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NEMESIS.

The stern processional nseen'ls the steep
Of high Olympus, anti tlie kings of song
With caxstlu*» n-»t • the antlphony prolong 

Of those who robe i > s ickcloth R:v! and deep 
l'heir voices who the unefi -uked reniumhranc« 

keep
Of wan leriilg piw.ioi F • irlessly and strong 
pi 1 Shakesp.- ire wail the expense of spirit s 

wrong.
Ar I Burns the woe that poppied pleasures reap. 
Easier for human hearts to bear a pain

l’han to forego the rapture that they miss.
Men m!iy repent, but how can they repent?

Sin's retribution dwells in longings vain: 
Not in remorse, but in the wild regret

And helpless .yearning for disastrous bliss. 
—Thomas W Higginson in Christiau Union.

What I have to sav is n »r fiction, but fact. 
The heroine of my “sli t istory”—and no 
less true than strange—died many years ago. 
Most of her generation have followed her to 
the land, the inhabitants of which may or 
may not revisit ours in visible guise. The 
Lord of the quick and the dead alone knows 
how this may be. There is no reasou why 1 
ghoul«! not put into print what many of her 
contenqioniries heard from her own lips, not 
only at the dateof the mysterious occurrence 
that shadowed her life, but when a half cen­
tury had softened the grisly outlines of the 
horror, and she could contemplate it in per- 
«!>ective, almost with calm less, although never 
without awe.

1. Nancy Barksdale, who write this, was a 
girl of 18 when, at the close of a May day 
fifty years agone, my father’s carriage set 
me down at the door of my dear friend Au 
gusta Deane, in Cartersville, Va. Carters­
ville was then, and may be now, an uninter­
esting village, straggling leisurely along the 
banks of the James river, to which it owed 
its being ami continued life. We had pitied 
Augusta Eilett, the belle of two Richmond 
seasons,, not because she married Frank 
Deane, a promL::: ; \ mug lawyer, but for 
having to live m t ,.t- nm<Ely, tame little town. 
The wedding had taken place in December, 
and this was my first visit to her new abode.

It was a small, white cottage, set back 
about twenty yards from the street, which 
ditrercd in nothing from u country highway, 
except that there were more bouses on and 
imar it. I had just time to observe that the 
Deanes’ cottage was a story and a half high, 
with dormer windows in the roof; that it was 
ivat and newly painted; that the wicket gate 
in the front palings was overarched by a 
bower of honeysuckle, and the front porch 
overrun with a multiflora rose tree, now in 
affluent bloom, when Augusta ran out 
through the open door and down the gravel 
walk to the carriage.

She was a trifle thinner than when 1 had 
last seen her, but animated and joyous, with 
ivivncity that «li l not abate while she attended 
■mi to her own chamber on the first floor, 
pouring out salutations, queries and interjec­
tions in her old frank, impetuous way.
I “You must stay in here with me until 
Frank comes home,” she said, helping me to 
lav aside iny traveling garb. “Ile went to 
lliehmond day before yestonluy and may not 
let back before Saturday.”
I “Your first separation, isn’t iff” asked 1, 
Itru-k with something not quite natural in 
■• r manner.
I “Yes. He was obliged to go <>n business,” 
Lhling tlie last Word as it might be an after- 
■HHUht.
■ Wiiile she spoke she was rearranging some 
■otliing hung in a press to make room for 
Biat 1 had laid off Her hands wavered, aud 
■lie kept her face turned from me.
I Wit h the slight (and insufferable) touch of 
Superior scorn of a fancy-free-as-vet maiden 
lor the sentimental feelings of “young mar- 
lied folks,” 1 feigned to overlook her emo- 
■on. She might pine at heart for the absent 
i)iit<‘, but she did me the justice to be sin- 
fcrely delighted at my coming. I would con- 
lent myself with that for the present, and 
tlerate a weakness peculiar to her position; 
■> I made talk of city news anil the journey, 
»King pains not to ask a question, until' 
Presently she showed me a sunny face that 
•a< tbe prettier and sweeter for the mist, i 
•iiirti was not quite de *v, lingering upon her [ 
raelnshes. We supped en tete-a-tete and sat! 
But on tbe porch until iiedtime watching the 
■i ' ii rise and mount—the crystal white light 
■fl mg back the sha«iows from the wet grass 
■i i riPboulike graveled paths winding away 
Bto the shrubbery, enjoying the scent 
•njited air throbbing and cooling before 

i-ivpr brge^p, and talking, talking, talk- 
■g. as 'only two gills who have been bosom 
Bi' ii 1^ from infancy can talk after nearly 
■x months’ separation. Augusta Ixjre her 
Birr u’alluntly, aud I quite forgot the passing 
Bui tiiat had dimmed her eyes anil shaken 
Br voice.
BW 1,1-1) we were ready for bed th»? c’oud re- 
Brn.fl und broke. 1 saw her kneding form 
Benibling from head to foot while she was 
By u- n<-r prayers, and heard a stifled sob | 
W»'"-. with averted face, she went to a i 
Mr.-.m ,n the far side of the room, took a> 
Bl; ,ie from a drawer, kissed it twice and i 
Brt:vm\ slipped it under her pillow. When j 

b i l lam down and tbe light was out 1 
tit h* and gradual as was the move-

^•'»r I,, it she drew the picture from its hid 
!■> i • and pressed it to her bosom. I’ass- 
i . ii.iiid caressingly over her cheek 1 felt 
it was wet.

^■‘Au: i | said, softly, “cannot I com-
What is it, my poor dear) Burely 

■«' . -t grieving ovt’f a sorrow that w til
|B' il I SO soon us will Mr. Deane’s ab- 
Meet"

io a w <. 1 -i-
^B ' »it 20, and had not had a secret 
^B" i in t«-n vears; so I got this one.
^B‘' '••'<. i nitiative and ift t-» !<•••! •
^B*"i. - - »aid, had called Frank to Rich 

i U ith all I>»t sweetness of temper lii- 
n i 'poileil child in her father -« 

Illy 1 h t Ini-band ha«l never ci <>'> • I 
||||t .....l — 'i iil) desired that he shouitl l»e
^Br'ni • «¡)dH | was tuere, and could not lx* 

' >■ : matter in hand could n<»t
IgB' : "••ii ■< irresp- >iideii«'<' a> in
|^B '' I* r 'h H ading she passed to remon 
^B' " ' indignant protest. The re

f <,f horrors to the newly 
^B* ”**• the first <|iiarrei. Frank told her 
||||| ' A *' 111,1' " ial»le ami childish, and
Bff '• , v ■«Iw-xlooted bun to make a 

: ' i -If tni him if g|le kept him
^B < * her apnm string

1 1 I i ii lreeling and cruel and
■ -------- 1 the penitent, between
i 11 i rittd mj’self to sleep for

|B" ; If J could but see him
’ ■' 'I ng enough to beg bis par-

“'I i-t him go again for six months, 
you had seen his face when

■ -t w icked word! He turned as 
W*a-' >ath. and bit his

the Litter answer I
How could I

And I wouldn’t walk down to the boat with 
him, although I knew he was longing to ask 
me to do it. I didn't even go with him to 
the door, and when he kissed me good-by 1 
just let him do it and stood like u dumb block 
while he walked out of the house—oh, Nancy I 
so slowly and unwillingly! It wasn’t a bit. 
like his stepl I didn t stir to go to the win 
«low, where 1 had always stood every morn­
ing to kiss my Imnd to him when he went 
down to tbe office. But 1 watched him from 
away back in the room where he couldn't see 
me, and saw him godown the path and stop 
under the honeysuckle at the gate to look up 
at the window. When he didn’t see me bn 
fare turned absolutely dark—the most awful 
thing! and he rushed off down the street with 
never a glance behind him. That was our 
first parting! We parted under a thunder 
cloud, Nancy! I have lived in the heart of 
it ever since. If you had not come I think 1 
must have gone crazy, thinking and living it 
all over!”

My sympathy quieted her somewhat, 1 
hope, but 1 am afraid the battered platitudes, 
of which, as is the case with most younglings 
of inexperience, 1 had great store, wrought 
more soporificaliy. Pausing for breath and 
a reply, at length, I discovered that she was 
asleep.

Chilled and chagrined, I laid her from my 
arms upon her own plliow. Something slid 
from her lax hand. It was her husband's 
miniature, glass and setting warme<l by her 
pussionate holding. 1 thrust it in/patiemly 
under her pillow. The cut was not danger­
ous, I reflected, with judicial fatuousness, 
when the patient could slumber under the 
surgeon’s hands.

I was aroused in the morning by a shower of 
kisses upon my lips and eyelids. In the «low 
awakening from the slumbers of health anti 
youth, 1 dreamed that I was walking through 
a vista of honeysuckles that bobbed dewily 
against my face, and opened laughing eyes 
upon Augusta’s countenance. She wore a 
white gown, bound at the waist with a blue 
sash, Frank’s favorite color; the honeysuckles 
were in her belt; the breath and fragrance 
and refreshment of the May morning were 
about und in her. 1 hail overslept myself by 
a matter of two hours, and breakfast was 
ready. Augusta sat at the open window and 
chatted while 1 dressed.

“I am quite another creature today,” she 
»aid blithely. “You have wrought a won­
derful cure upon me, Dr. Nancy. 1 am go­
ing to follow your prescriptions, put useless 
regrets behind me, and behave like a rational 
Christian in future. 1 have been thinking, 
too, over the pissibilities of Frank’s getting 
bark on Friday, instead of Saturday 1 feel 
almost sure that be will be here to-morrow 
This is Thursday, you know. 1 can imagine 
how he will thank you when he bears what 
good advice you gave me.”

Could I remind her that she had dropped 
asleep before 1 reached the “application” of 
my homily) Che was still chatting, when, 
fully dressed, I joined her at tbe window and 
put my arm about her. A white jasmine, 
tacked along tho window frame, cast grace 
ful streamers from one side to tbe other 
Smiling happily and roguishly, Augusta 
pulled down a spray bearing as many live- 
pointed flowers as leaves, coiled it rapidly 
into a wreath, and laid it on my head.

“And you shall wear a starry crown 1” she 
chanted, gayly

1 think the gate latch clicked. 1 know we 
both looked out at the same instant.

Frank Deane was just entering the yard.
Have I said that he was a handsome maid 

I had always thought so, but never believed 
he could be so royally beautiful as now. 
framed in the honeysuckled arch of the little 
gateway His face was alight with happi 
ness und love; his eyes eagerly sought the 
window, and, asa low exclamation of rapture 
esca|>ed the figure beside me, ho smiled, tossed 
his hand into the air in glad greeting, and 
bounded qftickly up the walk. Augusta flew 
into the hall to meet him. I, left alone for a 
moment, saw him, 1 solemnly aver, as he set 
his foot upon the lower step of the porch, the 
flash of the Muy sunshine upon liis blonde 
bead, uncovered in knightly reverence before I 
his wife.

Then, a wild shriek of terrified anguish ' 
rang through every corner of the cottage. 1 
reached Augusta as the reeled back, fainting 
My arms—not her husband’s—received her 
The porch was vacant; so were tbe path and 
the trellised gateway. The radiant presence 
that had glorified all three an instant before 
had passed into thin air when the wife sought 
to grasp it.

Frank Deane, as a few old Virginians still 
living will remember, died suddenly—it was 
said of heart disease—in Richmond, at the 
very hour and minute in which we believed 
that we saw hi in come in at the wicket gate.

Perhaps the Society of Psychical Reerarch 
may announce the existence and define the 
operation of the law of mental influence 
which enabled the released spirit to project a 
simulacrum of his physical presence uj>on th«| 
imagination of her who loved him passion i 
ately, and longed inexpressibly for the assur , 
ance of his forgiving love.

“God let him come to lift the cloud.” the j 
widow said

We dare 
feet, upon 
ground.

His love w, _
believe that she beheld him with her bodily 
eyes, say psychical savans, reverent in faith 
to what they cannot explain.

But what, then, was it that I saw I—Marion 
Harland in New York Ledgef.

to her dying day.
not step, even with unsandaled 
the sacred awfulness of that

>
THE OLD GATE.

I open tV.e v. ay to the meadow .'-nm», 
Where I hell.‘st Howers are bom.

And the loitering cattle slowly puss, 
At eventide or morn

In summer days the children come. 
To search for berries there,

Thu bees go by with a droning hum. 
And the butterflies are fair

The wild birds pause awhile to rest. 
And sing their sweetest song,

Th • moon hangs fair in the distant west, 
An 1 the twilight shudes grow long.

I open the way to the meadow grass 
Alike in sun or shower.

The loitering cattle s'owly pass. 
At morn »»r evening hour
J B M Wright in Good Housekeeping

Lace, Ileal and Otherwise.
You hear very much about the priceless 

laces used cn women’s dresses, and of the 
magnificence of this delicate fabric that is 
placed on alleged splendid trousseaux. About 
the splendor of the other material 1 cannot 
«ay, but aixiut the value of the laces. 1 can 
assert that there is much of the fairy story 
about it. The best known lace buyer in this 
town, who has had charge of the lace depart­
ment for years in one of the largest dry goods 
houses, told me the other day that they bad 
not one yard of real lace in their whole store. 
This seems a sweeping assertion, but it is 
nevertheless a true one. The particular firm 
for which he bought lost $12,000 a year or so 
ago in buying real lace, which had absolutely 
no sale in this city, and, for this reason, they 
resolved not to buy any in the future. No 
one misses it, as there is no call for the genu 
ine article whatever. Like real diamonds, 
real lace is seldom now seen on any one, but 
it is particularly so in the latter case.—Inter­
view in St. Louis Globe-Democrat.

Father Tom.
What gave Burke his |>eculiar charm, es­

pecially with the audiences that thronged to 
hear him, both in this country ard in Ameri 
ca,was his marvelous dramatic power. When 
in Rome his Lenten discourses were attended 
by strangers «ho could not understand a 
single word of English, but who were im 
pressed, nevertheless, by his wonderful ac 
tion, or, rather, acting, in the sense of the 
word used by Demosthenes. He was such a 
master of this difficult art that on one occa­
sion, in the midst of friends, he undertook to 
preach a sensational sermon without uttering 
a word. His face, expressive of suitable emo­
tions, aided by the movement of his eyes, at 
one moment darkened by furrowed lines, the 
next instant, seemed lit up with seraphic 
beauty. His imposing attitudes and gestures 
defied description. One unspoken sentiment 
was strengthened by pointing tragically 
down, another by outstretched hands 
eyes raised to heaven.—Temple Bar.

» Gave Him the Knife.
Scror-.il nifrliis ago Col. Jerry Spill­

ers, of Kentucky, went to see Coque­
lin. al McVicker's theatre. The colonel 
had never heard of the great French 
comedian, and ex |>ected to see a |>er- 
fortnanee something after the style of 
the minstrel shows which visit coun­
try towns. The Kentuckian secured a 
seat near the stage, and, shortly alter 
the |ierformance began, began, in an 
annoyed wav, to scratch his head.

“Licker in this blamed town is no 
I good." be muttered. 'Blanicd ef it 
don't take a man's underslandin' 
away from him. My friend (address­
ing a man who sat next to him), what 
is that fellow sayin’!"

“1 don't know.”
“Then it lias the same effect on you, 

I reckon."
“What has?"
“The whisky in this town.” 
“1 don't drink.”
“Huh, 1 don’t understand this busi­

ness. Say, what's the matter with 
that feller? Talks worse than anybody 
I ever seed. Why don't they make 
him get down offeu that platform? 
Why. dang him, he can't talk a tali."

“He's talkingall right. He's French, 
you know.”

“What! then he ain't our kind uv 
folks a tall ?"

“No.”
“You say you can't understand 

him?"
“Not a word.
“Did you know befo’ you come that 

you couldn't ("
“Yes.”
The Kentuckian banded the man a 

buckhorn handle knife.
“What's this for?”
“It's yourn." 
“No, it isn't." 
“Yes it is," said tho 

“The fellers out in Allen 
me that knife just befo’ I 
me that it was mine till 1 
fool than 1 am. 
saw Traveler.

AMERICA’S FIRST PICTORIAL PAPER.

It Wan Published by Frederick Glea»on, 
W ho Ik Now Old and Poor.

Frederick Gleason, the father of illus­
trated journalism in America, is and has 
bees for five years an inmate of the Old 
Men’s home, at 138 Springfield street, Bos­
ton. Once worth half a million, he lost 
his money in Wall street, and is now, at 
the age of seventy four, practically penni­
less, but he remains cheerful and delights to 
talk of his career. Said he the other day:

“I commenced the publication business 
in 1842, in the old Scot lay building, Boston, 
issuing therefrom a number of no.vlettes 
and other cheap works. In 1843, I establish 
ed The Flag of Our Union, the first really 
literary paper of its class in the coun­
try “ _
had a large circulation, which brought 
me 
per 
of pictures I conceived the idea of pub­
lishing Gleason’s Pictorial Drawing Room 
Companion. I relied upon $25,000 from 
The Flag in pushing it to success. I start­
ed it with an edition of 25,000 copies. The 
circulation steadily increased, until, in 
1854, when 1 sold out to M. M. Ballou, it 
circulated 110,000 copies. The Flag, at the 
same time, circulated 75,000. My income 
at that time was $50,000 per annum.

“In 1851 Henry Carter, more familiarly 
known at the present day as Frank Leslie, 
came to me in search of employment. He 
claimed to be able to improve our cut im­
pressions by a system of overlaying then 
unknown to me. I hired him, but soon 
found that he was not thorough at it. I 
then got a Mr. Hart to take his place, put­
ting Ijeslie in charge of my engraving de­
partment. He remained with me about 
two years, at the end of which time he left 
and went to New York.

“At that time there were really no en­
gravers or artists adapted to the require­
gents of the business in the country; so 1

Alunit 18,'H) The Flag of Our Union

was so mighty that he made her

Dress In the llelgn of George I.
An admirable description of the t>eau of 

this period occur» in Colley Cibber’s comedy 
of “The Careless Husband,n in which Lord 
Morelove speaks of “one of my Lord Fopping 
ton’s gang— a pert coxcomb that’s just come 
to a small estate and a great periwig—b« 
that sings himself among the women. What 
do you call him I He won’t speak to a com 
m iier when a lord is in company—you ai 
w ays see him with a cane dangling at his but­
ton, his breast open, no gloves, one eye tucked 
under bis hat, and a toothpick.”

Contemporary advertisements will en 
lighten us on some of tbe characteristics of 
tie fi <eclothes la which our exquisites then 
<h.p 'i’i 'I tm 'u.M-ives. A», for instonre. 
“Stolen (etc.), a new cinnamon colored cloth 
coat, 
with « 
fore, 
pockel 
brceci 
silk.” 
house (etc.), a dove colored cloth suit em 
liroiiiered with silver, and« pair of «ilk stock

waistcoat and breeches, embroidered 
; silver four or five inch«« deep down be­

am! on the sleeve« and around the 
'ea and the pocket«and knee« of the 

a They are lined with a sky blue 
♦ • • “Taken from a gentleman’s

and

The “Corsican Brother».**
The romantic drama of the “Corsican 

Brothers” was suggested to tbe elder Alexan 
dre Dumas by what Louis Blanc, whose 
mother was a Corsican, told him of the 
mysterious spiritual sympathy existing be­
tween him and his younger brother Auguste. 
They were so closely allied in tempera 
ment that one had always been able to 
determine, however widely separated, what 
bad happeued to tbe other Louis knew, in 
England, when Auguste was suddenly taken 
ill in France. Auguste knew in Spain if Louis 
were in danger in Italy They had repeated 
experiences of this sort, and, in every instance, 
their vivid impression, their inmost revela 
tion, Hashing through space, was confirmed. 
The Blancs were great admirers of Dumas 
play, aud frequently went to see it performed. 
—New York Commercial Advertiser.

A Boy With Four Eye».
Where would Mr Barnum be if all 

world had the same opinions of monstrosities 
as the Chinese appear to have! A woman in 
Woo-fob village, Fukien province, recently 
gave birth to a boy with four eyes, 
mother was verv much frightened, 
wished to have the child killed, but the 
band would not allow it to be done. It 
finally agreed to exhibit the child for a 
days to prevent such an unfortunate affair 
ever occurring again in the family. The 
Chinese believe that such deformities are 
caused by evil spirits. After it had been on 
view for some time tbe mother put an end to 
the child’s existence by drowning it in a tub 
of water. —London Figaro.

the

The 
and 
li us
was 
few

Scotch Dinners Costing a Cent.
They manaze dinners for j>oor children a 

trifle more economically in Edinburgh than 
elsewhere. In E linburgh it is found possible 
to supply for a half penny a wholesome meal 
of vegetable broth and bread. Scotch chil 
dren thrive on the various savory thick soups 
of many ingredients for which the cuisine of 
the country is celebrated, and unfortunately 
soup of any kind, clear or thick, is rarely 
prepared in the home of the English poor 
Solid meat, bread and potatoes form the 
staple diet. In too many cases in England 
bones are only regarded as useful to the rag 
and bone man. in Scotland such waste is 
rare even among the poorest. —Liverpool 
Courier «

Application of Electric Welding.
Axles, carriages, twisted wire cables, the 

ends of boilers, wagon tires and hoops for 
barrels are among the article« for which 
electric welding is already employed. Bar» 
of metal may tie Joined at angles, finger ring» 
made, steel joined to iron in tool», rod» or 
bars lengthened or shortened and cast iron 
pieces for machinery united by the new 
method. The process is very rapid, and so 
effective that chain links made by It, unlike 
those welded in the old way, never break at 
the weld A complete revolution in riveting 
metal plates is anticipated, as the riveting 
may Im? done by electricity so as to avoid all 
leaking.—New York Telegram.

STEALING A CROP OF BARLEY.

the handsome income of $25,000 
annum. Having long been a lover

Kentuckian, 
county gave 
left and told 
met a bigger 

It's yourn."—Arkau-

There are enough holidays in India 
to make a Roman go wild with joy. 
As well as I remember there are lifty- 
seven legal holidays in the land of the 
tiger. 1 was in one of tho seaports 
on one of these holidays. I had 
brought together a large aggregation, 
for which 1 was to pay the sum of 
$5,000 on that day. The vessel on 
which they were to be shipped lay at 
anchor in the hay. The captain sent 
me word that my curiosities must be 
on board by sunset. Tho banks and 
business houses were closed. My na­
tives were at the water's edge, and 
their friends, who did not understand 
tho situation, were howling for them 
to leave me 1 had a band of Afghans 
who were loyal to me, and as the 
East Indian fears the Afghan its a 
Texas steer fears a “norther," I put 
Afghans on guard while 1 went out 
for money.

There was a young fellow who lived 
a life of oriental indolence mid kept a 
harem on the sly in one of the places 
near by— what we would call a suburb. 
1 went out to see him with a good deal 
of |x>mp and glorious circuirtstance. 
Having obtained tin audience, which 
required more formality than would 
have been necessary to get into the 
Vatican, the young sport head me for 
my cause, und with a sort of Masonic 
ceremony called up his exchequer and 
in a few minutes the money was in my 
bands. I offered him a cheek, which 
he refused. He said an American's 
word was better than a check. Poor, 
deluded man that he was! How long 
would he be a prince in Chicago, or 
how long would he lie the [sissessor of 
a harem or of liis fortune if a colony 
of American bankers, for instance, 
should swoop down upon him from 
Canada?—Chicago Times.

An linnirtifte Paving Stone.
There is a new paving stone come 

to town which bn-aks the record for 
size. The stone forming the sidewalk 
before the Vanderbilt mansion, in 
Fifth avenue, lias hitherto held the 
record, und the honor will still lie in 
the family, for it is Frederick Vander­
bilt who has had the new one brought 
to New York, and it will lie placed in 
front of his house. It is lifl 
wide and twenty feet long, 
quarried at Oxford, <'henungo county, 
and transported to this city on a spe­
cial car. Huperintendeut William 
Buchanan, of the New York Central 
road, designed thecar, and, according 
to an account published yesterday, 
showed great ingenuity in overcoming 
the many diflicultiesof bis task. Noth­
ing can be carried on the Central that 
is wider than ten or higher than four­
teen feet, but Mr. Buchanan applied 
mathematics to the puzzle of handling 
a mass fifteen feet wide, lie put tho 
stone on edge at such an angle that its 
breadth and height accommodated 
themselves to the limits, brought it 
in safety to the city, and received the 
well deserved congratulations of bi» 
friends.—New York Tribune.

teen feet 
It WU3

and edu- 
I was

FBEDERICK GLEASON.

had to take any that came along , 
cate them up to the business, 
obliged to have work done in New’ York, 
Philadelphia and wherever 1 could in order 
to get the paper out. on time. When Jenny 
Lind was in this country and Burnuni was 
at t he height of his fame, I got out a special 
edition in bronze outof friendliness to Bar­
num, with whom I was intimately ac­
quainted. I got twelve cents a copy for 
this special edition. The regular price was 
ten cents.

“In selling my business to Ballou 1 
bound myself not to engage in the pul»- 
lisliing business for a period of fifteen 
years. Ballou, however, in buying the 
plant was obliged to mortgage everything 
right back to me. Four years afterward 
he failed, and I was compelled to enter tho 
field again. Ballou had change<l the name 
of The Pictorial to Ballou’s as soon as he 
got possession. He also liegan at once to 
use an inferior grade of cuts. Thecircii 
lation, in consequence, fell off rapidly. 
Just before he failed he suspended publi 
cation entirely.

“At the time 1 sold to Ballon the Har­
pers were publishing their Weekly Jour­
nal of Civilization without cuts; but as 
soon as I sold they commenced using illus­
trations. The J’ were followed by Frank 
l/cslie. Both built up their business on 
Ballou’s mismanagement.

“When 1 commenced the publication of 
The Pictorial, I determined that it should 
lie a paper of fact, not of fancy, as most of 
tbe journals of today are. If there was a 
disaster in midocean, I did not have my 
‘artists on the spot!’ My artists and en­
gravers were ¡mid according to their abil 
ity; consequently they did their best. In 
1853 the artists of the United States pre­
sented me with a solid silver service val 
lied at several thousand dollars.”

In 1853 Frederick Gleason was rich, 
prosperous, honored, and his name was a 
household word throughout t he country. 
Ijess than forty years later he is a ruined, 
broken, feeble, well nigh forgotten old 
man. humbly occupying quarters in an in­
stitution for which in his prosperous days 
he might have written a check coy^jring it« 
full value.

I An Exciting ILittle hi the Dark with 
Daiigerouttly Armed Thieve».

A daring attempt to steal a whole field 
of barley that had been thrashed haa 
been made at the farm of J. M. Mum­
ford, on the line of the Burlington ditch, 
nine miles northeast of Denver. The 
barley had been bagged, and the bags 
stood piled up in a field some distance 
from Mumford’s house. Just at dusk a 
young fellow who was taking a short 
cut across the fields saw four men at 
work loading the sacks of barley into 
two wagons that stood outside the field. 
Two of the men were carrying the sacks

I to the fence and throwing them over 
and the other two were loading the wag- 

I ons. He soon saw that they were not 
I Mumford’s farm hands. Mumford’s 
men would have driven the wagons into 
the fields, and besides, they would be 
very strange farm hands indeed that 
would work with the desp<Tate haste 
with which these men were working.

The young fellow went at first to 
Mumford’s house and told him of what 
was going on. J. S. Foster, a neighbor­
ing farmer, was called in, and soon six 
men were got together, all armed, and 
they started out on horseback to catch 
the barley thieves.

The night was dark and cloudy, and 
it was impossible to see any distance, but 
they rode in the direction of the place 
where the barley was stacked, and soon 
they could hear the voices of the men at 
work. It was impossible td see any­
thing, and a consultation was held to try 
to decide the best way to go about the 
capture. While the six horsemen were 
gathered ii^ a group, talking in low 
tones together, a Hash of lightning from 
the cloudy sky lit up the field. It dis­
closed a man with a barley sack upon 
his shoulder not fifteen feet away, and 
close at hand the t wo wagous, with the 
other three men at work. One of the 
horsemen, almost as quick as the flash­
ing lightning, pulled his weapon and 
took aim, and before darkness once more 
hid the scene a shot from his pistol rang 
out upon the air. This was the signal 
for a general fusillade that filled the 
dark night with flashing pistol shots.

The thieves returned the horsemen’s 
fire, and the horsemen kept it up until 
their ammunition was exhausted. The 
only aim for either side was the flashing 
pistol shots of the others, so that not 
much damage was done. None of the 
horsemen were hurt. While the firing 
was going on the wagons were heard 
driving off, the drivers whipping up 
their horses in a furions way. It was 
evident that the two men outside the 
fence had fled and left their companions 
to take the consequences of their acts 
When the firing ceased, the six horse­
men made a search for the remaining 
men, but they could not be found. They 
had fled in the darkness. An examina­
tion of the barley bags showed that a 
great many of them had been taken, and 
the horsemen at once went in pursuit of 
the wagons.

About half a mile away they found 
the wagons, but the horsesand men were 
gone. The wagons were half till(‘d with 
sacks of barley, and a nnmljer of empty 
bags were found with the marks of a 
Denver firm upon them, so that it seems 
probable that the thieves came from this 
city. The wagons are now at Mr. Mum­
ford's place waiting for an owner.

In the morning an examination was 
made ofthe field where the shooting took 
place. A trail of blood was found lead­
ing to the fence, but there it was lost. 
The attempted robbery alarmed the 
neighboring farmers, and an examination 
was made, which resulted in the discov­
ery that seventy-two sacks of wheat 
which one of the farmers ha<l stored in a 
distant field had disappeared. It is sup­
posed that the thieves were the same 
ones who tried to steal Mumford’s bar­
ley.— Denver Republican.
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EACH IN HER WAY LIVES A VERY 
BUSY LIFE.

Train Dispatcher Who Ha» 
Blunders A Career Devoted 
Work»—ll<»w a Public Man 
Aided l>y III» Wife.

years ago there were certain 
to female activity.

A »core of 
arbitrary limitation! 
But now all that is changed and this has 
liecome what is ¿generally called “the wom­
an’s age.” Because they were “given a 
chance“ Aright American girls demou-

MISS LIZZIE E 0. THAYER, 
strafed their ability as telegraph operators, 
and for the same reason one of the fair 
electricians now holds a position as train 
dispatcher—the only woman, by the way, 
ever placed in that important and respon­
sible station.

Miss Lizzie E. D. Thayer learned her 
Morse alphabet and the mysteries of 
“pounding brass’’ at the little New Eng­
land village of Groton I hi riven years ago. 
She grew expert as a sender of messages, 
had charge of various minor offices and 
Anally was promoted to the place of as­
sistant to the train dispatcher of the New 
London Northern railroad at New Lon­
don, Conn. Her work was purely subor­
dinate in iis nature, but she was anxious 
to learn and wasn’t afraid to ask ques­
tions, so in time she became almost as 
thoroughly informed as her chief. He re­
signed one day some three years ago, and 
while the officials looked around for a suc­
cessor put Miss Thayer in charge.
Finding no one to suit, after some months’ 
probation they formally installed the girl, 
and she has been the train dispatcher ever 
since. The line is a single track one, and 
has a large traffic, both freight and passen­
ger. Every train has to move according to 
direct orders sent out by Miss Thayer, and 
Hie slightest mistake might cause an ap-

lipa hard to keep 
deserved.
do itr

How
( 17UIU J uo It,
[■¡«I »lightly
P1' nn»»|, with . well formulated
L ’ "if-ly duty and deportment—but I 

"I ter mildly in couaiderotiun of her 
gw di-tr-M,
I1, “ a v-nerou» heart,” I eonclude>l. 
L »n I 1 * C“<i»te. you may be
t »‘it very wml i» boa nd up in yon.” 
r "»«Uy cut plaster did not draw the 1« Wif- TVn>x»wel •_ •__a I. w_a _

lugs of the same color; a gray suit, with gold 
buttons and holes; a silk drugget salmon col 
ored suit, lined with white silk; a silver bro 
cade waistcoat, trimmed with a knotted sal 
ver fringe and lined with white silk.

The “drugget” here mentioned was a »tuff 
resembling baize, wa» sometimes half wool 
and half silk, but usually all wooL Gentle 
meu generally wore cloth, though cam let- 
an expensive mixture of wool and salk-wai 
also worn. According to some etvmologitu 
this was namM from Die river Camlet, in 
Montgomeryshire, where, in thw 
manufacture first began, while otb**" den'« 
it from the camel’s hair with which it «• 
originally woven. Sagatby, a kind of serg*. 
b another fabric that was u*d f<* ““‘‘“J 
uo the famous Drap du Barn and DOyley

An Elephant*« Sagacity.
The stories illustrating the sagacity of the 

elephant are innumerable, but few are more 
remarkable than the following one refolded 
by a writer in a Bombay paper upon the an 
thority of an artillery officer, who was a wit 
n«« of the incident : The battering train was 
going to the siege of Seringapatarn, when an 
artilleryman, who was seated on the tumbril 
of one of the guns, by some accident fell al 
most directly under the bind wheel. The 
elephant stationed behind tbe gun, perceiving 
the man’s danger, instantly, without any or 
der from ite keeper, lifted up the wheel with 
its trunk, and kept it suspended till the car 
y-iags Lad passed clear of him.

Galbrl-ms in E«»t SuflTolk.
Tbe following Gaiiicwm*. surviving in East 

Suffolk, are north preserving;
L Ho-go. Used in relation to fish that b 

tainted or not quite fresh—haut gout.
2. Tbe smal »•st pig of a litter b called “th« 

pit man’’-petit man
3. Largesse Tbe gleaners in a corn field

demand largesse of passer» by —Notes ami 
Queries.______ ___________

Work for Ml»«lonarle«.
Th« macadatuixing of a p»ec« <4 a road In 

Ohio increa?*! tbe value <»f tbe sdjomhy

A Pretty Sc-ne.
A pretty little scene was witnessed 

yesterday at a north side street cross­
ing. A B year-old child, with glow­
ing cheeks and sparkling eyes, hold­
ing tightly clasped in Ids chubby lin­
gers a bright n< was toddling
with al) the tx* 
linilis toward t 
He came to t 
teamster cam« _ 
laden truck whk 
strength to tbe utmos ■
Started for tlw ofqxMite sidewdTV^i^H 
stop|ied hesitatingly on seeing tho 
wagon. With a loud “Whoa!’ tho 
driver pulled up bis horses, and with 
a smile ligiiting up Ins rugged face 
waved his whip, motioning for the 
little fellow to proceed. The boy ran 
across tbe street, and. turning around 
when be reached the pavement, stood 
for an instant watching the horses as 
they tugged and strained to »tart their 
heavy loud again. Then lie raised his 
hamis to hi» lips and wafted a kiss at 
the driver, who lifted his hat with 
courtly grace and then wafted back 
the little love m<-isenger. Then there 
were further interchanges of kisses

low­

Noted a«i m Collector.
Charles F. Gunther, of Chicago, is known 

in all the cities of 
tbe world as an 
enthusiastic col­
lector of antiqui­
ties and curios. 
He is such a lib­
eral buyer that he 
now receives early 
notice of any im- 
l>ortaiit discovery 
or sale, and if his 
life Is spared but 
a few years he will 
have in Chicago 
an historical mu­
seum that will

rank among the greatest in the world. 
Among his most valued treasures are 
<>i iginals <>f '!•-« 'iiiH iits iH-u«»d bv Wa^^yyf^ 
ton, Lincoln and other rulers, an 0 
Gutenberg Bible, the manuscripts < 
Lin Luther, copts of the first i 
Bibles, the first Lndiwi bibles, the o 

tjes with Frazicc and many othe
work- lb->d-«>

C. F. GUNTHER.

Illsliop Brook»’ Way will» Children.
No one who has seen Dr. Brooks with 

children is likely to forget his “way with 
them.” Sterner persons ray that he 
makes them behave very badly, un<l, 
pomdbly in jealousy, others have called 
him fonder of youngsters than of grown 
people. No objection b* heard from the 
children. They look midgets, indeed, 
on those knees, high and broad, in which 
two school« of churchmanship figur­
atively meet. Is it foolish to imagine 
that the new bishop's visitations will 
gain some of their power—over mothers 
at least—through his extremely happy 
intercourse with the children? However 
literally true it may be, surely the story 
of Dr. Brook« going to a poor woman’s 
rooms and k* ‘ping the children out of 
mischief while she went to church tell» 
something of his spirit. And the story 
lows none of its point when one reflects 
that the woman could not hear one of 
her visitor’s sermons.—Harper's Weekly.

palling disaster Yet in her two years of 
management no accident has occurred for 
which she is responsible. She has nerves 
of steel, has proved cool In ernergenciea 
and keeps the wires hot eleven hours* day 
with orders that ari* to the busiiii ss of ths 
line as a mainspring to a watch

Miss .Jeannelt«* Cockran’s mission is of a 
different order. She Is the lieautiful twen­
ty-year-old daughter of Colonel Robert 
Cock ran, of Boston, and the wealth and 
standing of her family gave her admission 
to the best social circles. But fashionable 
life bad no charms for her, and by her re­
cent ent ry Into the Order of the Sisters of 
Merry she has devoted the remainder of 
her existence to the relief of the sick ami 
suffering.

Mrs. Elizabeth Campbell's energy ami 
ability find outlet in a fascinating but diffi­
cult channel of activity. She is the wife 
of a public man, James E. ('ampbell, pres­
ent governor of Ohio, who is now seeking 
re-election, and a daughterof Job E. Owens, 
of Hamilton, O. one of the shrewdest 
politicians and business men of his day. 
M1-1 Owens was educated hi Vassar, and 
became Mrs Campbell in 1868. Iler hue

'd of his little

st York tow
signed by Corn was 

lie has also Assyrian

•f 200 to 300 B. C., ill'l
r - ' '^BIB 

ne <Mpa|H»rs, sheet music, maps adBB 
leu printed In A; ■ re a ami a v

«cripta. He has models and dra 
all tost every kind of dwelling, 
bridge, etc., in nee for cenOuriee. 
Mt on b to found a great Ameri 
er« in of that nature.

n >1

Patent l<e«tli«r and Patent Calf.
While many may apply the term 

“patent leather” to all kinds of enamel 
leather, still. stricHy speaking, it is only 
usc'l in the harness trade ami in tbe 
cheapest grade of shoes, while patent 
calf is the material from which fine 
shoes are ma<|r. Only the wry finest

> I, th- nani'l ■ o.g up
ped after the skin has been through a 
mg otmrse of treatment ami all the 
ketch taken therefrom, and is, there­
in» much more durable than patent 
Hther, which is made usually from cuw- 
ulcs. - Shoe and Leather Fm ts.

Th« Allnntlin» Tree.
first silanthiis tr'-e» grown 

p brought from the far eas< 
n th« garden of Hum»' cot- 
lower Broadway, opposite 

been, New York. They were 
rd by the New York beaux 

nd belles of seventy five years ago, 
rom w hieh the conclusion is drawn that 

fashion» in odors also change.—Ex- 
change.
On» W»y of putting • S|>»ll •»» Kn.ailn».

It was a custom in tlie time of Catha­
rine de Medici to make figures of^wicx

in
at that time was it struggling young 

lawyer, who had served in the navy dur­
ing the war, and who had taken up a pro 
feaaion at the « ■•■•‘o of the <<»nte»t Sit« 
aided him In achieving his ambitions as 
(jenrral lx>gMl> wan Hided by bi» wife He 
eerved three terms in • ■••tigres» after hold­
ing loeal oifl« e. and then whs elevated to 
the guliernatorial chair.

At Washington she shone in society 
circles, and at Coin tn bus site has displayed 
great tact a* a hoetc»» and entertainer. 
Major McKinley accepted her hospitality 
after he had been uninitiated as her hue­
band’» opponent, ami Mrs Foraker waa 
her guest at luneheoti, nlitioug[h_jL»iML


