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| Miss Serle, despi « her slight flippancy 

A small, low-ceiling room, with black 

cak pavels: an old-fashioned fi eplace, 

big as the room was smill. in which a fire 

ot logs was cracking merrily: around the 

fire half a doz 'n people are seated, discus- 

sing the uncanny. 
I believe that 1 was the the 

conversation on its d ‘vious Jsurney toward 
first to start 

the supernatural. by a passing refer- 

ence to Omar Khayyan. I instinced 

Fitzgerald's translation of th: poet's 
“Rubalyat” as the only piece ot literature 

I knew in which no single line ought to 

have been written otherwise. They clung 

to the subject, aroused mv enthusiasm, snd 

finally made me read tre whole hundred 

and one verses aloud. 

From Persia, we were led, easy and 

naturally, to the Kast in general, and 

thence to India in particular. 1 eulogizd 

India mn a way that provoked Capt.ia (nb- 

gon, lutely arrived from tbat country on 

furlough. 
neither pluc k or endurance, I brought for- 

ward the fakirs, ot course, and demanded 

if any Western nowadays had either the 

same power of endurance or an €qaal | 

capacity for turning bodily sufferings to 

mental and spiritual advantage, 

“You refer to their Maskelyne and 

Cooke periormances?" he 

“Making a rope stand rigid in the air, 

climbing up 1t and periorming murder at 

its summit? Pure bumbug You 
siow that game was shown up not long 

ago?’ 

«] know that some one took a camera 

with Lim to one oft these performances, | 

‘shot’ the rope standing upright in the air, 

with the man and boy on 1t, and found 

none of these things in his 

Well? It one believes the story, what 
does it prove? You 

that every eye present, except the cam:ra’s, | 
kill the boy and | saw the man ascend, 

throw him dcwn.” 
But Miss Serle, who was seated on the 

opposite side of the fireplace, and who bad 

s-emed curiously interested in the 

away on a fresh scent. 

«“T had not keard of the camera experi- 

ment before,” she said to me: it is inter- 

esting.” 

“Yes? I prompted gently. 
“Only that photography would seem to 

be the uucanniest thing inthe world. You 

tell us of a camera that refused to see what 

was there ; 1 could tell you of one that saw 

what was not there. Dut it is not a pleas- 

ant story. My friend Lady A. asked me 

to accompany her to tte photographer's | 

one day. We went; the photograph was 

taken, and the printed copies were to be | 

forewarded to her at the end ot the week. 

They did not arrive cither on Friday or 

Saturday, so Lady A., who was particular- 

Jy anxious 10 have them as soon 
ble. suggested that we should drive over 

and tetch ttem on the Monday. The pboto- 

grapher loc ked scared when we appeared, 

and more scared when my friend mentioned 

the photos. 

one single ccpy, and that nothing in heaven 

or ¢arth would induce him either to print a | 

second or show Lady A. the first. A woman | 
is ¢ffirmed by some people to be neither 

oft heaven or caith, so, perhaps, this &c- | 

counted for the fact that the photographer 
was finally defeated, and forced to exhibit 

the solitary offspring ot his negative. It 

was brought and laid on the table of the 

room Lady A. looked, screamed and 

fainted. I looked, and, not being in the 
habit of tainting, I cortinued to look, with 

a horror outot all proportion to its cause. 

What I saw was simply tLis: Lady A, in 

conformity with a detestabl: fasbion, bad 

been taken in evening dress, and in the | 

photograph before me there was a slender | 
twined about her neck, fold | green snake 

on fold ; the head, a livid purple, was drawn 

back, as if to strike just where the dress 

came to a point at the bosom. 
1 took the photograph, placed it on the | 

fire, lace downwards, saw it burn to ashes, || 

then turned to the man, who was doing his 

best to revive Lady A. 

«+ ¢[{ave you any explanation to offer?’ 

I asked. 
++ +None whatever,’ he replied ; ‘though 

it is not the first time this kind ot thing has 

happened within my own experience, and 

other photographers have told me the same 
Generally it is a dagger, dripping blood, 

that comes out ot the center of the fore- 

head : but never have l seen anything to 

equal that snake. Do you know anything 

of Lady A.’s history?" he asked, abruptly. 

«I did not know much and what little I 

did know 1 bad ro intention ¢f communicat- 

ing to the ptct rapher—even in camera, 

so to speak. lic went on to say that there 

was certain to have been some tragedy in 

her past, or in that of her parent.” 
vAnd is there a finish to the story? | 

chimed in some one, seeing Miss S rie 

stop. ‘Yes, a very curious finish, Lady 

A. was sufficiently recuvered, in the course 

of halt an hour or so, to reach the carriage 

with yoy help ; on the wiy home she insisted 

on telling me something, although she 

trembled so at the recital that I wished to 

prevent it. Her fsther, it scemed, in ad- 

dition to being a peer of the realm, was a 

naturalist, a misanthrope, and three pa.ts 

a madman; hs had an active liking for 

snakes, and an equally active disfrust of 

his wife, Lady A's mother, who happened 

to he guilty of t*e double crime of beauty 

and a tondness for congenial society. Then 

some man appeared on the scene ; whether 

he and the wite were to blame I don’t know 

but the busband thought so. Late one 

evening Lady A., who was nine years old 

at the time, awoke from a nightmare, and 

was so frightened that she rushed down in- 

to the drawing room : she stopped abruptly 

soon after crossing the threshold, for on a 

sofa lay her mother, motionless, her eyes 

staring upward in awiul agony ; about her 

neck was a lithe green snake, coiling and 

uncoiling itself, bent upon deriving, before 

it struck, the utmost amount of amusement 

from playing with its victim. The husband 

was standing in the middle of the floor, sur- 

veying the scene with an air of fiendish 

satistaction. And I think that is about all ; 

except that the snake, soon after Lady A. 

entered, drew back its head for the last 

time and struck home. The father killed 

himselt the same night.” 
We sat there looking into the fire. No 

one spoke. The story we had just heard 

seemed somehow final; there was nothing 
further to be said. 

Captain Gibson was the first to break tte 
pause, with a satirical little laugh. Gibson 
as we knew him, would rather have died 

than confess to a belief in anything; his 

laughter, therefore, was to be expected. 

He urged that the Hindu bad | 

responded. | 

know | 

negative. | 

still have the tact | 

last | 

part of our discussion, carried us both | 

as P )§81- | 

Ie .said that be bad printed | 

in narrating the story, flushed. Then she 

| looked him straight between the eyes. 

«You do not believe me ?” she demand- 

| ed. *Pardon me, I believe that you and 

' Lady A. imagined you saw it.” 

| +] wonder it any ot you know that there 

| 18 a ghost under this very root,” our host 

| observed. *'l1 have b.en assured most 

| positively that I am the happy possessor of 

a haunted house of the first order.” 

| «*What does ‘of the first order’ mean P” 

| I asked. 
| +Haunted by a phantom that is invisibly 

| horrible. The visibly horrible bas been 

| overdone and is commonplace, but this is 

| terror which creeps all about you, and 

touches you otherwise than through your 

senses, and whispers inaudible tragedies 

in vour ears.” 
Our host's manner was light, as though 

| the whole matter were an exellent j st to 

| him ; but that was his way. 1 hid known 

| him speak just so of heavy personal fzel- 

| Ings. 
«And where isit located?” wis the 

| question. **And do you believe in it?" 

“In the room immediately above us. 

| As to believing init, I know that I once 

spent an experimental night there, and 

| that I am not eager for a repetition of the 

experience. Before morning dawned 

| 1 would have given all 1 was worth to se 

something, however ghastly, by way of re- 

lief.” 

+ L~gend attached?” put in Gibson, 

airly. 
| ‘Yes. I will not repeatit, because you 

| can find it all in the last novel that has ac- 

| quired a vogue. You re member the story 

ot a certain Bishop's daughter and a bar- 

oret whom she thought the type of man- 

hoed ? Aleo some not very pleasant de- 

tails of her subsequent death? It was jast 

| that story over again. The girl died in 

| the room above us, from the most awful 

| disease known to bumanity.’ 

Th: men present, with the exception of 

| Gibson, were sobered : some of us had 

cursed alcud on reading ot that worthy 

| baronet and the path of chivalry te had 

| pursued. 

«The account is overstraised, and 

muddy reading at the best,” (Gibson re- 

| marked. It touched him on a tender 

point. 
«Possibly ; this happened a hurdred 

years ago, you see, when we were less 

highly civilized,” responded our host. 

There was a perceptiole sharpness in bis 

| voice, a ring of bitter sarcasm. In a 

moment, however, he was himself again, 

and he hastened to lead the conversation 

| into more palatable waters. The entree 

| had been given to ghost storize. great acd 

small, and they followed each other in 

rapid succession, natil an unreasonably 

late hour. 
Three days later, Framley, a new guest, 

arrived, with a mania for photography. He 

photographed everything that he could in- 

duce to keep still, and finally suggested 

that we should form a group in front of 

the house. After threa attempts he pro- 

nounced himselt satisfi:d, and went in- 

doors to develop his negative among toe 

| imps of darkness. The next day he 

| brought us the printed result; he seemed 

| agitated, and, fearing that he had, by some 

| unlucky accident, spoiled the effect of 

vithe finest light of his hfe,” we crowded 

round it, prepared with sympathy, Fram: 

ley, however, ceaced to occupy our atten- 

tion in a very brief space ot time. 

The window ot the haunted room was 

just above us as we sat on the lawn, and 

in the photograph it was tenanted. A 

figure such as wrung tears from the eyes 

stood there—a figure possessed of that 

shadow of beauty gone which touches tie 

very heart cf pathos. Yes, Framley had 

| contrived to photograph in colors —em- 

phatically. The blotches on the face were 

peculiarly in evidence. 
«Nonsense |" cried Gibson. No one 

had spoken, but his remark seemed ap- 

propriate. ‘The color business I don't 

| pretend to explain; a recent invention, 

yzobably.” 

| © + know nothing of it,” put in Framley. 

«1 tell you,” the other exclaimed excit- 

edly, **the thing is preposterous; some 

chance grouping ot lights and shadows, 

some refiection of the glass.” 

Our host interrupuped him. “It is 

worth our while to look into this,” he said. 

“Frameley shall photograph the house 

front only ; we will give glass no human 

face to reflect.” 
Framley did so as soon as there was a 

favorable light. He looked postively sick 

as he brought the photograph to us. We 

looked, and I believe somebody fainted; I 

was not quite clear myself for a few mo- 

ments as to what was going on. 

I pulled myself together and gave my 

eyes plainly to understand that they would 

have to do their duty. 
The girl was still there, and had found a 

companion. Behind her, leering down 

upon her, was a thing. Run yourj mind 

over all the offspring of original sin 

you have ever come across, and try to pic- 

ture therefrom the figure and countenance 

ot the parent that may give you some 

idea of the figure which clawed at the girl 

in the photograph. 
When I next looked up I saw Gibson 

leaning against the table; he seemed un- 

well. Then he got on his feet, stood to 

his full height and spoke. 
“My God, how true it is! The woman 

and—the representativo of some of us, he 

was not in the first picture—why ? Why, 

you fools ?” he repeated with a vacuous 

laugh. ‘‘Because there were other people 

there. Don't you see, Le so respectable! 

But when the girl 1s alone —a short lite and 

a merry one,” he broke off inconsequent- 

ly—or was it consequently. in higher de- 

gree than the seli-evident P 

When I was in ——' I went to the pri- 

vate asylum there and asked atter Captain 

(x1ibson. 

The doctor informed me that there was 

absolutely no hope of his recovery.—Halli- 

wall Sutcliffe. 

The New Girl In New York. 

One of the better table d’hote restaurants 

up town was nearly filled with diners a few 

evenings ago when a bevy of young women, 

unattended by male escort or chaperon, 

swept into the place. There were six io 

the party, the oldest possibly twenty-eight 

and the youngest about twenty. There 

was no hint ot diffidence in the manner of 

the leader, and as the manager of the es- 

tablishment came foreward to meet the 

newcomers she anticipated his inquiry by 

a request for a table for the party. The 

manager led the way to the other end of 

the room, where an oblong table was given 

them. With the selection of the first 

cours2 an order was given for a small bot- 

tls ot light wine for each member of the 

party, the choice being equally d.vided be- 

tween Sauternes and St. Jullen. As the 

meal proceeded the cons:rvation of the 

young women became more animated, and 

it was soon apparent from the remarks that 

were occasionally overheard that the young 

woman who acted the part of hostess con- 

templated an early marriage. Iach one 

ot the other young women, proposed a 

toast appropriate to the occasion, and the 
glasses were drained every time. When 

the meal was finished and the ice cream 

had been disposed of, sweet cordials were 

ordered, and the conversation became 

livelier than ever, but it all centred upon 

the hostess. It was the bachelor girl's 

farewell dinner to her intimate friends, and 

although it might be thought by many that 

a public restaurant was hardly the proper 

place tor an affair of this kiad, the young 

women seemed indifferent to their sur- 

roundings, and were apparently insensible 

to the presence of strangers.—N. Y. Sun. 

WONDERFUL SKILL. 

Chinese can do Some Things Trat Puzzle the 

Restof the World, 

A Chicago attorney, wr. I. L. Mills, 

once had occasion to throw out an indict- 

ment which had been returned against a 

Chinese laundry-man upon the charge of 

having assaulted a policeman with intent to 

kill. The evidence proved to be absurd 

an] so the Chinaman got off, very grate- 

ful, of course, to Mr. Mills for his act of 

justice. In pigeon-Knoglish be assured the 

attorney that his kindaess would not be 

forgotten. 

Five or six years after this Mec. Mills 

was visited by a delegation -of wealthy 

Chinese richly dressed in native costume. 

After presenting the Ciffer:nt members of 

the family with various presents—teas, 

tans, silk, etc., in recognition of Mr. 

Mills’s kindness to their countryman, the 

spokesman of the party asked the attorney 

to let him have a cabinet photograph of 

the children ofthe household, which he 

s w on the mantelpiece. It was a group ani 

very good. Mr. Mills thought the re- 
quest a strange one, but under the cir- 
cumstances, he could hardly deny it. 
“By and by you will know wby I want it,” 

said the Chinese gentleman. 
This incident remained a mystery until 

quite recently, when there arrived a parcel 

on that lake, had never known a rougher 

night or a surgier sea. The wind is night 

in their teeth and the waves hammer the 

bow of their fishing smack like iron sledges. 

With ali their sturdy pulls at the oars they 

made but little headway. They were learn- 
ing some lessons that night, and so are 

some of my readers, who are just now 

passing through storms of trouble and en- 

veloped by the darkness of a mysterious 

Providence. They are learning the bless- 

ings of head winds.—T. L. Cuyler. 

A FAVIRITE PRESCRIPTION. 

IT CURE MRS, SOMERVILLE, 

OF BRANTFORD. 
HOW 

Her Case Had Balad Ten Years of Treat- 

ment =The Trouble Brought on by an 

Attack of Typhoid Fever-She is Again 

Enjoying Good Health, 

(From the Brantford Nationalist.) 

That Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills are a 

favorite medicine in Brantford and vicinity 

will be readily borne out by the local 

druggists, and that much suffering has 

been aleviated by the use of this wonder- 

tul healer, is amply shown by the number 

of strong statements in favor of Pink 

Pills from this section. And vet the num- 

ber of c2s2s published is small in com- 

parison with the total number that have 

tound benefit from the use of this great 

blood builder and nerve restorer. Itis 

true that Pink Pills are used in many 
cases to tone up the system, enrich the 
blood and stimulate the nerves where no 
serious illness exists ; but it is equally true 

that in many cases in which they have been 

used, other medicines have failed, and the 

result achieved by Pink Pills may very 
truly be characterized as marvellous. 

Tae editor of the Canadian Nationalist 

came across just such a case recently. 

It is that of Mrs. S. Somerville, a well- 

known and highly respected resident of 
this citv. Mrs. Somerville does not seek 

notoriety. but is willing that a statement 

ot what Pink Pills bave done for her shall 

be made public in the hope that some 

other sufferer may be benefitted thereby. 

«My illness at fist,” said Mrs. Somerville, 

“was a serious attack of typhoid fever. 

Although I recovered from the fever it 

left its effects that have ceused me many 
years of misery. The doctor said that my 
blood had become impregnated with poison 

and that it would take a long time to 

.radieute it. The trouble seemed to have 
ts chief seat in my limbs, which caused 

| years 

irom Hong Kong containing an enlarged | 
water-color reproduction of the photograph, | 
giving the details of expression and color 
with startling fidelity. 
“This is cur present to you,” said the 

{ Chinaman. 
“Bat how was it possible for that artist 

on the other side of the globe to know 
what shade of color to give to the hair and 

eyes of these children whom he never saw?” 
Tne Chinaman replied the art of photo- 

graphy was so thoroughly understood in 
China that it was easy to determine from 

the revelations of the magnifying glass just 
exactly what color and what shade and 

what tint were represented by such aad 

such impressions as the photograph retain- 
ed and exhibited. 

Torture by Water Drops. 

Th torture this inflicts is proven by an 
experience of Sandow, the strong man. 
When he was in Vienna, a school teacher 

| bet him that he would not be able tolet a 
half-litre of water drop down upon his 
hand until the measure was exhausted. A 
half-litre of water is only a little more than 
a pint. Sindow laughed at the very idea 
ot his not being abl: to do this. So a halt- 
litre measure was procured, and a hole 
drilled in the bottom just snffizient to let 
the water escape Crop by drop. Then the 
experiment began. Sandow laughed and 
chatted gaily—at first. The schoolmaster 
kept tap upon the number of drops. At 
about the two hundredth Sandow grew a 
little more serious. Soon an expression of 
pain crossed his face. With the entrance 
into the third hundred his hand began to 
swell and grow red. Then the skin burst. 
The pain grew more and more excruciat- 
ing. Fmally, atthe four hundred and 
twentieth drop, Sandow had to give up and 
acknowledge himself vanquished. His 
hand was sore for several days after. 

The Polite Burglars, 

It is said that even the most gentlemanly 
of our burglars have much to learn from 
Japan in the way of politeness, if one may 
judge by a description of the manners of 
robbers in that country. Three men broke 
into a dyer’'s house while he was away, and 
one of them genly asked the wife how much 
money there was in the place. She 
answered that there was just a little in the 
house. The robber laughed and said :— 
“You are a good old woman, and we 

believe you. It you were poor, we would not 
rob you at all. Now, wa only want some 
money and this,” placing his hand on a fine 
silk dress. 
The old woman replied: “‘All my hus- 

baud’s moifey I can give to yon, but I beg 
you will not teke, tbat for It does uot be- 
long to my husband, and was confiled to 
us only for dyeing. What is ours I can 
give, but I cannot give what belongs to an- 
other.” 

,»That is quite right,” approved the rob- 
ber, and he immediately withdrew with his 
contederates. 

“Say ‘Your Grace’ Boy.” 

This story of the Duke of Hamilton is 
given in The Gentleman's M «2'zmme: “At 
the ‘“‘meet” concluding a hut recently, 
when the Duke hims:lt was present, the 
services of a bright Suffolk youth was re- 
quisitioned to hold his Grace's horse. The 
Duke addressed some kindly remark to the 
boy, who promptly rephed, ‘Yes, sir!” 
“Why don,t you say ‘Your Grace?” in- 
terposed one of the a'tendant bcrsemen. 
“Say ‘Your Grace’ boy!” Whereupon 
the youngster reverently put his bands to- 
gether, and audibly recited the words 
“For what we are about to reczive,” etc. 
Not so bad for silly Suffolk! It need 
scarcely be said that he presently had due 
cause for thankfulness. 

Blessings of Head Winds, 

When Christ directed his disciples to 
cross the Lake of Galilee on a certain night 
he did not give them the control of ths 
weather. He knew that a storm was com- 
ing, but he did not tell them. They found 
it out for themselves before they had gone 
very far, and Peter who was an ‘*old hand" 

ne a good deal of pain. For about ten 
I continued doctoring, not con- 

inually, but at times, and I tried many 

-emedies without permanent results. This 
vent on until th: end of '*3, when I be- 

.ame so much crippled up that I despaired 
t getting relief. ~ 1 had read much of the 

remark ble cures through the use of Dr. 
Willian: © Pink Pills and became interes:- 

ed in hem. One day 1 asked my phy- 
sician 10 [ might try them. He gave bis 

| perm: -ion and [ began using them. Dy 

tha tins the third box was fiaished I found 

mvselt very much improved—in fact, the 
paius had entirely lett me and I was grow- 

ing healthier and more fl:shy. I cotinued 

using the pills until I bad taken six boxes 

more, when 1 felt that I was entirely 
cured, and was enjoying better health than 
I had done for years. [ am satisfiad that 

to Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills I owe my 

recovery, and have implicit confidence in 

their curative power, and shall continue to 
recommend them to other sufferers. ., - 

Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills for Pale Peo- 
le are not a patent medicine, but are a 

ong tried prescription acting upon the 
blood aad nerves. They are of great 

value as a toni during recovery from acute 

diseases, such «3 tevers, etc., buiiding up 

the blood and ~ vstem, preventing the often 

disastrous aftec effects of such troubles. 

Sold by all dealers or sent post paid at 

50 cents a box. or six boxes for $2.50, by 

addressing the Dr. Williams Medicine 
Co., Brockville, Oat. ; Retnse all im- 
itations and substitutes. 

Clearing the Air, 

About every ten years there is a revo'u- 
tion, financial, or political, or topical 

Whatever it is, I have come to look upon 
it as healthful. It looks diflizult to say that 
a financial cataclysm, throwing tens ot 
thousands out of employment and dissipat- 
ing fortunes, is a good thing But these 
catastrophes are the result of defects in the 
legislative or bus'ness machinery. They 
clear the air. Great storms at sea send to 
the bottom many good ships, many admir- 
able sailors, bat they clear the atmosphere, 

they purify it so that the rest of the world 
breathes better and is more healthful. In 
tuture we will have revolutions as acute as 
any that have been. They may overturn 
the existing order ot things. Well, if 

they do overturn it will be because the ex- 

isting order of things has to be disputed 
and overturned to make way for something 
better. —Chauncey Depew. 

Sold Book and Manager. 

A good story is told of one of the can- 
vassers of a leading publishing firm in 
London. He found his way into tke 

parlour of a branch bank, and saw the 
manager, who as soon as he learnt his 
business, ordered him out. Very quistly 
he said : 
“I meet with so many gentiemen 1n the 

course of the week that I can afford to 
meet a snob occasionally,” and took his 
departure. 
Next day he called at the bank again, 

and wished to open an account. He was 
again showa in to the manager, and gave 
very satistactory reasons for opening the 
account, and deposited £270. The 
manager could n it do less thaa apologize 
for his rudeness on the day proceding, and 
ordered a copv of the work, #n expensive 
one, and allowed access to the clarks, 

several of whom did the sam2. Two days 
afterwards every farthing was jdrawn oat. 

How They Do_ia England. 

According to a correspondent of Tit-Bits, 
a certain employee uader the post-office 
wished to insert a nail ia th: wall of his 
department in order to hang his coat and 
hat. The rales in connection with the 
post-offi >e are somawhat singular, and in 
order to obtain this boon permission must 
be asked in writing from the head-quarters 
in London. This the offizial in question 
proceeded to do. Time passed, and noth- 
ing was heard. Ultimately, at the ex- 
piration of one year and eight months, 
word was received sanctioning the insertion 
of the nail. Meanwhile, the employee had 
taken consumption, and died several months 
before.” 

Range. 
For... 

Coal or Wood. 
a 2 Ja 2 

Made in various styles from 

the ordinary family to the 

largest hotel size. 
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Are constructed in the mest substare- 

tial manner and after the most 

approved patterns. 

ARE STRICTLY UP TO DATE IN 

EVERY PARTICULAR. 

It will pay you to investigate the good 

points of these ranges before pur= 

chasing others. 

The McClary Mig. Co. 
It your local dealer does not handle our goods

, write our nearest house. 
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