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THE DEMON FAKEER.

o ———

! Who knowoth the mysteries of the will with its
“vigonr? ForQod is but a ;sreat will pervading
* al. thirgs by the nature of its intentness. Man
* doth ‘not yield himself to the Angels por unto
*“ dexth utteriy save only through the weskness of
 his feebia will,”

JOSEPH GLANVILL.
This parrative can scarcely be called a ghost story, indeed
I bardly know whether there is anything supernstural about
it or net.  No doubt many persons will be able. to explain it
in a manner highly satisfactory (o themsalves if not to their
hearers, and demonstrate it to be merely a question of remark-
able coincidence, diseased imagination or deranged liver.

I am not, I think, particularly credulous myself, and have a
profound contempt fer modern spiritualism and all its cognate
humbugs. 1 believe in animal magnetism as in all other well
established facts and have my own theories as to ite possible
influence, with which I do not intend to bore a patient or im-
patient public. 1 merely propose to give a plain statement of
the circumstances which came under my personal notice and
leave my readers to form their own conclusions.

1o 186—, I was visiting an old acquaintance, sn indigo
planter in the Beugal presidency. I suppress names and am
purposely vague as to localitiecs. He was a hard headed
Scotchman of about as prosaic and matter of fact a type as can
well be imagined, though it is quite possible, and indeed pro-
bable, that he possessed that underlying vain of mysticism
common to most of his countrymen, to which admission the
sceptic may attach just as much or as little importance as'he
pleases,

I had been staying with him several weeks and was think-
ing of returning to Calcutta, when one day my friend whom I
will call Macpherson said, “ Look here, Trevor, I am going
down to Serinuggur, to-morrow, and as you have never seen a
Juggernaut festival you had better come with me.” I willing-
Iy assented and accordingly, next morning, we started from
the adjacent station of the Eastern Bengal Railway, We were
accompanied by the overseer of my friend's plantation, a very
intelligent and well educated native who spoke English fluent-
¥.

On our arrival at Serinuggur we found the village thronged
with devotees from all parts of the province, and after my
friend had finished his business we hurried off to see the fa-
mous procession. When we arrived at the Temple the Car of
Juggernaut was just sfarting on its journey dragged by a
crowd of enthusiastic worshippers, and for sometime we stood
watching with much interest the motley throng of excited na-
tives surging and swaying to and fro in their eager efforts to
g+t neat the sacred car and share in the coveted honour of
dragging the god to his destination, A strong force of police
watched the proceedings, their special duty being to prevent
any of the more than usually devout worshippers from throw-
ing themselves beneath the ponderous wheels, a’ proceeding
which my friend informed me was common enough in the
good nld times, but now forbidden by an unsympathizing and
unbelieving government. -

It was a curious and interesting scene, but the sun was mount-
ing high in the heavens, and the heat and duost were getting
to be almost unbearable, so we started to make our way back
to the railway station, my friend announcing that we had no
time to spare if we meant to catch the return train. We
made our way with difficulty through the dense crowd, Mac-
pherson in advance shoving the natives right andleft with
scant ceremony ; suddenly our further progress was barred by
a closely packed wmass of men and women collected round
some person who seemed fo be addressing them with great
vehemence. Through this crowd Macpherson forced his way
very unceremoniously ; it closed in upon him, aod then I
heard wy frien:i's voice loud in objurgation and saw his bam-
boo cane lifted high in the air. o

I was a few paces in the rear and was pressing forward to
rejoin him, when my attention was attracted -to his overseer
who was struggling frantically in the crowd and callingin the
most earnest manaer o hiz master, “Sahib,Sahib, don’t strike
him ; it isthe Fakeer.” The man’s countenance expressed an
alarm and apxiety which seemed to me quite uncalled for in
s0 slight a matter as a trifling assault’ by an European on 'a
native, but his remontrance came too late. - I saw my friend’s
can~ descrnd and heard a volley of opprobrious epithets; the
crowd “scattered tight and left, and -there was Macpherson
standing flushed and excited in the vacant space with his cane
balf lifted fronting the man who had been addressing them.

My questions as to the cause of the disturbance were check-
ed and as it were arrested upon my tongue by the startling
appearance of this man. . He wore the coarse filihy garments
commoun to the wandering Dervish; his arm was extended in
an sttitude of menace, while his large and wild dark eyes were
fixed on my friend ‘with ‘an expression of intense malignity
which froze the very blood in my veins. I seemed to recog-

nize at once the presence of a will overwhelmingly superior to

my own and before which I felt Jike a slave in the presence
of his muster.  T'he man uttered a few Rentences with a slow

and impressive cnunciation, .in strange contrast with the '

usual voluble utterance of the natives when angered or excit-
ed, but which my imperfect knowledge of the language pre-
vented me from understanding, dropped his erm and disap-
peared among the crowd.

I turned at once to my fri
markable cbange in his appearance—his usually ruddy colour
had quite deserted bis checks, his face wore a sort of horror-
stricken expression, and he looked like a man who had receiv-

~ed a severe and unexpected mental shock.. For several mo-
ments he secemed in a sort of stupor, but at length, gradually
arousing himself, be hurried off in the direction of the dtation

~without taking tbe slightest notice of my eager enquiries,

% Who was that man ?” ] enquired of the overseer, as we
followed at a more moderate pace. s : : )

# Sahib, he is not & man, ke is a demon,” replied the over-
seer in an awe-gtricken accent, . L

.1 had now shaken off the impression” with which the man
bad inspired me, and so I laughéd and said : ¢ Well, but who
‘and what is he 77 . )
7 st Surely the S8ahib must have heard of the Fakeer Azimool-
lah,” was the reply. e :

1 then remembered having often heard the name as of a Fa-
keer famous all over India for his rabid hatred of Europeans.
He was more than suspected of having been one of the chief
inciters of the late mutiny, but nothing could ever be proved
Against him, chiefly on account of tije unwillingness of the

end and almost recoiled at the re-"
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natives to givejovidence against one whom they deemed pos-
sessed of supernatural -powers and -attributes. ¢ But what
did he say to Mr, Macpherson'?” [asked. « Sir, hocursed him,”
returned the averseer, with a visible shudder, “and I fear tho
master will never be lucky again.” I made some light reply,
and we arrived at the station just as the traln wng drawing up
and took our seats to return home. : i

I found my friend though scmewhat recovered, still gloomy
and reticent. He was so manifestly unwilling to refer to what

- had taken place that after a casual remark or two I made no

further allusion to the subject, and tired and exhausted as I
was with heat and fatigue, was by no mesuns sorry ~when we
reached the house, whero a bath and & siesta spoeedily reinvi-
gorated me aud made me look forward with interest to that
important event of Indian daily life, the dinner hour.

During the meal, Macpherson was tolérably  cheerful, but
still evinced the same strange disinclination to refer to the
events of the day. [t was ouly on parting for the night that
he grasped my hand and said very carnestly, ¢ wish to God,
I had not gone to that place to-day.” I atterapted to rally
him, but he shouk his head impatiently and left me. Next
morning, I returned to the city, where the cares ani anxietivs
of business soon drove from my mind all recollection of what
had occurred.

Au attack of sickness sent me to Europe, in search of health,
and nearly two years slapsed before I returned to Indis, Then
1 was surprised and griaved to learn of the strange series of
misfortunes which had befallen my old friend. - His bungalow
had been burnt to ashes, himaself and wife barely escaping with
their lives, while Liz only daughter perighed in the flames ;
his crops for two successive seasous had been a {otal failure,
while lamentable bankruptcy of the great Indigo house of.
had proved the climax of his commerciatl ruin. [ found that
he was then in Calcutta trying to establish himself as a bro-
ker, but his 11l luck had beeome 80 proverbial that his friends
wera afraid to employ him in transactions of any importance.

I lost no time in going to see him, and was indescribably
shocked at the sad change in his appearance.. The hale stal-
wart man of two years before had as it were dwindled and
shrunk till he seemed only a wreck of his formur self, while

his face;wore the melancholy and despondent rxpressionof the.

confirmed bypochondriac. He smiled faintly as he noticed
my dismayed look and said, ¢ Well, Trevor, [ am afraid you
don't ind me improved 2" :

4 Why, certainly you don’t look first-rate,” T replied with as

-

good an assumption of indifference as I could muster; ¢ your

liver is out of order, old fellow, you want a change.” }

“It’s more than liver, Jack,” he returned. “ Do you know [
haven't had an hour's happiness or peace of mind since that
miserable day at Serinuggur.” :

“ Good Heavens! Macpherson,” [ exclaimed, “you don't
mean to say you arestill brooding over what that miserable
Fakeer said.”

“ I'm haunted by the man, that’s all, I tell you Jack that not
a single trouble or misfortune has happened to me since then,
—and God knows they have been numerous enough,—but it
has been heralded by the appearance of that man a few hours
before. Yes, yes,” he continued interrupting me, with a faint
assumption of his old petulant manner.. ¢ I know what you
are going to say. I'm out of health, my liver is deranged and
all that sort of thing. Do you suppose I havn't tried over
and over again to argue myself into the same conviction.
Sarely you know me well enough to be sure [ am not a man to
succumb willingly to mere fancies, but it is of no use. I tell
you the night that my bungalow was burntand;I lost my poor
little Lottie, I saw that man standing by my bedside as plain-
ly as I gee you now.” ° I ; ’ '

‘“Perhaps the scoundrel set fire to the place himaself, " -1 sug-
gested. R : ‘ !

“50 I tried to' persuade. myself” he replied, #but I
asceriained, beyond the possibility of doubt that at that
time he was at Delhi over eight hundred miles away. It was
the same just before I got news of the failure of B-———'s house
where all my hard earned savings were swallowed up. In fact
I always know when trouble is comiug by the appearance of
that demon with the same devilish expression on his face
which I saw on that fatal morning before the Temple of Jug-
gernaut,” SR ‘ : BRI
- Y Have you seen him lately 7" [ asked, more impressed than
I cared to own by the earnestness and evident conviction of
my poor friend. " e
= % Not. for several mounths, thank God," he said, # but I'know
that I +hall see him again, and that ere very long,” was the
desponding reply.  Scarcely knowing what to say, and feeling
the .uSelessness of remonstrance, I changed the subject to
his present position and pros..ects, pressing him. to use my
services in any way that might avail him. - :

He told me that he expected his wife and son, then in Eng-

_land, to come out to him in the course of a few weeks when

be proposed to take his son into partnership, and start in
some mercantile businesss. © In discussing his -prospects and

anticipating a useful career for his only remaining child, my:
poor friend seemed to regain some degree of his old ‘cheerful-’

ness, and as the sun was setting, we strolled out on to the ve-
randarh of his office which overlooked one of the native Ba-
ZaAars. R ‘

The narrow street presented the busy and animated appear-
ance ugual at that iime in the day—crowds of Baboos or na-

tive clerks were hurryiog home after the duties of- their office

. were over,-Eurasians and Europeans of the lower order wero.

jotting along in palanquins, swarms of Bheestics were hasten-
ing with their water-filled skina to lny the dust 'in the main

_streets and on the Esplanade before the usual driving hour ar~’

rived, whilo dozens of ricketty hired carriages drawn by mi-
serableand emaciated ponies went rattling along, their half

naked drivers adding to thedin and confusien by their frantic -

ghouts aud yells. B , ;
I stood leaning against a pillar of the verandah, smoking
my, cheroot, and chatting to my friend while I gazed half liat-

‘lesgly on the familiac ecene ; suddenly my. cheroot fell from

my. hand, and I stood as if paralyzed. . There in the middle of
the street, leaning on a long stafl, stood the well-remembered
figare of the Fakeer of Serinuggur.

‘tice, and even in the midst of my confusion of thought it
struck me how atrangely thoy scemed as it were to molt away
from tho strange figure that atood so passively in the centre
of that thoroughfare, A
along, and then at the momeoent when it seemed to be bearing
down right upon the motlionless figure, would - shrink or
swerve aside, leaving it undisturbed and uninjured.

Tho face of the Fakesr wag turned full upon us, aud bore

v The motley crowd passed
and rapassed him without apparently taking the slightest no-:

A paianquin would come ‘hurrying

the well-remembored look of intense malice, but now thero
was blended with it a sort of triumphant oxpression, which
soemed to give added force to its walignancy.

I had ontuitively suppressed the exclamation which roso in-
voluntarily to my lips when I first caught sightof the figure, in
the faint hope which I {nstinctively folt to Le futile. that my
friend would not observe it, but now a deep groan from Mac-
pherson caused me to turn to him. He was clutching the rali-
ing of the balcony with a convulsive grasp which made it
quiver like an aspen, while his eycs were riveted on the Fakeer
with an expression of fear and drend which I have never seen
equatled. | stopped hnstily to him and caught him by the
arm, fearing for the moment, that he would fall over the low
railing into the street, As [ did so, I looked again at the spot
whero [ bad seen the figure standing—it was gone,

1 helped my friend into tho room, and gave him some sti-
mulant of which he stood much in need * Well, you seo ii's
not liver," he said with o ghastly smile. I tried to make somo
remark about coincidences, but [ was so evideutly arguing
agninst my own conviction that he did not coudescend to no.
tice it. - “ [ wonder what thiz new misfortune will prove to
be,” he said wearily. I did my best to cheer him up, but it
was a hopeless case. ‘The next day’s mail brought him the in.
telligence of the death of his only son after an illness of » fuw
hours.

He was so utterly overwhelmed by the shock, that n few of
his friends made interest to get him o temporry appolntment
at one of the hill stations, trusting that change of svene and
the bracing air of the mountains would restore his shattered
nerves. '

'To a certain extent, this was successful, and he returned
after an absence of some 8ix months much improved in health
aad spirits, .

A week or two later, 1 dined with bim at the house of a mu.
tual friend. Ho was in better gpirits than | had seen him for «
long time, and wo had been rallying bim about the advent of
his-wife to whom he was devotedly attached and whom heex.
pected by the incoming steamer. We were a large party, the
cloth had just been removed, and the servantg always mnore nu-
merous then the guests, wers hurrying about, bringing lights
for the inevitable after-dinner cheroot, whon I saw my friend
start suddealy, and fix his oyes, with the old horror-stricken
expression which I remembered so well, on the group of ser-
vants at the other end of the room. Following the direction of
his gazo, | could have sworn [ saw the detestable countenance
of the Fakeor gazing at us from out the cluster of busy Aitna-
ghars. As I sprunyg from my chair, the face vanished like a
form in a spectroscope, and Macpherson fell fainting to the
floor. Even as we were ¢ndeavouring to revive him, a gervant
brought in a despatch by the cable then juat Jaid, announcing
the loss of the mail steamer in a cyclonw in the Iadian Ocvan.

Within three days [ followed the body of my poor friead to
the cemetery at Garden Reach, ¥,

2rt and ifernture,

o In His Name 7 is said to be onp of the very best of Hule's
books,

F. 0. Adams, late Eagilsh Minlster nt Yedido, {8 writing a bis.
tory of Japap, tn twao volunes,

Goorge Macdonald s writtng a sertal under the title of « Mal.
colm " for Lippincott’s Magazine. ‘

A large number of manuaseripts of Herder have recontly boen
purchased by the Royal Library at Berlin,

Mr. Motley s better, but s suiill far from well, and he wil
spend the winter at Cannes. - His & John of Barneveld ™ Ia ready
for publication. .

Messrs. Rivington are about o lssue & report of the Inte Oid
Catholic Congress at Gepeva, complled by Prof. J. E. 3. Mayor,
of 8t. John's Colloge, Cambridge, .

Jotin G. Whittler haa declined, on account of his health, nn
tnvitatlon from the students of Dartmouth (!ollege, to bo thair
poct at the next Commencement, )

Dr. Schliemann’s groat work on Troy will be published ina
foew daya, - [t 18 of large octavo siza, and. will have, bestdes the
text, an ntlas containing over €00 photographs,

The attempt to obtain in Edinburgh a great national monn-
ment of John Kuox has been rolinguirhed from want of en-
courngenment. A statue is, (nstead, to be placed (n some publie
bullding in the city. R ) L

M. Offanbach has given notice of action, with n clnlm of 20,060
francs damages, ngalnst ono of the Paris musical eritliek, for hav-
ing prosumed to suggest that the composer's music was deticlent
in-elovation, particulnrly fu his latest plecos.

Mr. Mark Twain lately addressed a characteristic lotter about

" bimself and his leotures o T'he London Morming Post, which

published the well-meant effort to attract sudicnces with the
frigid remark that 1t-was a curfous spectmen of transatluntic
putlery, i Lo

Mr. Furnlvall,. secretary of tho Chaucer Sozlety, has found the
name of Chaucer’s mother, or, at loaat, his father's wife, In 1354
(when Chaucer would bo about fourteen) and 1369 ; 1£ was Agnes,
.8he and her huaband aro described In 1360 in a grant of an an-
nuity by tham. - : L

President Ellot of Harvard, Prof. Dana of Yale, Prof. L.eo Les-
quereaux of - Ohlo, and Dr. Edmund -Andrews . of lllinols, are
urgoed as candidates for. Regents of the Bmithsonian Institute, to
fill- the vacancies caused by the resignation of Prestdont Woolsey
and by the death of Prof. Agnssiz, . o

Profesaor Vanbery, who wrote a big book several years ago on
Persin,” has' met with the serlous misfortune of having other
travelleras go over the samo ground and point out Uis numorous
inaccuracies.. - They really:raise the question whelher ho vver
saw the pinces ho presumed to describe.. The Athenmum bristles

_with the correspondence.. L
A new llosirated weokly paper, to be devoted to the Intorests
of sportlng and the drama, I8 to nppear In London darly this

. year, " The staff. wlit include ‘v Bencon,” n writer of much {u.

- fluence In the sporting world, who has for somo time bhéen out of
harpasa ;- ¢ Amphion,” and others of thao botter known of the
contributors. to Baily’s Magazine. . i L

The Massachusetts Historical Socloty celobruted the Tea-Party
in ity own venerable way.. It exbibited for the delightof mom-
bers & bottle of the Great Original Ten;: kowlso n dross sword
worn by Mr, Joslah Quluecy i and John Adams's journnl of 1773,
whorein he ‘learnedly glves his-views concorning. the atfair In

- Boston Harbour. : At the Faneull HHall Ten-Party was oxbibited
the fan of the Indy . celebrated In Holmeos' poom of ¢ Agnes,”
otherwise Agnes Surriage, who, n girl of alliwork at.the oid
Fountatn :Inn at. Marblehead long:-hefore tho time of Gelthin's
wharf; bewlitoshed and. marrled. Sir Henry Frankiand, Collector

‘of Boston. She aflorwards saved his life at the' great Lisbon
earthquake, a performauce’ which was, doubtless, ploasing unto

Sir Henry, - . > o




