment, I had occasion to use a mixture of 
ammonia and ether, and had prepared it 
in a saucer, when I was suddenly called 
from the house, leaving the compound 
upon the table, in a disli. When I re
turned, late in the evening, I ascertained 
that a servant had emptied the contents 
of the saucer into a vase. It never oc
curred to me to ask what vase she meant; 
as there were several in the room, it 
surely was one of them, and I gave n© 
thought to the matter. The bedroom 
opened into the study; the two rooms 
were separated by a partition of lath and 
plaster, and the door at night always 
stood open. 

About half-past twelve o'clock my 
sleep was broken in a quiet, unaccount
able way that is often the precursor of 
danger. Every faculty was fresh and 
keen, and unusually active. Listening, 
my ear suddenly caught a faint sound of 
music, whose delicate strains floated 
softly toward me from a corner of the 
bedroom; then, with the rapidity of 
lightning, there burst upon me a delici
ous, maddening flow of measure after 
measure of passionate symphonies. They 
flowed in from the study, and beat the 
stagnant air to and fro until every par
ticle became a bell that tinkled sweetest 
melody. This music was so sweet, yet so 
fierce; so gentle in its cadences, yet so 
vigorous in its utterances; so peaceful, 
yet so thrilling, that the room trembled 
with the reverberations. A delicious 
languor possessed me. There was a pro
found silence for a minute. Then, just 
above my face, there was another out
break of this wild melody, these chiming 
echoes, 

My wife moaned, and in her restless
ness her hand fell upon my face. 

My thoughts had been"so absolutely 
controlled by the weird, soulless music, 
that the touch frightened me; it was as 
if a hand had been put forth from the 
thick digkn^gjyj,^ J0Bj-
calm reason, Avas succeeded by another 
shock, less sharp and sudden, but more 
lasting, and full of- subtle terrors and 
keen agony. The hand of my wife was 
dry, feverish and shrunken, as if a quick, 
consuming fever had burned out its 
freshness and left beneath the parch
ment-like skin the hot ashes of its pre
vious beauty. 

She moaned feebly when 1 passionate
ly called her name. I pressed my lips 
toiler face, it was as terrible as her hand 
Alarmed ather incomprehsnsible silence 
and at the swift, silent change manifest 
to my touch. I lighted a candle. 

She was lying upon her side looking 
at me with eyesso senseless in expression, 
so devoid of life or brilliancy in their 
idiotic fixedness, that the unexpected, 
terrible transformation, more grievous 
because of its hopelessness, touched my 
heart like the keen edge of a knife, 
wept. 

As I moaned and cried in my hopeless 
agony, her rough, hot hand once — 
restejl jaotrgn it were, her sympathy for 
my affliction; though she could not ap
preciate the bitterness of my agony, she 
comprehended, dreamily without doubt, 
that a sorrow had fallen upon me. 

With a cry of joy at this manifesta
tion of her intense love, I clasped her in 
my arms; but the hope that had sud-

my face; and btittg beaten off, rose and 
fluttered hither and thither against the 
high ceiling. Jn amazement I recognized 
this assaila*^ this ifittsiciap, this exuder 
of sweet sounds. Its»as the insect. Its 
body, like glistening gold and flashing 
emerald, was distended to its full pro
portion; its great tasseled wings beat 
the air, until IlT frothed into J8neni;thly 
milsic; its eyes, sparkling like diamonds, 
seeded the prisons of a thousand tiny 
fires burning with a steady flame; its 
entenna was outstretched and felt ner
vously along the white ceiling, leaving 
small red dots as indices of its touch. 
The loathsome thing flew from point to 
point as I pursued. It easily eluded the 
missiles I cast at it, and suddenly disap
peared through the ventilator. 

I picked up from the table the little 
green vase in which the resurrected in
sect had been kept, and found it was 
nearly full of the mixture I had left in 
the saucer. By the agency of these 
liquids vigorous life had been created in 
the body of the embalmed insect. That 
I did not comprehend the principle of 
this resurrection, through the instrumen
tality of such subtle materials, was not 
my fault. The insect was alive, and its 
place in the vase filled by fluids in which 
it must have been immersed. I accepted 
the facts as they were presented. 

And the insect lived on human blood I 
As my eyes glanced along the ceiling, 
the red dots thereon were a revelation of 
the cause of my wife's suffering, and 
were proofs of the injection into her 
veins of a subtle poison to dry up her 
blood and parch the fair skin. The full 
extent of my sorrow, past and future, 
passed before my straining eyes like a 
terrible vision; it shook me as tlis wind 
beats a blade of dried grass. I returned 
to the bed-side of my wife, as a man 
blasted by the bitterest sorrow and sharp
est agony of the soul. Eternal misery 
chained me, like a felon, to ghastly hor 
rors; while imagination decked my 
future with gloomy robes and bid me 
hope only for death, as life would be full 
of vivid phantasms to blight the most 
joyous movements. 

To love a woman as passionately as I 
loved my wife, and hold her in one's arms 
.as the last great change of life gradually 
develops; to feel the beatings of the 
heart diminish, to see the gasps for 
breath, to look into the eyes soon to close 
forever, and read in them the love they 
look back into yours, are the saddest of 
duties to the dying. But how terrible 
the anguish when the eyes are fixed in an 
idiotic stare, their light forever extin
guished, and the loved ones, unconscious 
of your maddening grief, your piteous 
unavailing love, is released by death from 
her unhappy life! My wife changed but 
little in appearance after that memorable 
night. Her body became cmaciated; the 
skin became black, and hot to the touch; 
the eyes were half dosed and their light 
hidden. She would lie in my arms, at 
the window, for hours, and, with her 
cheek pressed closely to my breast, just 
over my aching heart, would imitate the 
sweet sounds that had been made by the 
insect's wings. She never spoke; nor 
did she evince the slightest consciousness 
of my presence. Oftentimes she fiercely 
pressed her hands upon her head, as if it 
suffered intolerable pain. In my lament
able helplessness I could do nothing but 
support her in my arms and calmly en
dure the awful agony of the sight. 

Since the night of its disappearance I 
I had not heard the insect. I cared not 
whither it had flown, so that it had left 
me in peace. But one afternoon, when 
the rain was falling in broad sheets, 
while sitting as usual at the window, my 
wife lying in mv arms, the hated music 
sounded, faint and low, in the partition 
separating the study from the bedroom. 
The strains aroused my wife from her 
apathy. She raised herself up, repeated 
Jh6?U15ii#,}jufck:ry turned her face to
ward me and threw her arms around my 
neck. There followed a sudden, convul
sive gasping for breath, and a short, fee
ble moan. The arms unclasped, and my 
wife was dead. 

denly sprung up in my heart was cruelly 
crushed to death, for she lay in my arms 

good angel—became terribly fascinated 

™ te# | ̂  object, Wt „ . .sa. 

a passive, undemonstrative beinsr, with 
swift pulsations of the hot blood that 
scorched the delicate skin until it was 
like fine parchment. 

But while I was suffering most intense 
ly, while my brain grew delirious under 
this difcolution of of my love—this mys
terious, maddening affliction—I heard, 
with impressible fear, the wild, varying 
music. My wife trembled violently at 
the sound of the clear, ringing notes. 
Every second was effecting her appear
ance, developing a woman whose features 
wereshriveled and brown; the eyes, once 
animated by holiest love, were cold, pas
sionless, and fixed in a soulless gaze. 
She lost all volition, and sunk into a 
dreadful apathy. In everything but form 
and face, she resembled the mummy in 
the tomb. Hitherto my mind had been 
paralyzed by terror and grief. Now, it was 
recovering from its shock. I implored 
my wife to tell me the cause of her ill
ness, to speak to me, and I put my ear 
close to her lips, to catch the faintest 
whisper. But the musical hum in the 
study was the only sound I heard. Fran
tic with the though that my delay might 
hasten her death, I summoned a physi
cian, who, after much delay, dared not 
prescribe. Another one was sent for; he 
had never heard or read of so strange*a 
case. He prescribed brandy to stimu
late the blood, which was fast becoming 
sluggish, and said that he could do no 
more. 

It was after he had gone that, in bend
ing over my wife, I saw several small 
spots of blood upon the pillow. Back of 
hej left ear was found a spot where the 
skin was a little, broken, as if by the 
prick of a pin, and from which blood 
slowly oozed. I was still stooping over 
her, and the servants were chafing her 
hands and feet and giving thestimulant, 
when suddenly the mysterious music 
thrilled the air. My wife shuddered at 
the sound, and the women rested from 
their labor to gaze upon each other in 
wonderment and alarm. 
. Taking alight from the stand, I-passed 
into the study, closing the door after 

j. me. I had not removed my hand from 
discover this the knob when, with a whizzing noise 

After this horror had had its culmina
tion, my only thought, the only thin_ 
for which I cared to live, was in what 
manner I might seize and destroy the in 

ct—the cause of all my sorrow. I tore 
wn a large part of the partition in 

. licli it was last heard, but was unsuc 
cessful in my search. I was in despair. 
I sat for hours at the breech I had made 
in the wall, listening intently for the 
slightest sound; but none was heard, 
and I had come to believe that he insect 
had crept through some crevice into the 
chimney and flown away. 

The wall had not been repaired, when 
one night, in a pleasant stupor, I heard 
sweet music close to mv *(*'• , . . ...v. .v ouarp, stinging pain, 
lasting only for a second. The low, 
plaintive music soothed my brain A de
licious languor possessed me. For an in
stant the sublime solitude of the grave, 
with musical silence awed my soul. 
Then, with a noise like the distant cries 
of a vast armr, there rushed upon me a 
scorching wind and monstrous nhantas-
ma. 

I lay upon the sand before the front 
of the grand temple of Abou Simbal, 
with its three colossal statues hewn out 
of the mountain, sitting in a majestic 
agony of silence, watching the Nile with 
their staring eyes of stone as they have 
wat ched it for 3,000 years. The desert 
laves them with its billows of sand, half 
submerging their huge limbs in its yel
low flow, half revealing their stupen-
dousness, while it contrasts the solemn 
gray of the rocks and statues with the 
gleaming of the swift river. I hear 
voices sounding in the inner temple, 
where sat the nods in gloomy darkness, 
where sacrifices were made and agonies 
endured. As I listen, the magnificent 
temple dissolves in the soft twilight, and 
the sublime idea of Sesostris shadows 
my soul. 

Palm trees and shattered columns! 
Phil® and Isis and Osiris! Mecca of a 
people of stupendous wonders! Island 
of beautiful ruins and lovely desolation! 
The great black rocks inclosifag it 
smoothed their jagged edges, and the 
moonlight trembled in its avenues and 
lingered in the courts of its temples as 
the darkness in which I wandered over a 
great desert plain was parted by the 
heavenly vision. One glimpse of its 
magnificent beauty, and the gloomy 
blackness gathered and stfung to and 
fro—the proscenium to a revelation of 
loveliness. 

Once again as in by-gone days, I wan
dered among the majestic ruins of Kar-
nac. Masses of rock carved into grace
ful shapes stopped my way. Architraves 
of noble temples, fragments of fallen 
columns made me sigh at their downfall. 
I walked down tlfe avenue of sphinxes, 
amid mutilated colossi and rudely sculp
tured columns half-buried in the glitter
ing sands of the desert. I lingered in the 
great halls of temples of stupendous size, 
where light and darkness struggled for 
superiority, and the imagination shrunk 
to nothingness as it essayed to compass 
the magnificence of dead Thebes, whose 
gigantic skeleton lay unburied upon the 
desert. I was lost in the forest of col
umns of the grand hall at Karnac, and 
shivered with supernatural terror beside 
the granite statues at the entrance to 
the temple El Uksorein. I hungered 
and thirsted in my journeys among these 
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asked for relief, for terror itself had be
come colossal. And amid this rubbish of 
dead cities, oppressed by the very magni
tude of desolation, my soul cried for re
lief. But the hot sun poured down its 
hottest rays, the monstrous obelisks hid 
me from the cool, refreshing wind, and 
vast walls ^reatened to crush me under 
their broad surfaces of hieroglyphics. In 
my agony, I dug a shallow grave in the 
sand, and hid myself therein, and let the 
sun pi* rce it with its rays, and sloughing 
stone to descend upon it—but I slept. 

Suddenly, in my fitful slumber, sur
rounded by these well-remembered 
scenes, there shivered the air, shrilly 
and clearly, a sound that thrilled every 
nerve in my body, and echoed in my 
brain, until the. air seemed a tumult of 
piercing chords,'that racked the sensitive 
nerves, and pealed upon the fastidious, 
ear until it was deafened. Vibration 
after vibiation of sound overwhelmed me 
with its powerful • utterances. I rise 
from my grave and listen for their source 
The faint glow of the rising sun steals 
down tbe rough sides of the Libyan 
mountains, and the lordly river sweeps 
past on its unending journey. Once, 
twice, thrice, sounds the shrill note; then 
the fabled Momnon, as gigantic as if it 
still sat upon its carved throne upon the 
western plain of ruined Tiiebes, strides 
toward me, falls upon and mangles me. 
I am stung by thousands of quick, sharp 
pains; my body burns with their fires. 
The music grows fainter and is still 
Thick darkness overwhelms me and I un-
availingly buffet its noiseless waves. 

The memory of the disease that tor
tured my soul and body during the 
month succeeding my vision, is rendered 
prominent by an illusion as painful as it 
was enduring. I believed that my wife, 
swathed in linen, aromatic of rich gums 
and spices that poisoned the air with 
their heavy fragrance, sat at my bed-side 
in all the hideous blackness of her trans
formation; that she clasped my hand in 
hers and gazed into my aching eyes with 
the blank idiotic stare which had charac
terized the final stage of her disease. 

I did not doubt the reality of the vision; 
nor would my mind be disabused of its 
belief by cunning stratagem of kindly 
disposed physicians. The close com
munion of souls existing between living 
beings, was thus continued when one of 
them was dead. The agony of this com 
panionshin, was, at first, exceedingly 
acute. My delirium added nothing to 
the happiness of this intercourse, and de
tracted nothing from its terrors. I was 
continually reminded of the mummy 
and the insect and all the incidents con
nected with their discover)'. 

Day and night saw no change in the 
position of my wife sitting sHently at 
my bed side. My head weighed me 
down as if it were a mountain—a quiet 
Vesuvius of dormant horrors. My 
slumbers were infrequent, short and un
quiet, full of visions of monstrosities in 
repose. A month passed replete with 
these torments, and I fell into a deep 
sleep that continued for fifty hours. 
When I arose, my consciousness of ex
ternal things, much enfeebled to be sure, 
had returned. But the vigor of the 
mind was forever gone. I could think 
but slowly, and my conclusions were 
very imperfect. A lagging, slow-con
suming fever flowed in my veins, and my 
limbs had been shorn of their strength, 
and their quickness of movement was 
lost. 

The condition in which I had been 
found by the servant, and the fatal 
drops of blood from the wound behind 
the ear, surely indicated the cause of my 
suffering as identical with the cause that 
killed my wife. If my many hopes had 
been blighted, my ambitions crushed, 
my heavy sorrows made still more heavj^ 
life turned back by the mysterious 
agency of this terrible insect, there yet 
flourished and thrived by their extinc 
tion a bitter hatred of the cause. Al
though my brain was dulled in its acute 
ness of perception, and my body was 
parchcd with a fierce, unnatural heat 
that burned the skin into large wrinkles, 
and scorched the fair complexion to a 
tawny hue, yet I hoped and planned 
and lived only to destroy the insect, 
whose music I could now and then hear 
in the wall, and from which place of 
concealment the fiendish thing seldom 
ventured. 

One day, in an unusually dejected 
mood, I entered my study, closed the 
door, and sat down. In an instant I 
beard the music of the insect above my 
head, and, looking up, saw it clinging to 
the chandelier, near the ceiling. A sense 
of ineffable happiness possessed me for 
several minutes. I thought of all I had 
suffered since I found the fly in the 
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this life of strange catastrophes, culmi 
nating in my own sickness, were quickly 
reviewed. I watched the insect as it 
clung to the iron pipe of the chandelier, 
and frittered its great wings; they fanned 
the air into delirious music, but I was 
not charmed; i ts eyes glistened in all 
their brilliancy, but I was not fascina
ted. Suddenly the long legs of the crea
ture loosened their clasp, and it dropped 
like lead almost upon my upturned race; 
but before I could strike it, it had risen 
to the ceiling. 

It was not an unequal contest that 
followed this attack. The insect, elud
ing with ease my furious blows, smote 
me many times in the face with its an
tenna, but without penetrating the skin 
I struck at it with books, with sticks, 
and with my fist, as it circled around 
or above me and fanned my face with its 
musical wings. Its eyes, with the cold 
brilliancy of a diamond, were ever on the 
watch; and at the slightest motion I 
made the insect would rise or fall in its 
circlings. When at last, panting, dis-
hearted at my failure to wound or kill 
it, I was about to yield in despair, the 
insect, likewise fatigued, settled down 
upon the top of my bookcase. The 
sight revived me, and I seized the near
est missile; it was the vase in which I 
which I had found the insect. There 
was a sound like the shattering of glass; 
the wall was splashed with blood and 
there fell upon the floor with the pieces 
the stone tcarabceur, and the insect. 
With an exclamation of joy I picked up 
these and went into the bed-room where 
a fire was burning in the grate. 

So strongly did 1 loathe , the insect 
which, bruised and bleeding my blood, 
wound his trembling antenna around my 
fingers and thrust against them with its 
strong legs, that without a moment's 
hesitation I cast it into the flames. 

I heard a wail, like the cry of a wo
man in agony, and the study door closed 
with a loud noise, as the insect was 
speedily consumed by the fire. A sud
den fear of something terrible about to 
be seen, or to happen, made me shudder. 
I looked at tbe graven stone in my hand, 
and at nothing else, I read, as of yore, 
" Three thousand years hence, a new 
life." A year or more had passed since 
I had thought of the prophecy that now 
flashed upon ine at the time of all oth
ers to be avoided; for the reminiscences 
of the Egyptian tomb ought* to have 

Jerished with the insect in the purifying 
re. The unnatural strength that had 

sustained me through my conflict with 
the enemy, had gone, and left me weak
ened by exertion and excitement. My 
limbs Bhook, my head throbbed with 
acute pain, and my tongue was parched. 

_ arofee ttf iefive ft toom who^atiims-
phere was pregnant with terrors that I 
breathed, and whose every nook and 
corner, the breached partition, and the 
dead ashes in the grate, too strongly re
minded me of the scenes and incidents 
I wished to have forgotten. 

O my God! In the chair behind me 
gat the mummy of the tomb, alive, 
watching me with its small, cunning 
ijyes, as it tried to free one of its hands 
from the decaying cerements. It was 
the mummy I had found, not the one 
that crumbled into dust before the 
breath of a pure desert wind. It mo
tioned me with its disengaged hand back 
to my seat, and strove to stand and op
pose my passage, as, with a cry of hor
ror, I rusned from the room. The cool 
air and the pacing crowds in the street 
soon restored me to a caftiieir mind, and, 
asbanjed of my terror, I returned to my 
bed room that I might prove the falsity 
of my illusion." I opened the door and 
looked in. The mummy had drawn its 
chair close to the grate, and was gather
ing from it white ashes—the remains of 
the burned insect. The old terror, that 
ever abided in my soul, crept into my 
reasonings and confc^jpided my judg
ment. With a despairing cry, I fran
tically locked the door and fled from the 
house to wander up and down the streets 
until long after midnight. 

* * * * * * 

She is still in my bed-room, and I am 
trying to starve her to death. I cannot 
sell the house. One or two particular 
friends, who wished to purchase, when I 
told them of the occupant of the study, 
and, to prove the truth of my assertion, 
bade them look through the key-hole, 
looked upon me with white, terror-
stricken faccs, and fled from the house 
The consequence of such a revelation to 
a stranger would be worse and cause ru
mors to be circulated prejudicial to my 
reputation. So I have concluded that 
the only manner to rid myself of this 
living incubus is to kill her by starvation. 
I have no pity, no heart. The possession 
of so terrible a creature is worse than 
murder deliberately committed. 

I have boarded up all the windows and 
discharged the servants, living alone 
with my burden. 

Having partly overcome my fear 
occupy an apartment next the study; 
and in the quiet of the night I can hear 
the woman moving about the room with 
a slow movement; now and then she 
sings some strange, unnatural tunes that, 
in my fear, I am compelled to leave the 
house for hours. 

It seems as if she would never die, for 
it is nine days since she made her appear
ance. The other day, when in the par
lor, listening to an unusual grating sound 
in the study, such as I had not before 
heard there, some plaster fell from the 
wall separating the rooms upon the floor. 
The Form, the Death in Life, was en
deavoring to break through! I promptly 
collected building materials, and made 
the walls three feet thick. I worked 
night and day. I secured it. 

Those arc her dying groans. But 
whither, oh! whither—out into what new 
life goes that undying Egyptian soul? 
And H Shall I be linked through eter
nity by a terrible destiny of unknown 
mystery, whirling through what Hermes 
Trismegistus, of Thebes, calls " the 
downward-borne elements of God?" 

I, too, am dying. But a few hours 
hence, she and 1 will again know in 
clearness and in truth, the meaning of 
the words which Sothus wrote on the 
painted stone in the valley of Memphis, 
" wherein appeared, in but few letters, 
all the lore of life, and of the soul, and 
of aiter-days, and of the eternal flood." 

Free! My will still moves in the dead 
hand which pens these lines, but I hover 
afar over it like a star. 
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Hot a dro wns beard, iiptAMker 

- O'er tho gravo where the stranger was burled. 

They buried him darkly i&t'deildiif night, 
Aud without nn jr pomp or pageant; 

Aa they rtloveled nim in ihey said, '< All rich! 
He was only a lightning-rod agent." ' 

WIT AND HUMOR. 

Autumn leaves—Just before the 1st of 
December. ' 

THEBE isn't much difference between a 
grasshopper and a grass widow after all. 
Either will jump at the first chance. 

A WOMAN'S hah is her crown of glory, 
but a woman's hat is getting Ui.be a crown 
of feathere. ; , • r 

A MADlS0NVlLLE(Ky.)man says that 
one reason why. thfi£e..ar&sa.aiany poor 
horses around there is that people swap 
so often the horses do not have time to 
get fat. 

A VIRGINIA sheriff asked amurdererif 
he wanted to make a speech on the gal
lows, and he replied, "Guess not; it 
looks like rain, and I don't want to get 
wet. Go on with the hanging." 

A*nsMC^Lady.:!',<?-imd put just a 
tint of carmine on tho cheeks—but not 
too much, you know." Photographer: 
"Exactiy, madam, I perfectly under
stand ; about as much as you have on 
now?" 

THE Free Prm is still away behind 
the age, for it thinks " It is better that a 
woman should keep her stockings in re
pairman that she should kno^the origin 

A DEAF FEAT.—Mr. Parhell declares 
that Ireland will not turn a deaf ear to 
his appeals to its patriotism. 'It would 
be "nard of Erin" if it did.—London 
Fiiv. 

SOLOMON'S temple stood f< ur hundred 
and twenty-four years', but . t is hard to 
make our children believe in the glory 
of-the structure that didn't have a single 
cellar-door to slide down on. 

HUSBAND returning from hunt with 
game in the shape of rata. Wife— 
" What a horror! Thatis yhatyouhave 
brought me?" Husband—^'They sold 
me this animal as a hunting-dog; it ap
pears that he is only a ratter." 

THE householder now nfaketh the first 
fall foray at his furnace and coal bins, 
and returneth to the drawing-room with 
a smudge on his nose and his hair full of 
cobwebs. 

A YOUNG man, who is paying his ad
dresses to a ladylove, stayed so late a 
Tew evenings sincc, that the family were 
compelled to whitewash the wall next 
morning, to oWiterate his shadow. 

A-WESTERN contemporary asks: "Is 
there a corner in freight cars?" Yes, 
there are four corners in a freight ear. 
We never saw a round freight car in tbe 
whole course of our " mortal existence." 

A WITTY French lady, who 'was air 
" adopted " member .of a famous military 
corps, when a cigar'was lighted in her 
presence with the remark, "I suppose 
they smoke in your regiment," said "Ye?, 
but not in my company." 

" WHY, Smith is dead! "exclaimed an 
indignant friend to Brown, "and you told 
me his fever had gone off." " If you had 
not interrupted me with your gabble," 
replied Brown, "I should nave told you 
that he had gone off'with it." t . 

A SOUTHERN paper has the news that 
base balls .will be delivered from small 
cannon next year, and that the catchers 
will be iron-clad. Thus in our sports do 
we progress backward to the middle 
ages, when the players wore armor. 

A NEVADA man's Chinese laborer re
cently refused to chop wood on Sunday 
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A Stove-Pipe's Experience. 
Fiom the Burl'ngton Hawlteye. 

" How many thumbs? " smilingly ask
ed the sitting-room carpet, looking up at 
its colleague, the battered stove-pipe. 
With a wink in its disjointed elbow the 
stove-pipe, riveting its gaze on the friend 
replies, "Only three, but I've raked 
enough skin off the other knuckles to 
make a pair of boots." Chuckling re
sponds the carpet. " Not as well as you 
did last year. I got a couple of finger
nails, two whole trousers' knees, started 
a good crop of hang nails on every finger 
in the house, and I think I have a divorce 
suit pending." That's a pretty good 
spread," replies the pipe, and then turn
ing to an exhausted tack hammer that 
was resting itself on the window sill 
asked, "How is your score!" "Oh, 
don't ask me," gasped the tack hammer 
"I've been busier than the master's 
gavel on a chapter night. I haven't 
mifacd tiut ono Knuckle since I started 
in, and then I caught the ball of a 
thumb, plumb centre and raised a blood 
blister as big as a walnut." And then 
the graceless trio smiled in silent chorus, 
and an old rheumatic mop that was 
standing on the porch listening to the 
conversation through the keyhole pumr-
ed, itself against the door in an ecstacy of 
delight and fell fainting across the wheel
barrow with one leg, that was waiting on 
the walk for somebody to come along 
and fall over it. 

The Way to Do It. 
Perhaps the following timely advice 

frflm the Troy Thru* will enable some of 
our readers to improve their usual 
Thanksgiving dinner: " As Thanksgiv
ing approaches it may not be amiss to 
say a word in regard to poultry: As 
much, if not more, depends on the man
ner of killing poultry as in the dressing, 
to have it look well for market. Too 
much caution cannot be used in this 
branch of the business. One mode of 
killing fowls (instead of ringing their 
necks, which we deprecate), is to cut 
their heads off with a single blow of a 
sharp axe, hang them Hp by the legs and 
allow them to bleed freely, and pluck 
their feathers immediately—while warm. 
The French mode, which is highly com
mended, we believe far the best, as it 
couses instant death without pain or dis
figurement, and is simply done by open
ing the bill of the fowl, and with a sharp-
pointed and narrow-bladed knife, mak
ing an incision at the back of the roof of 
the mouth, which will divide the ver
tebrae and causes instant death, after 
which hang the fowl up by the legs till 
the bleeding ceases, and pluck it while 
warm is you desire the feathers to be re
moved. With a lit de care the skin of 
the fowl does not become as torn and 
ragged as it does in the old-fashioned 
way of scalding. Another thing, the 
flesh presents a better and more natural 
appearance when not scalded." 

A Thistle Potato. ' 
From the Montreal GazAtte. , 

Mr. Isaac Martin, of Smith's Hill, 
showed a natural curiosity the other 
day, in the shape of a Canada thistle 
with a well-formed potato oni the root. 
The article was quite genuine, and the 
anomaly can be accounted for by the 
supposition that the thistle was beneath 
the growing potato, and forced its way 
through it, and thon reached the surface, 
and both potato and thistle "grew in' 
beauty nide by aide." 

IT is astonishing how soon a man ac
knowledges his mistake when he puts the 
lighted end of a cigar in his moutR. 

morning, and when tlie reason was asked 
he answered: " Heap no work Sunday; 
all same white man. Heap play poker." 
Our benighted Chinese! 

A CORRESPONDENT describes Clara 
Morris as " the actress that arouses a fel
low's and his girl's better nature—the 
actress that makes the wile and husband 
hunch up to each othei and 'feel glad 
that things are as they are." 

A SCOTCH woman, the other day, went 
over to the dram-shop and asked for six
penny-worth of whiskey. " Where's 
your bottle my good woman ?" inquired 
the host. " Ocn. man, I only live over 
the way, and I'll just take it in my 
mouth." 

RECENTLY a newly-married couple 
were in a store on State street looking 
for suitable ornaments to adorn their 
rooms. The young wife was quite 
pleased with the picturc entitled "Suffer 
little children to come unto me," which 
they bought.—Nawburyport. Herald. 

WHEN you see a man stumbing 
the street, these days, coughing sneez
ing, and rubbing his weeping eyes, you 
may know that just before he left home 
his wife took out her furs and shook the 
tobacco, camphor, snufl and moths out of 
them.—Haw key e. 

A YOUNG man in Maine writes to ask 
us if we want to engage a " puzzle 
editor." No, thank you. We have a 

EUzzled editor, and that is sufficient. 
[«is puzzled to find out why in thunder 

people don't pay for their papers.— 
Turner's Falls Iteporter. 

THE Courier-Journal says that "An 
honest Kansas City chambermaid re
turned to their owner $500 worth of dia
mond rings which she found." Evi
dently the words " to be. paste" dropped 
out at the end of the sentence.—I'hik-
delphia Bulletin. 

" How lovely in the calm stillness of 
the evening to listen to the nightingale s 
ltote!" Yeth,- he's a doocid fine fel
low, is the nightingale; but I thay 
(bright idea,) no must be a beasthly 
neotlianco to all the other little birdtli 
that want to go to thleep."—Londtn 
Fun. 

"WHY, how's tins, Thomas? Fvo 
pulled the door-bell on ringing it, 
kicked myself lame, and fired-six shots 
from my revolver, and yet I've been 
kept out in the pelting rain for nearly 
an hour!" " Well, sir, Idiinno." (After 
considerable thought) "Maybe I 
asleep!"—Bazar. , ^ 

PRETTY soon we shall see this style of 
advertisement: " Wanted, a book-keep
er—must have all tjie small vices there 
are." Human cussedness will have some 
outlet, and the very good man is often 
like Josh Billings' mule, which he b»<j 
known to stay good for six months just 
to get a good chance to kick*—Boston 
Tran'cript. 

POLITICAL economy gets tlie hat on tbe 
right peg some'times, but the scientific 
speculator who follows it blindly with a 
full wagon, sinks to the hub inthe mire 
occasionally. The cabbage crop this 
season is larger than it has oe^n for ten 
years, but the price of cigars is no lower 
than when the cut-worm walked away 
witH the entire patch'. " 

A BOSTON drummer, who prides him
self on his charmd, forever lost his prwe 

the other day. He drove his fello* 
drummers wild in a car bv'bis attention3 

to a comely , maiden, to trnom he showed 
his samples, and whose hand he squeezed 
for half an hour. But when the tram 
stopped^ a quiet dl<J fellow stepped f°r" 
wara and thanked linn for enjirtaining 
the girl, remarking, " She Is nopelw'T, 
insane, and I am taking her to the state 
asylum here.". 


