
FOREIGN GOSSIP.

The French Jesuits have purchased.
the Palace of Ocha, in Spain, for 121- ,- '
000 francs.

Prince Roland Bonaparte will soon :

marry Mile. Marie Blane, the daughter
of Monaco Blanc. Her income annually
is $160,000. Ilia property consists of .

his name and an old sword. : f

It is announced that the daughter of

GENERA. L. .

A Loudon firm advertises that it has
for sale one of the identical stamps by
which George III. attempted to impose
the obnoxious tax on teas imported into
British America.

Natural caverns of large size, one
at least being fix hundred feet long,
have been discovered at West Harptree,
near Wells, Somersetshire, England. It
is hinted that the investigations have
revealed matters of great interest to an-
tiquarians and archasologists.

There are now less than two hun-
dred boys in the Massachusetts Reform
School, and but a small portion of the
new building is required or used. This
is the smallest number there has been
for several years, and the number at one
time reached, six hundred.

Some one has undertaken the busi-
ness of lion-breedi- ng at Bond, in Alge-
ria, in order to supply menageries and
zoological gardens with specimens of
the lung of beasts, for which there is a
great and growing demand. The ex-
tirpation of the lion in a wild state in
Algeria, from a variety of causes, is only
a question of a very short time.

California gold-hunte- rs have in-
vaded the wilds of Sonora, one of the
northern States of Mexico, where the
American has been known only by tra-
dition and the customs of the seven-
teenth century have been preserved with
a Chinese hatred of improvements.
Rich treasures of gold are said to have
been found, and an exodus of California
miners is expected.

Rennie Nash had lain abed for sev-
eral years at South Hadley, Mass., help-
less with rheumatism. The physicians
could do nothing for him. lie lately
sent for a Connecticut colored woman
who had the reputation of being won-
derfully effective in prayer. She touched
his forehead with oil, laid her hands on
his shoulders, and prayed three hours
continuously for his cure. Then he got
up and walked. The staid Northampton
Gazette tells the story and vouches for
its truth.

George W. Parshall, a Rochester
(N. Y.) bird-fancie- r, has been at in-

finite trouble to get the national red,
white and blue represented by three
birds, which will live peaceably in the
same cage. He has finally secured birds
of the same size and which eat the same
kind of seed, the red bird being a species
known as the Napoleon, from South
America, the blue an indigo bird from
the same country, and the white a spar-
row from Java.

The late Sultan of Morocco vas one
day rowing on a lake with the ladies of
his harem. The boat upset, and two
men, at the peril of their lives, paved
the whole party. "To have seen his
Majesty in such an undignified position,
and moreover with his ladies," writes
Captain Colvillc, " was a crime punish-
able only by death. The unfortunate
men were accordingly walled up in a
small room and left to starve or die of
suffocation. Their skeletons were found
while some repairs were being made in
the palace on the present Sultan's ac-
cession."

Certain Dutch naturalists are test-
ing the ability of the domestic cat to act
as postman. Selecting Luik for their
headquarters, they thence dispatch a
number of cats, securely tied up in
woolen bags, to the neighboring villages,

here without moving. I will draw the
curtain ; look at every one who enters
with a lady on his arm ; when the eus-pect- ed

passes, press my arm without a
word."

Is it Monsieur de Bocage?" asked
the host, in a low voice of the officer.
" Probably," said the policeman ; " he
was the lover of the unfortunate Blanche
Villiers."

At this moment poor Lambert, peep-
ing from behind the curtain, saw the
well-know- n smiling face and jaunty
figure of the Doctor of Rouen pass,
with a young lady on his arm. He
gripped the arm of the officer.

. "It is he," said he, choking. The Ser-
geant de Ville drew the curtain quick-
ly. The chain is complete," said he ;
"we only wait for the dog. Mr. Lam-
bert, your imprisonment will be short.
One visit more, and you are free!"

The next day a close carriage with
the white pointer tied under the seat,
called for Mr. Lambert.

44 1 shall conduct you to his door, but
you must enter alone," said the friendly
Sergeant. 44 You are not afraid ?"

4- - Afraid ! " said the Englishman. i
only desire to kill him."

44 No, no personal violence, please.
You would spoil a very, pretty job!"
said the officer. "Coachman, drive to
the house of Monsieur de Bocage, Ave-
nue Josephine."

When Mr. Lambert, pale as death,
rang the bell of the inner door, M. de
Bocage, a Parisian swell, just putting
on his gloves, opened it himself.

He started back, horrified, but soon
composed himself.

"You wish to see me, sir?" said he.
44 Yes, you wretched murderer!" said

the Honorable and Reverend Lambert.
" I do wish to see you "

Monsieur de Bocage retreated several
steps.

"You are mad," said he.
'I have come to unmask you, villain ! "
You are deceived, my brave gentle-

man," said M. de Bocage, and reaching
behind him he caught up a pistol and
discharged it full in the face of the
Englishman.

At this noise, and the fall of the
clergyman, who was stunned and blind-
ed for a moment, the two Sergeants
and several policemen entered the
room, accompanied by a white pointer,
who leaped up and caressed Monsieur
de Bocage.

Down, Thanor, down!" said the
murderer, forgetting himself.

"The chain is complete," said the
Sergeant, joyfully.

Monsieur de Bocage, alias Dr. de La
Belle, you stand charged with the mur-
der of Mademoiselle Blanche Villiers, in
a coupe of the railway, which left Rouen
at one o'clock at nighton the 13th inst.,
a crime which you sought to affix to this
gentleman. (Throw a pitcher of water
in his face ; the pistol ball was drawn
this morning, whilst Monsieur de
Bocage took his chocolate he is not
hurt.)"

So saying, the Sergeant revived the
Englishman, and took Monsieur de
Bocage from his luxurious chamber, to-
ward twenty years of the galleys.

The wretch looked back.
" It was you, Thanor, after all," said

he, caressiDg the white pointer.
"Yes," said the Sergeant, encour-

agingly. " Had you but remembered
to give the poor thing a pill of strych-
nine!"

The Honorable and Reverend Mr.
Lambert returned home much better.
He had certainly taken the advice of his
unknown medical adviser, and had va-
ried his usual life considerably. He
never traveled in a coupe at night again
with veiled ladies, nor did he ever quite
get over the horror of having ridden
from Rouen to Paris with a corpse.

He had the curiosity to take the Doc

walked again to the top of the hill. In
five minutes he was joined by the
French Doctor and his dog, who came
bounding along with his pointer nose in
the grass.

The two men greeted each other with
smiles, and shook hands cordially.

" You have saved my life, Doctor,"
said Mr. Lambert, with unusual enthu-
siasm. " Not at all, not at all, my dear
friend," said the Doctor; "I only
gave you a tonic, which al-
so made you sleep. I found out
(what none of my English brethren in
medicine seem to have found out) that
you have nothing the matter with you !

Your system needs a little jogging, that
is all. "Railroad travel, my dear friend,
will soon set you up. Now I dare say
you have been leading a very easy and
sedentary life ; now, naven't you?"

" It is true, I have."
"Take my advice, travel, ride day

and night ; take no medicine, excepting
these sirups, which I will give you;
seek adventure, lead a more varied ex-
istence, and my friend you are all
right!"

Now came the delicate question of
money, and the Englishman felt for the
proverbial guinea.

He tendered it to the French Doctor,
who laughingly pushed it away, with a
very soft well-form- ed hand.

Never never," said he; "for so
slight a service, permit me to make my
advice a return for a lesson in English
conversation!' "

It was gracefully done, and the em-
barrassed Englishman put his gold back
into his pocket.

"Doctor," said he, in a low voice,
hesitatingly, I am an Englishman, and
I hate to be under an obligation ; you
have lifted a load off my heart, which
has hung there for six months; you
have made a new man of me. Now al-

low me to be of some service to you.
I leave here by rail, at one o'clock to-
morrow morning, for Paris ; until then I
am at your service and forever after.
Can I do anything for you?"

The Doctor reflected a moment, and
looked at his dog.

" I don't know, indeed ; and yet I do
happen to think of one thing. You
might save me a journey to Paris, which,
with my engagements, is just now in-
convenient. Rut it is asking too much,
perhaps."

"What how too muchP" said the
clergyman.

" Well, I have a number of sick peo-
ple under my charge, whom I treat for
diseases of the brain. One.of these is a
very rich woman, who is slightly de-
ranged. I hoped to have cured her.
Unhappily she has determined to return
to Paris, and I have no authority to de-

tain her.
m I perceive that she will fret

until this caprice is gratified. I must
go with her to place her in charge of
her friends, and I have been putting
off from day to day, because I can not
leave my other patients, the duty of
taking her home. Now, if you would
escort her, it would be a real service,"
said the Doctor.

" My dear sir, a crazy young woman,
at one o'clock at night, and I a clergy-
man of the Church of England,"said
Mr. Lambert, forgetting his late grati-
tude.

" Oh, she is forty-si-x, my dear sir,
and her mania is a very quiet one. She
looks and acts like a sheep, poor wom-
an, and she will scarcely speak to a
stranger. I do not know that she will
go with you. The hour is rather early

one in the morning but still I might
ask her, and it will be a real favor to
me."

" Bring her along, Doctor!" said the
clergyman, ashamed of hi own reluct-
ance : " bring her along a sheep and
forty-si- x ; I will take care of your pa-
tient to Paris!"

Talking i this way they reached the
gates of the city. Before separating,
the Doctor gave his card to Mr. Lam-
bert.

" Au revoirf said he, " and perhaps
adieu, my dear sir. Let me hear from
you from time to time ; and I hope if we
ever meet again, that you will retain, as
I shall do, an agreeable recollection of
our acquaintance. I may not see you
again, as my friend may not be willing
to go with you adieu !

Mr. Lambert glanced at the Doctor's
card, feeling anew the embarrassment
of the possible night journey with an
insane woman, and regretting his prom-
ise, in spite of his gratitude.

He read on the card
" Dr. de La Belle, rue Antoine ; No.

Eleven."
Mr. Lambert walked through the rue

Antoine and stopped at No. Eleven. It
was a large, handsome house, with the
announcement in black letters on a brass
plate, Docleur de La Belle.

On arriving at his hotel he asked the
landlord if he knew of Dr. de La Belle.

"I believe, sir," said the man, civilly,
" that he is the best physician in
Rouen.M

At one o'clock in the morning Mr.
Lambert waited with some anxiety in
the depot the arrival of the train. Dr.
de La Belle had not arrived. The
English clergyman rubbed his hands
with great satisfaction for he did not
care for this particular responsibility
when some one touched him slightly on
the shoulder.

It was the Doctor.
Seated on a bench was a lady in black,

witn her veil tightly drawn over her
face.

I have taken a coupe," said the
Doctor, " so you will not be incommoded
by other travelers. Here is Mademoi-
selle's purse, ticket, and little traveling
satchel; perhaps she will need some-
thing. Have the kindness to show her
ticket to the conductor. I have tele-
graphed to Paris to her friends, who
will meet her at the station. She is as
quiet as a dove. Should you find her
agitated, give her a drop of this essence
on sugar ; here i3 the bottle. Monsieur
Lambert, Mademoiselle!"

He then helped along the invalid lady,
and put her in the corner of the coupe.
He then, after arranging her with great
kindness, stepped out, held Mr. Lam-
bert by the hands and talked with
French; effusion, as the officials hurried
passengers out and in.

I trust you will have no trouble,
adieu," said he, giving a firal word of
kindness to his fair patient, and arrang-
ing her footstool.

"Oh, no! I dare say not," said Mr.
Lambert, bowing to the lady, and taking
his seat by her side. "But what a
powerful odor there is in the coupe
will it not disturb the lady ?"

"Oh, no! I think not," said Dr. de
La Belle ; " I broke a bottle of cologne,
as I was helping her in. It will all dis-
appear in a few moments."

The train departed; and Mr. Lam-
bert, who felt exceedingly wide-awak- e,

and who found Dr. de La Belle's co-

logne very strong, tried to draw his fair
friend into conversation. She was sepa-
rated from him by a high basket of
flowers, the Doctor's last attention.

The poor insane woman would not
answer a word, and from herimmova-abl- e

calm the Doctor concluded that she
was asleep.

When they arrived at Paris, he deter-
mined that she should speak.

"Mademoiselle," said he, in aloud
voice, " do awake and listen tome; I
must leave you for a moment to go find
your friends."

He sought a long time but could not
find anybody who wanted a lady from
Rouen.

He came back to the carriage very
discontentedly, when, to his intense as-

tonishment, he found a crowd around
the compartment where the lady still
sat. He went forward to see what was
the cause of the excitement.

Are you the man who traveled from
Rouen in this coupe?" said a policeman.

"Yes."
" Do you know that this lady is dead?

You have poisoned her with prussic
acid! She has been dead four hours ! "
and the populace groaned.

The clergyman was speechless with
horror. He tried to clear himself with
all the earnestness of an innocent man,
but his story was a most improbable
one. The police found on him the purse
of the por woman, and a bottle con-
taining prussic acid !

It was the little bottle which Dr. de
La Belle had forced upon him in the
train.

Mr. Lambert, stunned, half dead, al-

lowed himself to be carried to prison
without resistance he was past that.
A day later he said :

" Take me to Rouen; I will unmask
the villain ; he can never face me ! "

Two Sergeants de Ville, with other
employees of the police in plain clothes,
attended this dangerous criminal to
Rouen in the railway, and drove to the
house of Dr. deLa Belle. Mr. Lambert
was sure that at the sight of his face the
assassin Doctor would confess all.

Dr. de La Belle was engaged at the
moment, and kept them some time wait-
ing. When at last the police began to
be troubled, the head Sergeant bade
them be calm. " The house is guard-
ed," said he, he can not escape."

Presently there entered a calm, elderly
gentleman, with spectacles, which he
removed as he looked at them.

I beg pardon for keeping you wait-
ing," said he, "but did you want me?
I am Dr. de La Belle."

Mr. Lambert trembled from head to
foot. An abyss opened before him, of
which ho could not see the bottom.
This was not at all the man whom he
had met on Mont St. Catherine.

" You are not Dr. de La Belle at all!"
said the unhappy man.

I think that I can prove that I am,"
said the suave old Doctor, smiling.

Alas! everything was against him.
The English clergyman had fallen into
the most terrible snare, laid by a most
accomplished villain.

They returned to Paris.
' I wish I could meet him again with

his white dog," said Mr. Lambert,
throwing his hands in air.

"White dog, did you say?" asked
the Sergeant de Ville.

Some weeks passed, and the police
became convinced that Mr. Lambert
was innocent, but they were yet waiting
for the real villain.

Mr. Lambert was taken blindfolded,
and in the night, to a house, he knew
not in what street, where he, however,
was well lodged, and where he was al-

lowed to read and write, but was strictly
watched.

Shortly after his new incarceration,
a valet arrived with his clothes, and
asked him respectfully to make his toi-
let. A Sergeant escorted him to a
close carriage, and drove toward the
Champs Elysees.

Look at every body who passes,"
said be.

Mr. Lambert looked at everybody,
but saw nothing.

The next day the Sergeant, elegantly
dressed, came again, in an open car-
riage, and, by the side of the coachman,
sat a white pointer dog.

Mr. Lambert turned pale.
You have seen that dog before?"

said the Sergeant.
"It is his dog," said Mr. Lambert.

Keep calm, and look about you,"
said the policeman.

But they looked in vain. They saw
no master for the dog.

' On the night that crime was com-
mitted this dog was found in Rouen,
without a master," said the Sergeant
de Ville.

Later, the prisoner was requested to
make an evening toilet, and was es-

corted to a grand ball in a magnifi-
cent house in one of the best parts of
Paris.

" You are serving the ends of jus-
tice," said the Sergeant to him. "Be
patient and observe the guests."

He was presented to the lady of the
house, who received him very gracious-
ly, and who introduced him to her
young daughter. He talked with her
and looked at the guests, but saw noth-
ing.

Another week passed. He went to
another ball, in the same company ; his
young host, Monsieur de F., seated him-
self beside him, and drew carelessly be-

fore them the curtains of a large win-
dow, which filled half the room.

It was not not long before Mr. Lam-
bert heard the well known voice of the
Sergeant of Police (who, in the most ir-
reproachable of black coats and white
ties, looked like a Conde or a Mont-moren- ci)

talking to a gentleman near
him, of hunting.

It is a long time since I have fol-
lowed the hounds," answered the gen-
tleman.

Mr. Lambert darted from his seat.
" It is he!" said he. " It is Dr. de La
Belle."

Be silent," said Monsieur de F.,
'be silent," and he held him in his seat

by main force.
In a moment they were rejoined by

the Sergeant de Ville.
I have heard him! it is his voice,"

said Mr. Lambert, trembling all over.
Perhaps we are still wrong," said

that imperturbable individual. "Stay
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IN TEE PLOWING.

Carve the fnrrow, cut it even.Carye the furrow, broad and clean;Ifeath the smiling summer heavenTurn the herbage fresh and green.
Gee, my beauties, haw, my gentles.Patient bend beneath the yoke;Where the violet's color mantles

i Cut a broad and even stroke.
Brown as pools In twilight meadows

Are your eyes, my faithfnl Bright,Like the moon through purple shadows
Gleams your crescent pure and white.

Now yonr comrade, Buck, in bending
Bows his fair and noble crest,

And the dewlaps, low descending,
Sweep the sinews of his breast.

And his muscles swell in sloping,
As spring torrents rise and flow,

When they cease their downward groping
From a mountain side of snow.

Deep roar fetlocks sink, my beauty,
In the soft and loamy soil.Ah, you do your honest duty.
Yours is good and Christian toil.

And your breath is like to clover.When the dew lies thick at morn,
While I turn the furrow over.Thinking of the yield of corn.
Or perchance of how she wandered

Down the lane that sunny dav;
And of how I flushed and pondered.

When bhe joked in accents gay.
And, old Bright, she stroked your shoulder,

Praised your soft and gentle eyes,
But you scarcely did behold her,

Gazing with bovine surprise.
She is better than the oxen,

Fairer than the sky or ground;
Though she is a little vixen.Her young cheek is red and round.
And she seems to flit before me,

Mockiux when I fain would speak;
And a f:tintness stealeth o'er me

Andmy heart is woman-weak- .

How can men of bone and muscle
Lose their manhood near a girl?

Ah ! it costs a mighty tussle
To break the meshes of a curl.

Yet she might be tamed with loving,
Wildest colts are broke to hand;

These the thougnts my soul is proving
As I stride across the land.

All the day I dream of kneeling;
Would she spurn me from her path.

With a heightened color stealing,
Kill me with a little laugh? '

Ah, the tonj2rue so keen and tripping.
Could I win it for a while,

I would venture without slipping
Thus to lure her and beguile.

I am slow, and sadly stammer,
All my ways are country-bred- ;

And that city chap's line grammar
bure has turned her little head.

How can I endure it longer?
In my homespun I will go.

And in words sincere, if stronger,
All my heart to her I'll show.

Stand there. Bright, within tne furrow
While I venture on my luck ;

Steady, you must share my sorrow
If I fail, my gentle liuek.

Shall we tread the path together,
One in heart, in faith unlroke;

Glad in bright and stormy weather
Slill to pull within one yoke?

O'er my labors of the roughest
1 have never whined nor cried,

But this jo! it is the toughest
That a plowman ever tried.

Augusta Lamed, in JVr. I" Evening Post.

A CLEVER DOCTOR.

About twenty years ago the Honor-
able and Reverend Edward Lambert, a
clergyman of the Church of England,
found that his health was growing in-
firm, a moral and physical languor
seemed to take, possession of him ; that
English melancholy which comes, no
one knows whv or wherefore, and he
could not shake it off. Young, rich,
handsome, eloquent, sure of preferment
in the Church what was the matter
with the Honorable and Reverend Ed-
ward Lambert P

He did what all Englishmen do when
other remedies fail he crossed the
Channel.

He thought he would seek the rays of
the sun, that luminary, so scarce in
England. Perhaps it was the sun that
he needed.

So one fine day he sailed for France,
and soon found himself at Rouen, where
he stayed for some days, taking every
morniug a walk arouna the Cathedral,
carrying a volume of Dante under his
arm. .

'
One afternoon he walked up the Mont

St. Catherine, and seating himself on
the grass gravely devoted himself to the
Divine Comedy. He had scarcely lost
himself in Dante's stately measure when
a stranger approached and with the
most perfect courtesy addressed him,
asking if he were an Englishman, and,
if so, If he would permit a few minutes'
conversation.

"I wish to perfect myself in your
language," said the stranger, smiling,

and I always seize every opportunity
to talk to an Englishman."

"You already speak the language
fluently," said Mr. Lambert, politely;

sit down, Monsieur."
Resting on the turf, with a glorious

view before them, the two young men
soon found themselves talking glibly of
the news of the day, of Dante, of reli-
gion, politics and the weather. The
Frenchman was very agreeable, well
educated and up to the times on
all points ; he immediately told Mr.
Lambert that he was a Doctor and
practicing his profession at Rouen.

It was natural that the young clergy-
man should speak to him of his own
case, which he did freely, asking the
Doctor's advice.

The Doctor became extremely inter-
ested, and, upon examining Mr. Lam-

bert's tongue and pulse, gave him a
prescription.

They walked together to Rouen, and
Mr. Lambert then noticed that the Doc-

tor had a beautiful white dog, a point-
er, which gamboled around his master's
heels. -

They separated as they reached the
.city, the Doctor to go and see his pa-itien- ts,

the clergyman to seek an apothe-
cary, where he got his prescription pre-
pared

The next morning the Honorable and
"Reverend Mr. Lambert was better. The
Doctor's prescription had made him
fileep. It had given him strength, he
felt an appetite for breakfast. Months
4f treatment in London at the hands of
the best physicians had not done this
tfor him. '

; '

He wished to thank and to remuner-

ate the Doctor, when he remembered
(that he did not know bis name. Instinct
(told him, however, that he might meet
him again on the Mont St. Catherine.

fk with renewed hope, health, energy.he

Minister to Germany, is about, to be,,
married to Mr. Theodore Stanton. The
ceremony will be performed at the
American Legation in Berlin.

Mr. James Dickson, member of Par
liament for .Dungannon, in place of bit,,
father, who was unseated on petition, is
the youngest member of the House. Ha
was born in April, 1859, and conse--
auentlyhas election.

attained his majority since

New marriage customs are coming
into vogue in Paris. There is now the
betrothal ball, followed in a few day
by the signing of the contract, whloh
takes place in the morning, and is pre
ceded by a lunch, when the presents and. '

trousseau are displayed. The civil mar
riage takes place quietly, an evening or
two before the religions ceremony is
performed.

This is the portrait the London World
draws of Mr. Charles Bradlaagh : "He
has a square head and a broad, massive
face, lie is clean shaven. His upper
lip is thick and deep. His utterance is
clear, measured and distinct, and when
engaged in conversation he uses his
eyes with great effect, as if to impress
one with the importance of every word
he utters. The general expression of
his countenance is not pleasing.

Guizot, the French historian, in s
letter lately published, addressed to one
of his children, tells how, on his first
visit to Windsor, he lost his way and
opened a wrong door and beheld for a
moment a lady having her hair brushed.
The next day the Queen (for it was she)
joked him about it, and he says: 44 1
ended by asking her leave, if ever I
write my memoirs, like Sully or St.
Simon, to mention how at midnight I
opened the door of the Queen of Eng-
land! She gave permission, laughing
merrily."

A London letter says : It was not
a little amusing to hear over tea a s
fashionable afternoon reception at which
I was present yesterday of the numerous
other engagements of 4society' during
the day. 4I have been to an afternoon
already,' said a bright young lady to
me, counting up her work of pleasure.
I did the Row at noon ; I am going

with my father to dinner in Park Lane;
later we are at the Royal Academy soiree
and after that we go to the Botanical
fete. 4And what time will you go
home?' 4Oh,' she said, smiling, I
hope my maid will undress me at about
3 a'clock.' "

Uncle Eseks Wisdom.

The conservatism of most people Is
nothing more than their radicalism
gone to seed.

No man is envious of what he can
equal, or even imitate.

The man who is ready to take the
chances will very probably take his last
one in the almshouse.

Men have been known to correct
their vanity, subdue their pride and
even overcome their superstitions, but,
once impregnated with it, it is impossi-
ble for a man to get rid of his vulgarity.

The man who lives for others must
expect most of his pay in

Most successes spring up, Phrcnix-lik- e,

from the ashes of omo failure.'
The most cunning of all egotists is the

man who never speaks well of himself.
Good breeding is a letter of credit all

over the world.
A man of true genius is generally as

simple as a child, and as unconscious of
his power as an elephant.

The man who can distinguish be-
tween good advice and poor does not
need either.

Evert man makes his own reputa-
tion ; the world only puts on the stamp. .

Silence is a hard opinion to beat.
Next to silence comes brevitythe

wise man's strength and the fool's
refuge.

It's a poor rule that won't work both '

ways. A Milwaukee girl married a bar-
ber and he turned out to be a rich baron
in disguise. Boston Post.

Biootrt knows of but one way to
reach Heaven, while faith knows of a.
hundred.

Man is a two-legg- ed eccentric animal
that deals in politics, religion and gen-
eral merchandise.

It is well to give heed to your doubts,
for they are very often the dawnings of
truth.

Lite hast men, as a class, are unsat-- -

isf&ctorv companions : if vou flatter their ,

vanity enough to make them agreeable,
you disgust yourself. f

He who does a good deed makes .

Heaven his debtor. , .

A thoroughly good man is invaria-
bly a brave one.

It Is much more difficult for a man to
make a circumstance than it is for a cir-
cumstance to make a man.

It requires wisdom to be able, and It
requires honesty to be willing, to call
things by their right names.

angels do not, animals can not, and
devils will not. 8cribner''a Bric-n-Bro- c. '

k Java spider and a Parrot.
The spider, whose body was as larra

as a small bird's, dropped down upon a
young parrot whose mamma was from
home, and spreading its huge claws over
the nest, began sucking its blood. When
the mother returned she naturally went
for the enemy and seized hold of hie
legs ; but whether it be that legs are not i

a sensitive portion of a spider's organi-
zation, or that this particular insect had
an overpowering penchant for the blood
of young parrots, he would not let go
nnt.il. hia rutin Hkuvtminnr ttn (nr.n.
endurance, he turned on the mother,
and twinintr all hla lra firmlv hrn h
neck, was just arranging for a good,
long suck in that quarter, when she gare '

him an awful dig in the belly with her
rxak. whAramnn ha foil nrmr. Artronr
her to the ground with bun. Tlwn I
shot him. and released the parrot. .4
the Year Bound.

where they are freed from confinement
and turned loose, with neat packets of
letters securely strapped to their backs.
At once their domestic instincts come
into full play, and they swiftly flee
homeward with unswerving directness.
Of the thirty-seve- n cats thus con-
strained to serve their country, not one
has hitherto failed to fulfill its postal
functions with excellent punctuality.

Why Our Meadows Ran Oat.

That our grass lands are less perma-
nent than at an earlier period of histo-
ry, is a fact which is evident to every
one. Probably no farm topic is more
eagerly discussed by the farming class
than the grass question. It is conceded
that grass is the foundation stone of
profitable farming.and when it becomes
more unreliable every year, there is
abundant cause for alarm and a strong
desire to investigate the subject. The
cause in some instances is no doubt due
to our unpropitious seasons ; still it can
not be charged wholly to that, neither
are insects the whole cause of our
trouble. On good lands, well fertilized
and carefully seeded, grass dies out
from some cause much sooner than
formerly, and pastures gradually fail
and fill up with weeds.

May not our changed methods of
farming have something to do with it?
About twenty years ago, mowers came
into use in this section. Meadows were
cleaned up and smoothed for the cutter-ba-r,

and I think increased in acreage.
Before this, haying was a long job to
most farmers ; but after the introduction
of mowers came
etc., until now haying is accomplished in
at least half the time, and on most large
farms, in one-thir- d the time it once took.
Then it became customary to cut hay at
an earlier stage of maturity, and mow a
second crop of grass, and to sow crops
for soiling stock in tho fall, instead of
pasturing meadows. Out of all this,
can not we find a partial cause for the
deterioration of our grass lands? In the
time before machinery rendered haying
a short job, it was customary to mow
one year where we finished the previous
year ; going over the meadows in rota-
tion as it were. A part was cut early,
and a part, by force of circumstances,
was permitted to ripen each year and
scatter its seed on the ground. The
grass was cut with a sharp, clean cut,
and would start up after cutting sooner
than now when it is torn off by dull
mowers. . Then its roots were not
crushed by heavy cogged wheels, which
cover in mowing one-eigh- th to one-six-th

of the ground. It was not scratch-
ed by steel rake teeth. In short, our
meadows were treated in a manner as
nearly as possible in accordance with
nature's laws. ,

So with our pastures in early days.
Meadows were very seldom mowed
more than once, and the aftergrowth
was always fed off by stock, which gave
the pastures a chance to grow up in the
fall and re-see- d themselves every year,
to say nothing of being better protected
from the winter winds. Putting all
these things together, do they not in a
great degree account for the fact that
gras lands are less permanent than
formeilyP Cor. Country Qcntleman.

tor's prescription to an apothecary in
London, who analyzed it.

" A powerful stimulant, sir," said he ;

"we should not recommend you to use
it very frequently. Still, in extremo
cases of depression, it might be well."

Mr. Lambert never lost his admiration
of the French police. They were, he
thought, a very accomplished set of ac-
tors. Translated from the French for
the Boston Traveller.

How to he Weatherwise.

John H. Tice, the weather prophet
of St. Louis, gives the following direc-
tions to those who aspire to be weather-wis-e

:

As everybody is interested in the
weather so each one should qualify him-
self or herself to read the sky, and to
interpret the meaning of the winds, sky
and clouds.

An intensely blue and serene sky in-

dicates heavy rains and severe storms
in from twelve to forty-eig- ht hours. A
gray, hazy sky indicates a continuous
dry and generally hot weather.

A southeast wind indicates the exist-
ence of a low barometer, if not a storm
center in the northwest. The aspects oi
the sky and clouds will tell whether it
means mischief or not. An almost im-
mediate cessation of rain may be ex-
pected as soon as the northwest wind
sets in. It matters not what the aspects
of the sky are when the west wind sets
in, fair weather will ensue it, and con-
tinue from three to four days. The pas-
sage of a storm center from the gulf and
southeastward of our locality is a par-
tial exception only so far that it clears
off more tardily.

There are really but two primary
kinds of clouds, namely, (1) those that
float at a great height above the earth's
surface, and (2) those that float low.
Those that float high, say from six to
nine miles, are of a fibrous and gauzy
structure ; they are hence called cirrus,
that is, hair or tuft clouds. The clouds
that form in the lower strata of the at-

mosphere, say from one to three miles
above the earth, are irregular in struc-
ture, and of a more or less nodular form.
They are called the cumulus, that is the
heap or pile cloud.

While the cirrus remains nebular in
structure and indistinctly defined against
the sky no rain need be expected. Un-

der the low barometer, however, they
develop by accretion, become smooth
and compact in structure and much en-
larged in volume. They now sink lower
and become sharply denned against the
blue sky. Rain may now be expected,
especially if they unite with the cumu-
lus forming the nimbus or rain cloud. If
the cirrus, instead of forming the nim-
bus, reascends, it dissipates, and no rain
need be expected until it lowers again,
which generally is in twenty-- f our hours.


