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Margaret.

Biant had ither pinoe nor state;
Not "hers The grhciown wifte that women

in '!p!:mﬁl' of the sehools she was not wise:

o= Bhe was not anything the world oalls great.
L1 Yot tn the gquaint old Bouthern oity w

hore
Blio llved and wrought, in polisted mnarble

wot,
Comrade of Jack Ciny, and Lafayotte,
Hor tl:mr risen Uie.ﬂ':.lm?’.h“l‘ and fair.

s
 Whe was she, (his to win such cosr-!u'hlbl
Vi was phe, this to bo iImmortalised

With the belovel, honored, kolized?
Gront nmines Torever upan ﬂlﬂoq ® lip.

A womnan who made broad, who at her stall
Or by ler biake whop door sat day by day,
Selling ber wares In simplo, honest way,
vory humble womau—that was ali.

Rut every whero the orphan ohildren say,
''Sho \rum’i’:mmhor." il the clty's poor
Cry ont, “"Pwas sbe who biessed our bap-

lows doory™

While from the past the soliliers blue and

Kray

o speak her pralse, and every noble eause
Declares she wis our helper; every nosd
Whikpers, she knew not any ¢lass nor eroed,

Nut lstenod always to love's higher lnws.

And so sho dipd, and so the people set
Amid thele horoea—with 8 proud consent—
Thix simple woman-erowned monumont,
And carvel thereon the one word M

O gracious elty ! he who runnath rends
Your pride in patriotie fire, in martial fame;
But in the place you give this bumble
name
You prove your faith ln lovo's diviner deeds.
—~Carlotta Perry In Youth's Companion,
A ——————

FOR VALERIE'S SAKE.

It scems as if my love for her bad
existed for and would endure
. throughout eternity. It soems, more-
over, as if it were idle to attempt por-
trayal of this love—a passion without
stint or limit, an all-nbsorhinﬁ passion,
beautiful, yet terrible in its intensity,
As I ¢lose my eyes upon the glare of
the lamp [ see strange shadows. First,
hor fair unearthly faco arises, cold and
pallid as the crescent in the wintry
sky. Haunting and reproachful is her
glanoco, and hers are lips thut move to

framo appeal. There is & mass of
dewd-black hair, that ripples to her
wnist.

Other pictures rise before me. A
night scene! I know a vills shrinod in
odorous leafage. Long lawns, and
winding walks, and pathways fit for
lovers' loitering footsteps. In the dis-
tance the murmur of the sea.  Ah, it is
summer, and there is starshine over
ull

There are other lights twinkling
from the windows of the villa, twink-
ling until they draw me nearer and
newrer. It is her home—my queen! As
I proceed along the gravelled walks, 1
know the look of the deep drawing-
roon, in which she waits for me.

The dark wood floors are strewn
with rugs of velvet; luxurious seats are
there, and costly pictures grace the
wulls. Long mirrors reflect the tints
of light shining through colored glass.
White flowers gleam in fragile vases,
her lilies and her hyacinths. And she,
herself, wy love, my darling, wuits for
mi.

As I draw nearer to tho threshold, |
hear strains of musie, delieate, pathet-
it; she is playing her favorite minor
wiltzos, sad and wistful whisperings.
The toars stand in her eyes.

Ab, hush! All is over; 1 only
dreamed. | am back again in the glare
of the lawp of my sick-chamber; I am
stretehed upon my dyinfg bed, and you
are waiting to bear my Ilast confession.

The oni} child of & fond widowed
mother, the rare and beautiful blossom
of that luxurious home, Valeric was
my promised wife. 1 had been for
three years her friend, and also her
mother's. ‘The latter had given me
many proofs of friendship and esteem,
even that most glorious and eontent-
ing, her fuvor in my suit for Vulerio's
fu\"l-,

Valerie seemed to love me well; 1
addored ber.  The marviage would take
place some months later; my darling
was still quite young.

I wus not poor as to worldly posses-
sion; yet it svemed to me I could not
guin too grent a wealth to lavish upon
wy wife. | wus aver thirty, and still
ambitious. This was the cause of my

leaving home—the city, from which
Valerie's house was but a hulf-hour's
journey by rail—to go hundreds of
miles away, nnd so remain, perhaps
one month, perhaps two, perhaps lon-

ger.

The thotght of separation grieved
me sorely; yet we should write daily,
and my love wus safely sheltered with
the tenderest of mothers,

“Good-bye, good-by, life of my life!”
1 strained her to my bosom. *Good-
by,"" I said, *I leave my heart with
you, my darling.”

*Good-by,"" she answered. Her cyes
were smiling th rough their tears.
“Good-by, dear Paul!

Heavens! llulrklslnly 1 can see her
pure sweet face! And with that sight I
ivel & strong eonviction of her dear and
faithful purpose,

We were parted! Miles and miles
awny, amid strange scenes, 1 toiled for
her by duay, and dresmed of her by
night. Sometimes, in faney, | was at
her side, her hand in mine, her fra-
grant hair upon my shoulder.

Ench day I wrote to her, finding al-
wiys thoughts wherewith to crowd my
pages. And her sweet lotters eame to
comfort me. And so a month passed.

1 was not yet ready to return; still it
seemed s if I must. Was it the altered
tone of Valerie's letters? Were her
words less warm—less frequent? What
liorrible feur was this? Nothing, noth-
ing! Absurdity, that was all!

And yet her lettors came less frequent-
ly and grew reeptibly  shorter.
Heavons! was she ill? What could it
monn?

Another month dra, by.

Vulorie's letters mﬁﬁd 4

I waited 8 woek. Then I was frantic,
I telographed to her mother. The lat-
ter ruplied in » few bours—hours that
seemod etornal.  Vulerie was well and
would write.

Was welll Would write! I repeated
the words over and over in & stupefied
wiy. I had o heavy feeling, as of
something terriblo approaching.

I mude prepurations to return home
at once. My business must conclude
Itself. What was business or fortune,
save for Valerie?

L] L]

L]

It was night, and I walked swiftly
up from the station—swiftly up the
quiet romd und the sloping u.ﬂllll., and
4 Into the odorous leafy shade sbout
tho villa. My heart bent hard snd fast
to see the lights twinkling, as so many
timus before. My breath wos quick and
puinful as 1 crossed the threshold of
the drawing-roow.

Valerio sat at tho piano; by her side
stood o tall and fair-haired man. He

wie uning s soog. Their backs
wom:suﬂ-h g
1 made a speak.

- ‘- T . v
& Hiooking lmlln? b*t:! ho :urni
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and went out of the "
And sow 11 1 8t Valsrio, Heave
ens how ohan [ wd! Wb;
should she look so thin and troubled

I sprang forward and seized her
hands.

“Vaulerie, you have boen ill?"

Bhe ylelded unwillingly to my em.
brace. A horrible jeulousy sprang
upon me,

“Who is that man?'" I eried forcely.

A faint color stole into her face.

“My wcousin,” she saldi **yon have
often heard me speak of my cousin,
Harold Masters. e is to spend the
sutumn with us'

“But why,” I think my voice must
have sounded piteous; “*but why did

ou not write in so many days? Oh,
alerie, if you should cease to love mo
1 should go mad!"

“Hush!" she said in a tone of alarm;
smamma is coming "

L ] L] - - - L]

I went away a little comforted that

night. At least Valerie was living and
still mine. Death was the on « foe to
dread.  And should Valerie die, eould
I not follow her at once? 1 remembor
what peace I felt in my calm and de-
liberate rosolve not to live one haur
longer than my beloved.

“Her cousin-—much like brother!™

The words of Valerie's mother still
haunt mo at times. Alas, poor trust-
ing soul, had sho but known,

ila waa there, under the same roof—
at her side. My joalousy grew fierce
and terrible. I scarcely could speak
to him in civil tones. He seemed to
comprehend and mock me with his
smile.

I urged an immediste marringe.
Valerie appeared unwilling.  Groat
Heaven! Had she coasod to love me?

For many days that agonising fear
pursued me, sleeping or waking,

Had she ceased to love me?

Did she shrink from my caresses?

- - L ] - L] L]

“¥alérie!"" I paused at the sound of

stifled sobs. She was weeping: she,
for whose every tear my heart bled
drop for drop!

I had comie in softly: the drawing-
room was yet unlighted. She was
alone in the dark, by the window,
where a cool breeze swung tho eurtain
poftly inward. Sne was there alone;
she had ﬂung herself, face downward,
into a great armchain 1 tried to lift
her. “Valerie! You to weep! What has
happened?"

EE: resisted me,
tinetly:

“It is
some——""

A sudden fury seized me. 1 dragged
her from the chair, erving out hoarsely:

“That is not true! You ecannot de-
ceive me! Something has happened.
Some trouble is yours,  Answer moel™

I had foreed her to her fect; T held
her wrists in au iron grasp. | was wild
with the great pain gnawing st my
heart—the swful pain that none can
imagine until he hns onee folt it

“You burt me,"" she falterod. 1 re-
Iaxed my hold, and she sprang away
from me and from the roon.

I remained there in the gathoring
dusk. By-and-by | heard voices out-
side and pear the window,

The servanls came and lghted the
lamps. The central rudiance of the
room was rosy stroug snd hopeful; but
on a stand oot fur from where | sat, a
blush globe filtered another flame upon

answoring indis-

nothing; I-—-it was lone-

a vase of pullid fragrance. Her lilies
and her hyacinths,
1 looked at them guietly, I was very

quict now—now that | knew the worst
—mnow that I know she loved not me,
but her cousin.  How calm | was, with
all that crushing knowledge!

By-und-by another thought seem d
to goaw duv]wr than my own agony ol
loss, Did—he—love—her? Why had
she wept so? Why should she weep?
Not at any thought of me; that was not
human.

Well, I could easily determine, 1
would give her ber freedom at once,
and wish ber well, If she still wept, 1
koew other things that I should do,

How my own misery paled in the
light of my fiery zeal for her welfare!

A half hour later T had nsked her to
walk with me in the grounds. [ lod her
o safe distance from the house.

“Valerie,” I snid, “itis my denrest
wish, my only dream on earth, to se-
cure your happiness.  To-night, by
chance, not purposs, I overheard a
conversation. I know that you love
him. 1 will not stand between you. 1
E‘wn you back yourfrecdom, and the

IeuulnF of a—brother.  Valerie, takeo
heart, for you shall wed hjm.”

She trembled; she did*not answer,
Heavens! My borrid suspiclon. Why
did sbe not thunk me? Wiy did she not
show joy?

“Valorie,"" 1 cried, “why are you
silent?"

But she only bowed her head upon
my arm and sobbed. Then | knew all,

ut she should not, must not know
my thoughts. 1 dissembled, speaking
cheerily.

*You are nervous, Vaulerie; eome
back to the house, all will be well,"”

And in my heart Iswore an awful
oath, that he who had stolen her love
from me should keep his vows or die.

I left the house at onee, that I might
avoid secing her mother or bhim. |
would give him & fuir chance until the
following day.

L] . L] - L L

ILhad no weapon, 1 went to meet
him, unarmed save with my great love
for her whom he hud wronged, in some
mﬁunm-—-huw deeply 1 soarce could
tell,
I had stayed nll night at a little hote!
there in that suburb, and going wp to
the villa late in the afternoon, discov-
ered that he hnd gone to the city, to
return by the evening train. I had
seizod upon this opportunity to cou-
front him alone.

I went slowly down the slupe, slowly
along the quiet road. There were no
houses noar. It wus very quiet.  The
new moon peered with pitiless profile
over the distant hilltops. [ waited for

im to come.

I spoke calmly st the outsct, ss if
taking for granted lis love for her,
abdicated in his favor, speaking pleas-
“lt'z as | could force myself o speak.

lnu s

*¥ou are very good,” he said, “but
you are mistaken. Valerie is very nice
—but I am not murrying st my age.
Dou't you know I nm only twenty-
three? Besides, she is my cousin,
F, mlr?'ing ona's cousin!”  He

u

Inim aguin, and would huve passed
on, but I stopped him.

“Wait," T sald, controlling myself
with diffieulty. *Thero is more o this.
I happen to know certain things; 1

happen to have overieard s conversa-.

tion. Whatover your purpose be in
dun{ing your position of loyer to Vale-
rie, it is & use attempt. Cousin or

no, you have won her lunf you: shall

oot wrong her while I live!”

*Ha! You threaten, do you?"' His"
lsugh had sn wgr; rtnf. “You
threaten, you coerceP I tallyou, if 1
live wvm"hmm 1 never

1 throat "

“You 1 shook and choked

him, *“You shall ner or die!"
And haviog shaken him iwice orthrice,
1 flung him from me to the ground.

Even as he fell I hoard a pieroing
scream, and turned to see Valerie.
She, too, had come to meet him!

““You have killed him!"" she shrieked,
“You have killed him!"

She fell on her knees beside him.
He did not move, She callod his name
over and over in Etlouul entreaty. Hut
he Iny dumb, with his white face and

lden curls upturned to the night.

And still she shricked that I had
killed him.

1 leaned over him and listened. *He
is not dead," T sald wenrily; **he has
cul his head on a stone in falling.”

I wondered then in & dazed way if
she could really hate me, supposin
1 had killod him—for hor sake? 1 left
her obafing his hands and moaning
over him. [ hastencd back to carry
him u

Vaulerie's mother listened in bewilder-
ment to my Incoherent story. Valerie
still moaned and sobbed above him in
the drawing-room, where he lay—
d in%. 1 mﬁ no regret that he should
dfu; ut my heart ached dosperately
for her.

I wanted to speak to her, ere I
should go away for ever.

“Valerie, Valerio! It was for your
suke! Forgive me, Valerie. If you
knew all, you would forgive me!”’

She heeded me at lnst.  Sho lifted a
white m‘pwnchful face:

“GGo!'" she said in a hollow voice.
*Go! You have killed him!"'

The look of her eyes drove me from
the room; I was numb; I was cold from
hoad to foot; 1 went mechanicslly at
her bidding. As I crossed the threshold,
roing out for ever, 1 hewrd her full
h\-'.u"l‘ly to the Hoor beside him.

I fled through the night, driven by
the awful look in her eyes. 1 wonld
have died for her—she could hate me
now,

- L] - - - .

I see, at times, her haunting face.
And yet, if she be dead, it seems to me
that she must understaud; that she will
welcowe me, moreover, soon, soon,
when 1 go henee to search for Lierl

A DRAMATIC STORY,

Every morning about 11 o'clock for
the past three years a woman, elosel
veiled and clad in sevorest biack, glid-
ed like a half-invisible figure through a
little private door hidden in the walls
of the Church of the Madeleine, and
which intreduced the living who visi-
ted the dead into the somber crypts of
the holy basilica

Punctunl as if it was a mesoting of
honor or love, this shadow, so familiar
to the old sexton who guards the keys
of the sanctuary whoere the coflins are
waiting (as if at a traveling station for
the mysterious train to eternity),
passed through with a noiscless and
rapid step. This door is unknown to
the majority of the faithful, and is ac-
cessible only to the initinted. Itis
closed to the indifference of strangers,
It is sacrod to those who mourn their
doad. How many pious mourncrs,
with tearful eyes and prayerful lips,
und hearts filled with hope of moeeting
the dear departed in a brighter aond
bettor world, have passed through that
wortal of sorrow! As you enter, leav-
ing behind {ou the busy, crowded
street, with its surging tf;mmn and
i‘nslliug vehicles, the little passage

eading to tho crypts of the dead toras
to the left, near the main altar. ‘I'he
number of these subterrancan giests
varies; somotimes more, somelimes
less, mocording to the npumber of
branches detached from the parish
tree, and whose lnst resting-place is
not as yet prepared.  All the dead do
not pass on at the same pree, though
the old ballad says they do. The vaults
prepared for some of those dear de-
purted oftentimes require as much time
in building as a palues hotel. Some
are waiting to be trunsiated to the old
spot of their childhood or to friends
now far away. And, again, the love of
a father or mother, husband or wife,
braother or sister, often seoks to retain
the coflin as long as possible, as it in
committing it to the Lus-am of the carth
the dead are a second time torn from
their tenderness and love,

This elegant womun, veiled and olad
in black, that glides through the door
of the Madeleine every morning, is a
mother.

A mother who lost her only danghter
ere she had attained her 20th yoar, and
who was bardly ever out of that
mother's sight till death tore her rude-
ly away.

How old was that mother who seem-
ed now only to live for the dead? Those
who saw her ecould not guess. Her
mien was simple, but involuntarily re-
tiring. Her llﬂ'|]) was light, and her
carringe easy aod graceful, even amid

the vity of her daily pilgrimage.
She descended with Iamiunr?l:iu the
dark and narrow stairway that K;d to

the corridor opening ingo the chamber
of the dead, half lit-up with s few
straggling rays of lightt There she
slopped at least an hour—sometimes

A priedieu was awaiting her.  She
knelt on it, lm:dprayud and wept and
wept and prayed before a little chapel,
the only luminous point amid the dl:-k
surroundings. From time to time she
would interrupt her devotions to ar-
range or rearrange the lowers on the
little sltar or renew the bouquets and
fuded crowns and the vases sdorned
with their white symbols,

On s white bed, resting on four
square columns, in the style of the beds
of the sixteenth century, covered with
white drapories, embroidered with sil-
ver, reposed a colling which was also
draped in white. At the four corners
of the bed were four Inrge silver ean-
delsbra, and white lowers in bouquets,
crowns, pots everywhere on the bed—
at its foot and around it. There re-
posed the remains of that lovely virgin,
torn from a mother's tendorness, and
thers that mother came to visit her
child, aud in this asylum of the dead Lo
bathe her soul in the joys of living over
again with her child the happinoas of
former days.

Uno day this week, this lady clad in
bluok falled to pay her morning visit to
the dend, and the old sexton muttered
ns he stumbled by:  *What must have
Lnppened to her? This is the firss time
in threo yenrs thut she has not spent
the morning with ber daughter. Bhe
must be and nuz sick, indeed.”
And he muttered his uncasiness and
forebodings to the servanis of the
church,

Boon the remor spreads that s ghast-
ly murder has been commit All
vicinity Is stirred and soon all Paris
It moved. A woman has been found
with her throat cut, dead in her bed in
the Rue de Beize!
The pame of the vietim is on
u;‘:. It is that of the mourning mother,
who that day for the first time failed to
come to Wc hor daughter's cof~

| \wo—and often three.

er continued.

will bo on their
tory of Pllly. and
ter will be separal 5
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TAKING PICTURES,

Mintaters, Doetors, Naval Officers, amd
Touriala na A 1 h &

It s not unnsusl nowadays lo: n
visitor to the country to see' hall
# doren cameras surrounding a
pleturesque or historieal spot, and 4 I
common indeed, while sitting toward
nightfall on the hotel verands, to see
many of the guests walk wearily in,
earrying the tripod, oamara, and plate-
box that go to make up the amateur
photographer's outfit.  The amatour
photography eraze has sproad all over
the United States, and has oven flowd
over on the West Indin Islands and
into south Ameriea. The manufacture
of amatour photographors’s outlits has
bocomuo a business in itsoll, and is duaily
inereasing in magnitude.

Three or four years ago amateur
shotographers were almost as rare ns
lllm:k swuns, but now thoy are nearly
us abundant as sparrows. At that
time amntours had to have almost as
much chemioals and paraphornalia as
tho professional.  The ecumbersomo
silverbath, in which the solution had to
be just so or the plates would come out
cloudy, tie developer, which had to be
made from half a llt!l.'L'lI chemicals, and
u dozen otber things which wore neces-

sary to  takin pllutugmllhs, were
enough to frighten out almost sny
novice.

A pow process appeared. It did
away with the silver bath and many
other things. It was called the dry-
plate process. All that the amateur
needed was to buy the plates,which
wore already prepared, slap them in-
to the eamera, and make the exposure.
The developer came in bottles with
directions for its use. Anybody with
ordinary intelligence could take photo-
graphs.  Of course the photographs
might not be very good, but still -ama-
teurs could take them.

There was a general rush to buy

hotographie outfits, but, as cameras,
rcmu-u. and stands were very large and
vxpensive, only the rich could indulge
in them. Besides, they were too cum-
bersome to carry around, and as tour-
ists made up tho large part of the
amateurs there came a demand for
lighs and cheap appuratus,

Now amateur outtits can be bought
at almost doy price. A very respecia-
ble outlit, consisting of view camera,
with single lense, for making & by 8
inch pictures, adouble dry-plate holder,
a foldiog tripod and earrying case, a
dozen dry-plates, a bottle of developer,
sensitined paper, aund a printing {rame
costs $16. A similar outlit, only with
the cumera of 4 smaller sizo, costs $10.
Either portraits or views can be taken
with them.

One of the Inrgost dealors in amateur
phutographers’ outlits, whose  store-
rooms in Fulton street hold eameras,
lenses, tripods, and plul..eu of every sive
uud kind, says that it is with diticulty
thut he can promptly fill his muny
orders.

»Almost everybody who goes into
the country, nowadays,' ‘he sald,
‘‘wants to take photographie apparatus
along. They like to take pictures of
the pisces that they visit, so that they
can show them to their friends when
they return home, You have no idea

e rivalry that exists between some
of these amatours. T'hey not only
want to have the best pictures, but the
mos.. They can take a lot, too. One
of the advantages of dry plates is that
you needn’t develop them for months.
ou see the view r{uu waat to photo-
graph, plant your t
and put in your dry plate. After the
exposire, you Pul. the plate into your
earrying-box. It may be developed
just as well three months later as the
next day. I'll tell you privately that a
large mujority just bring the plates
home, and then get some photographer
to develop them and print the photo-
gra ihis.

*Tourists are not the only amsteurs
who dubblo in photography. 'There are
miuisters, doctors, naval officers, sol-
diers, sud persons in almost every pro-
fession. There are lady amateurs, wo.
Engineer Heury, of the City of Augus-
ta, and the engineer of the Tallshasse
bave been making photographs for

F years. There is a Catholic priest in

this city who is an artist. 1 could give
you the names of & dozen ministers in
towns and villages within a radios of
fifty miles of this city who are amateur

photographers, snd not bad ones,
either,

I have noticed one thing," the deal-
“In almost every in-
stance, as the amateur gets more in-
terested, he buys more expensive ap-
paratus. He begins with a cheap out-
fit, but it is not long before the desire
to get the better of friends induces
him to buy first & better camera and
lenses and then other things. Our
orders are from all over the country.
This weck we have sent outfits to Flor-
ida, California, Ohio, and other far-
away states. Not long we sent a
lot of apparatus to I'rinidad. We have
uh:lxnl. :g Cuba anddﬂol;lhh America.
ough a good deal of photograph-

ing is dmfa in winter, it ls nul.hlngr Ifku
what is done In warmer wenther. There
nre some who have a passion for winter
scenes, and often on the coldest days
you may find them taking piotures of
snow-covered Lrees and frozen streama.
There have been more winter views
taken of places in Central park than
would fill a dozen gglleries. I don't
think this eraze for photographing by
amateurs has hurt the business of the
rofessional photographers much, It

ns brought down the prices of the
rlnm and chemicals, so the pro-
ession have profited.

*‘Amateur outlits cost anywhere from
810 to $200. I have seen as sharp and
clean m picture made with s $16 outfit
as any person could dosire. ‘The dry
plates are sold in packsges containing
& dozen each. They cost from 45 cents
s dozen up, dlpondl:’g on the size.
They aro ol giass coated with seusitized

the exposure and

evelopment the plate mes 8

‘negutive,’ from which ns many photo-

Tph' mny be printed as one wants."
ew York Sun,
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In roviewing a humons work by
Dr. Rolleston of the British Museus,

whose early death was thought to be’

puuy::- to sh:lla:ﬁ demands made
U] ment y
!.I!':.Lanul ralates the hﬂowlnm

il you
‘;ou would show me over the muse—"'
‘You have found n spure half
ted Rolleston; *for God's
vo it to me; 1 have been
m ‘.,.l L1}

pod, got the focus,’

m.‘-ih »

g‘l'ho ing w“ﬂﬁﬂ I;I- different
shio very groatly, & corre
upun.d::, of gu (-‘lu'ﬂnull

1 have boen to Albany, and I
found that the customs ware peculiar,
#o far as concern some of the things

nt to buy.
Y e PO,

o town has a "
borrowed direotly Europe. Bhe
has hor market in hor principal streot,
and it is moro singular than the famous
corni-beef-markot In the main street of
ol Nantucket. State streot in Albany
is oxcoodingly wide. You could d
Cincinoati's widost streat into I, an
then have room to drive around it
This broad thoroughfare in Albany la
considered the hotlest spot in the state
in midsummer, beeause the sun bns
full play on_it, but in winter it often
becomes a glacier almost impossible to
mount, Every day in the weok the
farmers from miles around drive to
State stroet, and thero arrango their
wagons side by side until they form
two nlmost solid lines reaching from
Pearl to Eagle street. A horse and
wiigon cover twonty foet of ground;
ot nfter the two lines are formed there
s room for the two contral horse tracks
betwoen the lines, and for oarriagos to
move in either direction on the sides of
the stroet.

At the same time that tho farmors
comoe the retail grocers, butchers,
boarding-house keepers and the house-
holders generally flock around the
wagons, until the scene puzzles a
stranger, for it looks as though s mob
had taken possossion of the stroct
Everything produced on a farm is to
be found in these wagons; in faot, not
only that, but every thing the farmer's
wife can make or her husband can got
hold of to drive a bargain upon is
brought there for sale. Louds of three-
foot hickory logs for rich men's fire-

laces, kindling-wood for all mankind,
Eomn——mndu soap, pure wall-water,
which is a godsend in Albany, home-
knit stockings, cider, apples, beef,
pork, mutton, horses, pounies, dogs,
poultry, dead and alive, chevses, skins,
old woman's medicines and herbs, and
no end of other things. At the same
time, snd at the foot of the long, double
chain of farm wagons, the Albauinns
put up at auction whatover thoy have
that they don't want or are obliged to

art with. The consequonce is s 1ag
air. Strewn upon the cobble-stones
are old bedstedls, mattresscs, stoves,
pots, kottles, pans, carringes, wash-
tubs, bob-sleds, sewing-machines,
shovels, chairs, tables, carpets, cur-
tains, and nearly everything else not
montioned. The cries of the auetion-
eors, tho high-pitched voices of the
shopping women and the hubbub of
general conversation fill the air with a
confusing sound; the people in the
great erowd shift to and fro and come
and go just as they would be scen to
be doin,f aronnd your chief market if
you could lift yourself to the sky and
take a bird's-eye view of the scene;
and over all the tumult and the mob
the farmer's wives and daughters sit in
the wagon knitting and looking on
complacently like gypsy quoons at a
fair, or, better yot, like their distant
relatives at home in the muarket-places
in Hollund.

The Planchette,

Thero ure some indications that the
myaterious little planchetto board, like
roller skating, is coming into fashion
agnin. No adeguoate explanation of it
has ever been received. though man
have been offered. The construction {s
as you see, o plain, beart shaped cedar
board fixed upon two metal logs, to
which are adjrsted wheels that move
ensily and Iighl]{ in all directions. At
the point of the heart & holo is made,
and a sort of round caso is fixed to
hold an ordinary pencil firmly., That
is all there is of it.

Put a pencil at the ﬂolm. as
put two hands upon the board,
also sce. After keeping the hands
liﬂﬂy and quietly in their places s few
minutes, planchette will often begin to
write. It usunlly scribbbles out yes
and no, and senseless gabble of one
sort or another, to which no import-
ance must bo attached. It is claimed
pooili\-nlf. however, that the board has
written Intelligent aoswers to ques-
tions, which those holding their hands
upon it could not ibly be aware of,
It may be. But, before believing this
is true, ask some questions and see for
yoursell. It is one of those cases in
which the word of no second person
must be tuken. Above all, do not have
auy superstitions about the thm{; tak-
ing for granted that the writing is done
by spirits.

Planchette is merely a puzzle, to be
investigated as any other scientific sub-
ject would be, on the same sort of evi-
dence, and weighed by the same judg-
ment. Don't admit the element of
bhumbug and witcheraft and nonsense
and luloenuuou into your soul. Thuos
you will not be likely to lose your head,
even when amusing yourself with -
chette. It is a fascinating study in
r-yaholn ical sclence, nothing more.

t may that there are powers nnd
foroes in the human organization that
bave hitherto been undeveloped in all
but a fow exceptional cases, It may

that we are on the verge of somo
marvelousdiscoveriesin mental science.
Bo muech it is safe to admit,

The board writes best in the position
shown, with two hands, a right and
leit, upon it. What does the writing
nobody knows. The best authorities
have coacluded that it is done uncon-
sciously by the person whose hunds are
upon the board. A mervous fluid is
sup, to pass from the hands and
form a current that moves the board.
The explanation at best is & lame ope.
But this much ia certain: Planchette
writing as an eutortginment can do no
barm as long as the experimenter dovs
not let go his common sense and put s
superstitious faith in its revelations. —
Utica Ubserver.

The Velled Mystery.

There is & woman in the Treasury
who has attracted much attention on
account of the myster
her. Slhe has been in the department
for years, not less than ten—and
though she is marked by everybody, I
have gover met noybody who has seen
her face. It Is the talk of the clerks
brought most in contact with her. Bhe
Il'-ﬁ‘numm of magniticent presonce, a
tall, live fi and one tho most
perlect formg I have cver seen. Her
Appearance is that of a woman who
might posscss remarkable benuty, but
she always Las her fuce onveloped in a
thiek 1eil.  In the o or out, at
mork or walking through the halls, the
voll Is never removed, sud the efforts
of the inqylsitive fullow elerks to pesp
under it ‘are vain. Many s tible
!u-g men, struck by her fine tigure,

you soe,
as you

ve nod their step to outeh up

Fith ber lu the halls, only to find her
face from sight No onv can tell
wl she is "'ﬁ""ﬁ' but she is
Ve 1ot cohensiing. b t'uu.;{.h.ll“
oealing r not

known. WMH‘.’ like the **Vuiled
" uhe sueks to hide s vision of

or whethor ahe hus some other

reason, is u mere matter of conjecture.

surrounding

Bl Pt Chial & Ay s, AU o

g
conslderably amused at a
dont which occurred at the 7th avenue
crossing. A tall, clorical-looking gen-
tloman, with s book under his arm,
-Wpd on the ear, walked ln, and de-
posited his nickel In the fare box and

off again.
.u'mm:e‘: money,'" A
fat man, with a markot basket. *I'll

bet lio's cheated the company out of &
fare somotimo an’ it's boen prayin' on
his mind.

“Guess he forgot momething," gig-

lod a giddy college girl with & sugar-
En! hat to a slim yonng man with big
ears who sat by her side.

“A clear oaso of absent-mindedness,"
romarked an old .‘!lhyulninn. “Aftor
that man has walked & hall-square he
will recollect that e started home, and
then he will want some ono to kick
him eclear down to the Oth street
brid The othor day, going home
on the oar, 1 saw an nmusing oaso of
absent- mindedness.” A Indy rosiding
on Arch street, and yery well knowa
in Alleghany, was on the car. The
driver knew her and stopped the car st
the Arch stroot omul:g. Just ns she
was leaving the car she turned and
sald, very politely: 1 wi lr:ru all

evening." An audible smile went
around the car after she got off. There
wasn't another person on the car who
knew hor besides myself, and I am not
acquainted with her, I happen to
know, however, that she is absent
minded, and I suppose she pever
thought but that she was leaving the
home of a friend or something the
sort.

*The worst case of absent-minded-
ness I know of, however," he contin-
ued, *'is that of one of the professors of
a woll-known educational institution
On Palo Alto streot there are a number
of houses which look considerably like
a number of others on Montoroy street,
The two streets run parallel only a
block apart. A number of students
have rooms in the Montervy street
houses, and the professor has u habit
of dmpplnﬁ in to see the students
evenings without announcing himsell.
People on Palo Alto strect one night
were gmntlly oxcited by a series of
feminine shrieks, and s minute or two
after saw a tall man with his haie
standing straight up dart out of the
front door with u look of terror on his
face and take a rapid gait for Jackson
street. It was sometime before the
nelghborhood quieted down. The
story leaked out, however. The young
Indy, daughter of the householil, not
feeling very well, had retired quite
early and had left her bedroom door
open into the hall. Tho outside door,
on acocount of the warmth of the night,
had also beon loft opon,  Shortly after
the young ludy had retired she was
surprised to seo a !ouur man walk in-
to her room and without looking
around sit down in a chair near the

rate. Then sho scrcamed lustily, and

or mother and brother came running
up to tho room, The brother caught
the intruder and was just about to deal
summarily with him when he recog-
nized in him tho prolessor. The

man explsinod that ho had just LI':..
ped in to see Mr.———, and, well, the
matter was sottled all right. The
young Indy fainted and the professor
took his leave. He wasn't entirely
cured of his absent-mindedness, how-
ever, for when he went past the hat
rack, instoad of taking his own steep
tile, he carried off the strect hat of the
young lndy which wans hanging there.
The story was hushod up as well as
possible, but it taught the professor to
announce himselt when he entered
other people’s houses nfter that.” .

The Gratorul Dog.

Prof. Bouley, of Paris, gives this ro-
markable instance of memory in ani-
mals: A watehdog, belonging to the
Genoral Omnpibus Company, named
Jupiter, was always spoken of as s
*ferocious’’ animal, its instincts and
habits boing exceptionally savage and
sullen. Only one of the men in the

ard ever ventured within his reach,

he dog one day got a kick from an
omnibus borse which broke its front
leg. ‘The bandage which was aspplied
was too tight, and csused inflamma-
tion, which threatened to turn to gan-
grene. As it was suffering intense
pain it was taken to M. Vatel, a veteri-
nary surgeon, and M. Bonln{ applied
an anmsthetio of ether before it unders
went an operation by M. Vatel. About
a month afterward Bouley had oc-
casion to sccompany M. Vatel to the
omnibus cstablishment at Montrouge,
of which place he waa the veterin
surgeon. The moment Jupiter nw‘ﬂ
Bouley he manifested the most demon-
strative signs of pleasure. All present
woro astonishod when M. Bouley patted
his head, whilo Ihoo})oor dog showed
unmistakable signs of recogunition and
sympathy. M. Bouley remarks that
the singular point in the affuir was the
very short time in which he had been en
rapport with the dog, the application
of the ether being effected in s few
moments. The intensity of the pain at
the time, and the sudden relief, must
have made the deopest impression on
the suffering animal, and we know that
the memory of such impressions is the
most vivid.

“That briel moment," says M. Bou-
loy, “sufliced to tix in the brain of the
dog the impression of my personality,
whuther conveyed by sightor by scent;
apd the association of ideas reproduced,
& month afterward, tho fecling of pleas-
ure and of gratitude which had beea
urorinneed on the relief of the severe
%ln by the apmsthetic.'' — Lefsure

our,

—_— - ——

At a recont meeting of tho Philadel-
phis College of Physlcians thers was
exhibited a collection of dried snnke
polsons. They were contalned in s
score or more of small glass bottles,
and were the venoms secured from rat.
tlesnakes, moccusing, copporheads, oo-
bras, daboriss and other varioties, and
are to-day as virulent polsons s when
first drawn from the fangs of the living
reptiles. Colored drawings were also
shown representing the action of these
desdly fluids on the systems ol’p?onl.
An exhibition was lfm given the
sphygmograph, or pulse-writer, the
arm of a colored walter being utllized,
The delicate instrument faithtully re-'
corded the pulsations of the subject on
8 smwoke-blackened sheet of mica, y

—

An invitation to dinner

the
middle-upper classes of J freqiient
Iy mmuP:u about as Im:v‘m -'II.“.P‘

ool
disclosed

lina Adelinn Cunnin
Moffut, daughter of

Iaw courta recently.
ford had, it seems, employed the wifo
of s foreman Ina manufactory thore
to asslst him in concocting his sormons,
promising  to “‘rememver her" in his
"'lll.r by way of remuncration. He, how-
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clalm of
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vicar
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Remarkable Dreams.

Prol. Prootor, of aatronomionl fume,
Pittaburg D oh, rolatod

m Presidont Linooln,
t mtlng which le
those around him with a
“(entlomon, somo-

' when the president
don't know, but it will
happon, and shortly, too." ate
torn nskod: “Have you re-
any information, sir, not yot
to usP" “No," answored the
president, “but I have had a dream,
snd I have now had the same droam
three times—once on the night pre
ooding Buall Run, once on the ovening

ing another battle, and thia last
night'' “Might ono sk tho nature
of this dream, sir?"' Mr, Lincoln, who
sat with his obin upon his broast, re-
plied: “Well, I am on a great. brond
rolling river, and I am in & boat, and
drift and 1 drift—but this is not busi-
ness, gentlomon (as Sceretary Stanton
onternd); lot us lprmoml to business,.'
President Lincoln was shot down by
Booth the same night.

On the night previous to the attack
of the French genoral, Massenn, on
Lord Waollington's ition om the
Siorra de Barracotte, the troops of the
Iatter had lain down to sleep. ‘I'ho
colone! who had commmand of the Con-
naught rangera had not slept long be-
fore he sturted up in great alarm, and
to an offiner near him, said: *“Don, I
have hnd 8 most extrnordinary dream,
such as I had once beforo the night
previous to an expected battle. De-
pend upon it, we shall be nttacked, und
that very soon."" The officer spoken to
mado a hasty tour, and reported all
quiet, and the colonol went to sleop
again. In less than an hour he was up
I_Flll. and gave an alarm junt na the
French columns were climbing the
hills in front of their positions.

Fredorick 11., king of Prussia, on the
16th of August, 1769, dreamed that a
star foll from heaven and oceasionud
such an extraordinary brightness thiat
he could hardly find his way through
it. It was noted that on that day Nu-
poleon, who 1 Russin s0 much
trouble, was born. Plato, on tho day
before his death, dreamed that he ap-
peared to himsell.

United States Senator Linn some
yoars ago was saved from death by »
strange warning his wile receivel.
Bhe was at an evening party at Wash-
ington, while her husband remained at
home, not feeling well. In the. midse
of hor enjoyment sho was overcomo by
a feeling that her husband's life was in
dangor, and hurried home. Sho was
Lun n time to save him from beinyg

urnod to death, the bed curtuins hav-
ing caught fire from a lamp by which
he had boen reading when sloop over-
took him.

Thore is no searcity of incidents of
this charncter, but wf;m. o they prove?
M they wero direct to the point wnd
cloar in oxpression thera would bo no
trouble in believing they were bonne
fide commuunications, but there is an
inexnctness about them that renders
them entirely unrelinble. If your house
is going to be burned, some of vour
friends die, or your team run ofl, would
it not be just as easy to dream it in so
many words as to dream of a bluck
oat, getting your clothes muddy, or
fulling down-stairs?

Remarkable Christlan Namoes,

One of the clerks in the Genoral
Ragister Office, Somerset Houss, kept
by him for years n memornndum-hook
in whieh he carefully notod the cxtra-
ordinary names given at times by par-
ents to their children. Without (his
cortified evidences by an oflicial one
might always be inclined to doubt the
genuineness of some of them. But they
are all real enough, as the documoents
in the office show. Hore are u few
specimens:

Diewell SBykes, father a weaver.

Loyal Thomas Inkpon, fnther a

er.

Patience Dinner, wife of & busband-
man.

Zaphnothpaaneah Drayson, a cooper.

Thankful Joy. His wife's niwe be-
fore he married her was Payne,

Acts Apostles Tong, witness ton
marriage.

Albertens Regina Vietorin, daughter
of a comb-muker, born on Thursday.

Banspareil Scamp, daughter of J{:Im

‘ﬂcamp. a tinker,

Firat Son Jones, son of a luborer.

Fergus O'Connor Frost O'Brien Me-
Donnell Hunt Taylor, son of & shoe-
maker.

John Frost Feargus Brontorre Puine
Bmith, son of & printer.

Tuarnerica Henriea Urica Do Gloria
De Lavinia Rebecea Tuiner, duughter
of & book-keeper.

Jane Btickolorum, wife of a wenver.

Hostilina Iphigenia Maria Hypsibile
Wade, daughter of a carpenter,

" Prince Albert Daniel Gumon, son of
a Inborer.
Zelousiania Chafer.

Matlida French Onion, a spinstor.
~ Jamea Death, n butcher.
Bamson Catchasides Kitchen.
Happy George Dadd, son of s black-

smith.

Willlam Teatottle Cross, son of a

methanio.

Primus Community Fliteroft, son of
a bricklayer, born at Quecnwood Cow-

munity.

Martin Luther Spooner, son of a
maltater,

Goin Teal, & cooper.

Hurbert Pay Day, an engincer, mar-

ried 1848,

Isabells Wilhelmina Jacobina Curo-
ham  Camplell
urmer,

How Sermons Are Made,
Bome curious revelations as to the

rocess by which sormons are manu- %

tured were given in a case in the
A vicar at Dept-

one, anid her

KL TR
) y enforceable, though,

inflicted two sermons nssun-

on his con tion, the amount

Dot excessive for the work done.

had to seleot the subjoots and
‘“‘out of five fumlil

g

and then
“Eg diffurgnt suthors, she col-

abtes, reforences, and nuthor-

pardon for thus Insulting in- and sot them Inorder.” ‘The
ging your company at my. todln-" m« excallent, and for the Incroased
per, ‘tho house i U and Iprovement in setmons is to be high-
dirty. Our habits are rude n‘m Iy ogmnionded to the wives of clorgy-
mey not get any fit 10 eat; and w “and othors."'— Lo
z:tlbap.ummwll. .: : i 2
of Decomber't’ '~ .-:ml a. the | . Vhe sew -lzﬁnu__ o ote for tol

. £ 4 or
In Srrinpemans o oo Loy e ey 8 Ewm'd g i ol sl

) as at first a A
g u::hE. I'he bill olhr.: m t:: present o'x.ol“wu n:: lE.ulinpp:;;.iwu‘t;
market can alford, All the self-humil. | the new luw ulr:ldd‘lﬂ s "":ug n
intlon of the bost is the method adopt- | obarged for, and the ml::nwd“
«d to do you bonor. Instead of twenty worda y

L 4




