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BONG OF THE SPRING. 

OH, why la my heart orerflowtiig 
With love-taoaghta, born of the Sp 

Where are my wild thoughts going 
On reatlestt, rapturous wingt 

The opening buds breathe sweetnew, at they 
cluster—lips apart— 

It Is only the fragrant poplars knocking against my 
heart. 

Oh, why is my soul awaking 
with the thrushes and hawthorn trees, 

And my ourden of weariness taking 
Its flight on the nearest breeze? 

The promise of fruit is stealing through leafy 
orchards again— 

It is only the apple-blossoms floating Into my 
brain. 

What is this mystical gladness 
Setting my life in tune? 

Whence comes this musical madness, 
Sweet as the roses in June? 

A lark is rising and singing—singing and rising 

His notes, as they fall from hearen, my life with 
melody OIL 

Ob, why is my heart OTerflowing 
with love-thoughts, born of the Spring? 

Where are my wild thoughts going 
On restless, rapturous wing? 

I hear a step on the pathway—I look into the kind 
e y e s -

care not what is the weather!—I know not where 
are the skies I 

—Chriittan Union. —.». 
UNDER THE SEAT. 

" SMOKING-CARRIAGE, air?" asked the 
tip expecting porter, as he bore my rugs 
and minor packages along the platform. 
I said yes, and he made me comfortable 
and received his sixpence. Then the 

fuard came to look after my well-being, 
at got nothing more than innocent 

gratitude, which was perhaps all he de
sired. I have no doubt that I did him 
injustice in attributing his efforts to intro
duce a tat old gentleman with a cough, a 
lean old gentleman who wa9 snuffy, and 
a middle-aged gentleman who was envel
oped in wraps, the lower part of whose 
face was covered up like a female Turk's, 
an evident window-shutter, to enter my 
•arriage, in order to spite me. 

Duty to his employers alone made him 
endeavor to fill up, but the British anx
iety to get as much room as possible for 
my money was strong within me, and 
stirred uncharitable suspicions. 

You may lead a horse to the water, or 
an anti-mcotinian old gentleman to a 
smoking-carriage, but you can't make 
him get in; and when each in turn put 
his head into my compartment he jibbed, 
for some late occupants of it had been 
cigar, not pipe, smokers, and it was 
rather strong. So I was apparently left 
alone—alone with the Timet and all the 
comic weeklies and a modem poem. 

The doors were banged, the engine 
whistled, the train began to move. It 
would not stop again till we got to Peter
borough, so that I was safe to be undis
turbed so far. There were six seats and 
I could occupy as many of them as a lim
ited number of members permitted. I 
almost wished myself an Octopus, to take 
full advantage of the situation. Calming 
down, I hung up my hat, put on a gaudy 
piece of needlework won in a bazaar 
mffle, lit my pipe, cut my papers, and be
gan to enjoy myself. 

I sat in the left-hand corner, with my 
back to the engine, absorbed in in a big 
lawsuit. It is great fun to read a cross-
examination and watch how a clever law
yer will make a clever man perjure him
self. " It reads almost like a crime," I 
remarked aloud; " but then it is a lawful 
and beneficial crime. Soldiers kill peo
ple's bodies, lawyers kill people's reputa
tions, and all for the good of society in 
the long ran." 

While I was uttering the word " run," 
my ankles were grasped suddenly and 
firmly; then, before I could recover from 
the shock, they were jerked backward un
der the seat with such force that I was 
thrown forward, sprawling. I tried to 
rise, but my right wrist was seized and 
the arm twisted till I was helpless, and 
presently I found myself on the floor of 
the carriage face downward, a sharp knee 
being scientifically pressed into the small 
of my back, and both arms fixed behind 
me. My elbows were tied together, and 
then the knee was removed, and my an
kles were secured. During this latter 
operation I kicked and struggled. 

" Hum!" said a deliberate voice, " that 
will be awkward. Let's see; ah, these 
will do." 

"These" were my sticks and umbrella, 
which some one proceeded to apply as 
splints to the back of my legs, using the 
straps which had kept them in a bundle 
to fix them at the ankle and above the 
knee. When he had done I was as help
less as a dressed turkey. 

Then I was turned over carefully and 
tenderly, and for the first time saw my 
assailant. 

He was a gentlemanly-looking man, 
dressed in a black coat and waistcoat, gray 
trowsers and neck-cloth. His hair and 
whiskers were just turning grizzly, his 
chin and upper lip were clean shaved. 
His forehead was high, his eyes promi
nent and fixed in their expression, his 
nose aquiline, his mouth a slit. He was 
of middle height, spare, but wiry; indeed, 
his muscles must have been exceptionally 
elastic and feline, for you would have 
never thought, to look at him, that he 
could stow himself away under the seat 
of a railroad-carriage so compactly. 

He contemplated me, with his chin in 
his right hand, and his right elbow on 
his left hand; he said, thoughtfully," Just 
•o. And for the good of society in the 
long run—an admirable sentiment, my 
dear sir; let it be a consolation to you, if 
I should «ause you any little annoyance." 

He took a shagreen spectacle-case from 
his pocket, wiped the glasses carefully 
with a silk handkerchief, and adjusted 
them on his nose. Then he produced an 
oblong box, which he unlocked, and 

£laced, on one of the seats. After which 
e sat down quietly in the place I had oc

cupied five minutes before—a position 
which brought him close over my head 
and chest, as I lay supine and helpless at 
his feet. 

" Do you know anything of anatomy?" 
he asked. I was completely in his power 
as a.witness in the cross-examining 
counsel's hands, and prudence dictated 
that I should be equally ready to answer 
the most frivolous and impertinent ques
tions with politeness. I said that I did 
not 

"Ah!" he said; "well, perhaps you 
may have heard of the spleen? Exactly. 
Now science has never as yet been able 
to find out the use of that organ; and the 
man who bequeathed that knowledge to 
posterity would rank with the discoverer 
of the circulation of the blood, and con
fer an inestimable benefit on humanity 
for the remainder of the world's lease. I 
propose to dissect you." 

"You will not get much glory for that," 
said I, forcing mvself to seem to take this 
outrageous practical joke in good part. 
Aft ungrateful generation may or may 

not profit by your discovery, but it will 
infallibly hang you." 

"Not so," he blandly replied. " lam 
a surgeon, who once had a very consider
able practice, but I had to stand my trial 
for an experiment which proved fatal to 
one of my patients. The jury, unable to un
derstand the sacrifices which an earnest 
inquirer is ready to offer at the shrine of 
science, declared me mad, and I was 
placed in confinement. You see that I 
can act with impunity." 

And he opened the box. I bioke out in 
a cold sweat. Was it all real? Could 
the man be in earnest? "But," said I, 
" surely you can get dead bodies to dissect 
without having recourse to crime? And, 
again, if generations of anatomists have 
failed in twenty thousand investigations 
to discover the use of the spleen—if you 
yourself have always failed hitherto, 
why should you suppose that this one 
attempt should be more successful than 
the others?" 

" Because, my dear sir," said the man, 
with the smile of one who had caught a 
bright idea, " all former investigations, 
including my own, have been made on 
dead subjects, while I propose to examine 
your vital organs with a powerful magni
fying glass while they are exercising 
their normal functions." 

" What!" I gasped. " You will never 
have the barbarity ," and here my 
voice choked. 

"Oh, yes; I have conquered that preju
dice against inflicting suflering which is 
natural to the mind enfeebled by civili
zation. For many years 1 secretly prac
ticed vivisection upon animals. I once 
had a cat—an animal very tenacious of 
life—under my scalpel for a week. But 
we have no time to waste in conversation. 
You will not be put to any needless 
suffering. These instruments are not my 
own, blunted lor want of use; I took the 
precaution of borrowing the case of the 
gentlemen under whose care I have been 
placed before making my escape." 

While speaking thus, he took out the 
hideous little glittering instruments and 
examined them one by one. They were 
of various appalling shapes, and I gazed 
upon them with the horrible fascination 
of a bird under the power of a snake. Of 
only one could I tell the use—a thin, 
trenchant blade, which cut you almost to 
look at it. He knelt across me, arranged 
his implements on the seat to his right; 
laid a note-book, pencil and his watch on 
that to his left, and took off his neck-cloth 
and collar, murmuring: "Tne clothes are 
very much in my way; I wish that you 
were properly prepared for the opera
tion." 

It flashed across me, in my despair, 
that I had heard of madmen being foiled 
by an apparent acquiescence in their 
murderous intentions. 

"After all," I forced myself to say, 
" what is one life to the human race ? 
Since mine is demanded by science, let 
me aid you. Remove these bonds and 
allow me to take off my coat and waist
coat." 

He smiled and shook his head. 
"Life is sweet; I will not trust you," 

he said, unfastening my waistcoat and 
turning back the lapels as far as he could. 
Then, taking a pair of scissors, he pro
ceeded to cut my shirt-front away, so that 
presently my chest was bared to his ex
periments. Whether I closed my eyes or 
was seized with vertigo I do not know, 
but for a moment or two I lost sight of 
everything, and had visions; a sort of 
grotesque nightmare it was, the figures 
in which I recall but very indistinctly, 
but I remember that the most prominent 
of them was a pig, or a pork, hanging up 
outside a butcher's shop, the appearance 
of which bore a mysterious resemblance 
to myself. These delirious fantasies were 
dispelled by a sharp pang; the anatomist 
had made a first slight incision. I saw 
his calm face leaning over me; the cruel 
blade with which he was about to make 
another and a deeper cut; his fingers, al
ready crimson with blood; and I strug
gled frantically. My operator immedi
ately withdrew his armed hand and stood 
erect. Then, watching his opportunity, 
he placed his right foot on the lower part 
of my breast-bone, so that by pressure he 
could suffocate me. 

" Listen, my friend," he said; "I will 
endeavor not to injure any vital organ, 
but,- if you wriggle about, I shall not be 
able to avoid doing so. Another thing: 
if you " 

He was interrupted by three sharp 
whistles from the engine, so shrill and 
piercing as to drown his voice. 

" Impede me by these sharp, convulsive 
movements, I shall be compelled to sever 
those muscles, which " 

He never completed his sentence. 
There was a mighty shock, a crash as if 
all the world had rushed together. I was 
shot under the seat, where I lay uninjured 
and in safety, amid the most horrible din; 
breaking, tearing, shrieking cries for help 
and the roar of escaping steam. 

I had strained the bonds which secured 
my elbows in my struggle, and the jerk of 
the collision snapped them; so that when 
I began to get my wits together I found 
my hands free. To liberate my legs was 
then a very easy matter, but not to extri
cate myself—the next thing I set about. 
The whole top of the carriage from where 
the stuffed cushion part ends was carried 
sheer away; and amid the debris which 

What Happened to the Dewberrys. 

encumbered my movements lay the man
gled and decapitated body of the mad
man, who, intending to assail my life, 
had, by keeping me down at the bottom 
of the carriage, saved it. 

MORAL.—When alone in a railway car
riage, it may be worth while to take a 
look below the seats.—Englith Magazine. 

Two Boston Neighbors. 

THB Boston Traveler of a recent date 
relates the following: " A gentleman and 
lady, strangers to each other, occupied 
the same seat in a railroad car on a train 
in Ohio, bound East. Various subjects 
were discussed. It soon appeared that 
both were residents of Boston, and were 
returning to their respective homes. On 
the arrival of the train in Boston the gent 
procured a carriage, into which both 
lady and gent entered. " Where do you 
go?" asked the hackman. The gent re
plied at No. 12 street. * You may 
leave me at the same place,' said the lady. 
The gentleman had all kinds of surmises, 
and could not understand why she was to 
be left at his house. The carriage arrived 
at No. 12, the gentleman still in a quan
dary. Trunk and valise were taken off 
and set down. It turned out that the lady 
resided at No. 14 same street, and the two 
entrances were not three feet apart. Both 

Jiarties had resided for several years in ad-
oining houses, and had met for the first 

time 600 miles from their homes." 
• m i m 

—Lemon Pie.—Grate three lemons in a 
bowl, add four cups of sugar, three table-
spoonfuls flour, one and one half cups 
water, makes five pies, two crusts, 

MKS. DEWBERRY, wife of James Dew
berry, is an exceedingly absent-minded 
woman, so absent-minded that she some
times forgets to sew on her husband's 
battons and mend his socks, though, as 
Mr. Dewberry savagely remarks (brute 
that he is!), she never seems to forget 
when she ought to have a new bonnet or 

?;own, or thinks she ought when he don't, 
or Mr D. is a man who does not approve 

of too much dress for women. 
They would get along splendidly, how

ever, were it not for Mrs. Dewberry's little 
habit of forgetfulness, and the additional 
fact that she is somewhat deaf. 

But just let me tell you what happened 
at the residence of the Dewberrys the 
other night, and I feel sure you will sym
pathize not only with Mr. Dewberry but 
the unfortunate Mrs. Dewberry herself. 

Like all partially deaf people Mrs. Dew
berry is forever laboring under the delu
sion that she hears all descriptions of 
noises, and happening to wake up last 
Thursday night about twelve o'clock 
became convinced, from sundry imaginary 
sounds, that some one was breaking into 
the house. She sat up in bed and listened 
with both ears, one of which was a little 
more deaf than the other, and was sure 
that some one was forcing an entrance 
thiough the basement window. She was 
dreadfully frightened; visions of masked 
robbers passed through her head. So, 
seizing her sleeping husband by the arm, 
she shook him violently, screaming: 

"James! James! Wake up, I say. 
There's robbers breaking in!" 

"What's that?" exclaimed Mr. Dew--
berry, starting up and rubbing his aston
ished eyes. 

"Tnere*8 a band of masked robbers 
getting in at the basement window!" 
answered Mrs. Dewberry, in great excite
ment. 

"Maskedrobbers!" shouted her hus
band ; " the dickens!" and with that he 
sprang out of bed and, snatchin&r the 
night Tamp, dashed down stairs, clacT only 
in his robe de nuit. Whereupon Mrs. D., 
instead of hanging over the balusters to 
look after her husband, as any other 
woman would have done, locked the door 
and, jumping into bed, covered her«elf, 
head and all, in the blankets; and as her 
husband did not come back quite as soon 
as she expected forgot all about him and 
fell asleep. Meanwhile Mr. Dewberry, in 
search of the robbers, having armed him
self with his cane, crept softly down the 
basement stairs and peeped cautiously 
through the keyhole of the dining-room 
door, fully expecting to find the room 
filled with masked men, making off with 
the silver. But no, the apartment was 
empty; and though he searched every 
room and listened at every window and 
door he could find no trace of robbers. 
They might be down-stairs feasting on 
the contents of the larder; he had heard 
of such things, and acting on this sugges
tion ne explored the cellar also, notwith
standing the cold bricks nearly froze his 
bare feet. But there was no one in the 
cellar either unless they were secreted in 
the coal-bin, and Mr. Dewberry, who 
when he did a thing always did it well, 
mounted up on the edge of the bin and, 
lamp in hand, peered down into its grimy 
depths. Just as he had decided that there 
was naught but coal in the bin a gust of 
wind from the cellar window blew out 
his light, and at the same instant Mr. 
Dewberry lost his balance and fell head 
first into the coal-bin. It is unnecessary 
to state what he said when he found him
self sprawling in that " beastly coal-bin" 
—he called it—but he certainly did look 
rather peculiar when, after procuring 
another light from the kitchen, he gained 
his bedroom door with his night-shirt, 
face,- feet and hands blackened with coal-
dust. 

To his surprise he found the door 
locked. He rapped on it with his 
knuckles and pounded on it with his feet, 
but Mrs. Dewberry had gone to sleep with 
her deafest ear uppermost and not a 
sound disturbed her peaceful rest. 

" Confound the woman! what am I to 
do?" thought the victimized Dewberry, 
shivering with the cold. He'd not stay 
there all night—that he was determined. 
So he shouted and banged and shook the 
door until Mrs. Dewberry was aroused at 
last, and called out in a sleepy voice, 
"Who's there?" 

"Who's there, indeed!" shouted the 
irrte Mr. D.; " why, your husband, woman! 
And why, in the name of goodness, don't 
you unlock this door?" 

" I haven't locked the door; no such a 
thing," vociferated Mrs. Dewberry, who 
had of course entirely forgoten the cir
cumstances; "and you ain't my husband 
either," she continued; " I don't believe 
a word of it." 

"Not your husband?" cried Mr. Dew
berry ; " what next, I wonder ? I am your 
husband. Didn't you send me to look for 
robbers that were not there, confound it 
all?" 

" Oh! yes, yes," answered Mrs. D , sud-
denly remembering all about it. " Wait 
a moment, Jim, and I'll let you in:" and 
Mrs. Dewberry got out of bed and began 
groping her way across the floor. There 

emg no light in the room she hadn't 
gone half a yard before she put her foot 
into a small bath-tub that Mr. D. had 
very carelessly left full of water before re
tiring. 

"Bless me!" cried Mrs. Dewberry, 
" what is that?" and she turned suddenly 
round, only to catch her foot in the drug-
get and come splashing down, with both 
hands in the water. 

"Whatthe dickens are you at?" de
manded Mr. Dewberry, outside the door. 
" Do you mean to let me in to-night?" 

" Do be patient," gasped Mrs. D. " I'm 
coming as soon as I get out of this sea 
of water, whatever it is." 

" Sea of water," repeated Mr. D.; " why, 
the woman must be dreaming yet! Will 
you wake up?" and he began grounding 
and knocking again, with redoubled 
vigor. 

"I'm coming, I tell you," screamed 
Mrs. D.; and feeling around the wall she 
soon put her hand on the handle of the 
closet door, which, supposing it to be the 
room door, she unlocked and opened 
wide. But as Mr. Dewberry was not in 
the closet he did not come out of it, and 
Mrs. D.perceived nothing but inky black
ness. Whereupon she slammed the door 
to, and, uttering a fearful scream, imme
diately crawled under the bed and went 
into hysterics. 

By this time Mr. Dewberry had come 
to the conclusion that the robbers were in 
his wife's room; so, rushing down stairs, 
he tore open the front door and ran out 
on the pavement, screaming murder! fire! 
thieves! and everything else he could 
think of, «t the top of his voice. A po
liceman happening along, Mr. D. collared 
him at once and, telling him an inco
herent story of robbers Killing his wife, 
frantically led the way to his bed-room 
door, where the hysterical sobs of Mrs. 
D. were pitiful to hear. 

A few well-directed blows from the po
liceman's club soon broke open the door, 
and Mr. Dewberry rushed in. 

" Where are you, Susan?" he demanded, 
staring round the room/ 

" Here, James," answered Mrs. D., pok
ing her nightcapped head from under the 
bed, and diving back with a scream as 
soon as she caught sight of the policeman 
and soot-begrimed Dewberry. 

" Well, well," said the policeman, in 
disgust," I don't see your robber. You'd 
better come down and lock your door, 
sir;" and once more the shivering Dew
berry descended the stairs. 

By this time his cries of " Fire" had 
brought two engines to the spot, and 
when Mr. Dewberry appeared at the door 
with his light the foreman, mistaking it 
for the flames, instantly turned the full 
for .re of his hose directly at the person of 
poor Mr. D., and before the policeman 
could explain Mr. D. was swept off his 
feet and doused from iiead to foot. 

In pity I will draw the curtain over the 
rest of that wretched night; but the last I 
heard of Mr. James Dewberry he was 3ick 
abed with an awful cold, and I don't 
wonder at it.—N. T. Graphic. 

Anecdotes of Bats. 

Perhaps at no time is the sagacity of 
rats exhibited in so remarkable a degree as 
when an attempt is made to poison them. 
A somewhat singular incident, which 
shows the possession of something very 
nearly akin to reason on the part ot these 
pests, happened in Wayne County, New 
York, some years ago. A certain distil
lery was almost overrun with rats, which 
were attracted thither by the malt, upon 
which they fared sumptuously. All ef
forts to get rid of them were unavailing. 
Traps of every sort were set and baited 
with the most tempting morsels, but the 
rats cave them a wide berth. All tne boys 
and dogs in the neighborhood paid peri
odical visits to the distillery to engage in 
grand hunts, but the rats increased and 
multiplied and grew lamiliar in spite of 
them. At last the proprietor, in despera
tion, determined upon a grand coup d'etat. 
He poisoned the malt that was one day 
thrown out of the distillery. The con
sequence was that some ot the outbuild
ings had to be removed in order to clear 
away the bodies of the victims. For 
a while after that there was less noise 
about the distillery of nights, and the 
boys were obliged to give up their Satur
day afternoon rat hunts; but in six 
months matters were as bad as ever. 
Boys, guns, traps and terriers, as before, 
had no effect. Another general poison
ing was resolved upon, but this time the 
result was far different. There was not a 
single victim that could be found, and, 
more than that, at the end of two days 
there was not a rat about the distillery. 
And now comes the strange part of the 
story. The proprietor was present when 
the poisoned malt was thrown out, and 
prompted by curiosity waited to see what 
was going to happen. During that time 
but one solitary rat made his appearance 
—an old fellow, gray with age, which 
came creeping from his hole, and with an 
air of distrust and cunning went to the 
malt, and after smelling w it scampered 
away in great haste. Was he one of the 
few who survived the general slaughter, 
and did he discover the danger and warn 
the others? 

The rats in our country are quite as 
fond of cream as their transatlantic 
cousins, and exhibit the same ingenuity 
in securing it. If the Scottish rats were 
smart enough to skim pans of milk with 
their tails, so were those who flourished 
in Livingston County a few years ago; 
only they did not confine themselves to 
cream, but fished butter out of deep jars 
in the same way. The rats no doubt ap
preciated the last-named article, and well 
they might, for a better butter maker than 
Mrs. Sackett never lived, not even in 
Livingston County. 

The neat old lady fretted and scolded 
and set traps and tried various devices to 
protect her milk pans, but all to no pur
pose. One morning a waggish young fel
low, Charley Hosmer (peace to his ashes! 
he went out with the gallant Seventh, and 
never returned), happened in, and after 
listening to the story of the lady's griev
ance offered, in consideration of the 
plate of doughnuts which she was then 
frying, to rid her of the rats at once and 
forever. The doughnuts were placed be
fore him, and Charley ate them with a 
roguish twinkle in his eye. The lady 
watched him with evident satisfaction, it 
never occurring to her, good soul, to in 
quire how she would get the doughnuts 
hack again in case the boy's plan failed. 
When the last one was gone Charley dis
appeared through the cellar door. De
scending the stairs about half-way, he 
seated himself upon them, reflected a few 
minutes, and then delivered himself after 
this fashion: 

" Now, rats," said he, " I think it's a 
shamethe way you're acting." (Here 
Charley paused a moment, for one of the 
rats which had fled at his approach 
thrust his head from his hole, and looked 
at him meditatively). " I'll talk to you, 
old fellow, and I want you to tell the 
others what I'm saying," he went on. 
" It is a shame the way you're doing. 
Here you have been getting your living 
off Mrs. Sackett all these years, and I 
want it stopped. She's a hard-working 
woman, and needs the cream and butter 
you steal. Now, there's Neighbor Mark-
ham. He is rich, his corn cribs are full; 
there are more milk-pans in his spring-
house than there are here, and if you want 
good living you had better go there. You 
will go there, if you know what's good 
for you. When I come back I don't 
want to hear of a rat on this farm." 

Charley arose to his feet, and the old 
rat whisked back into his hole. The boy 
went up stairs, took another doughnut, 
and walked off after assuring the lady 
that she would never more be troubled 
with rats. And the wunH. Perhaps 
Charley was quite as much surprised at 
the effects of his speech as the lady; but 
it is a fact that in a week from that time 
there was not a rat about the house, and 
Neighbor Markham had more than he 
wanted. There at least two persons still 
in existence who know this to be a true 
statement.—N. T. Weekly. 

A Novel Way to Detect a Falsehood. 

MULTITUDINOUS are the ways on record 
for detecting a thief, but there is one 
species of sinner that often defieB detec
tion. A light finger may befcrippled, but 
a light tongue is hard to stop. The blush 
of conscious guilt does not always follow 
a fib, and of all self-possessed men the 
professional prevaricator is the calmest. 
The tact of successful concealment is 
often characteristic of the youngest 
falsifier, and his precocious depravity is 
often a blank stud/ to the keenest moralist 
or physiognomist It has been left to the 
genius of the physician to discover a sure 

way of detecting at least a juvenile pre
varicator. The discoverer of this boy is 
a member of the- medical profession in 
Greene, Chenango County, and his name 
is Dr. Williams. 

The other evening several mischievous 
boys broke into the school-house in that 
place, built a fire in the same, and were 
preparing for a hilarious time when they 
discovered that the Board of Education 
were after them. Although the school-
house was surrounded before they cot 
wind of the danger, they managed to slip 
out of the building unobserved. Some of 
them had been recognized in the build
ing, however, and were brought up before 
the physician mentioned for examination. 
The first boy put upon the stand " knew 
nothing about the affair," and asserted 
his innocence with all the manifestations 
of veracity in his countenance. The 
doctor was not satisfied. He took hold 
of the boy's wrist and felt his pulse. The 
pulsations were unnaturally fast. Look
ing into the boys unwavering eye and 
imperturbable face, he said: "Young 
man, you are lying! You have not 
uttered one word of truth about this 
matter! Your pulse is now running as 
high as 140, and no person enjoying good 
health, and telling the truth, would have 
as rapid pulsations as that!" The problem 
of centuries was solved; the boy acknowl
edged that he had broken into the school-
house. Although the heart sent no tell
tale blood to the face, it throbbed its con
fession in the tiny pulse; and science had 
again triumphed where human ingenuity 
had been at fault.—Utica (JV. T.) Herald. 

CURRENT ITEMS. 

Adroit Thefts. 

One wet night in Boston, recently, visit
ors to a public hall found a man at the 
entrance holding out a ticket check and 
saying, "Umbrellas, please." People 
gratefully resigned their wet umbrellas 
to his custody, but when the entertain
ment was over both man and umbrellas 
had disappeared. A more audacious 
trick was lately played by a "sneak 
thief at a London club. He entered the 
hall without attracting the notice of the 
porter, and proceeded to empty the pock
ets of the greatcoats he found ranged in a 
corridor. While selecting a few of the 
best, he was interrupted by a member, 
who in astonishment asked him what he 
was doing. " Oh, this is my regular busi
ness," he said; "I am employed to 
clean the gentlemen's coats in several 
clubs; I take all the grease out of their 
collars." " Indeed!" said the gentlemen, 
interested, thinking he had got hold of 
one he could turn to account; "how long 
do you take ?" " Why, I'll be back with 
these in an hour." " If so, you may as 
well take mine," adding his coat to the 
heap, at the same time escorting the 
"sneak thief past the porter. "What 
great conveniences you have in London," 
remarked this country gentlemen to a 
group of his friends; " I have just given 
my coat to a man in the corridor, who 
cleans coats for the club." "Who, do 

fou say?" cried two or three. " The man 
found carrying the coats out—wait, I 

have his card." But the knowing Ones 
did not wait—they hurried out to find the 
pockets of some great-coats empty and 
other coats altogether gone. 
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The Way to Set Your House on Fire. 

TWICE our domestic in the kitchen 
took up the ashes from the cook stove in 
a wooden vessel, contrary to explicit di
rections, and set them in the back apart
ment, where the wooden pail was soon 
on fire. Had the fire not been seen in 
time to extinguish the flames the entire 
dwelling would have been burned to 
ashes. We recently called at a neighbor's 
dwelling, but not gaining admittance at 
the front door we went around to the 
back door that opens in the wood-house. 
To our surprise there stood a half pail of 
ashes and the pail on fire. We have a 
clerical friend who had recently com
pleted, furnished and moved into an ele
gant suburban villa. The ashes were 
deposited in barrels standing a few feet 
from the rear of the house, near the board 
fence. One night the family were aroused 
from their midnight slumbers by the de
vouring flames, which had started at the 
barrels of ashes, burned the fence and 
tbus reached the house. Everything was 
burned to the ground. Ashes should not 
be stored. Our ashes are now taken up 
in nn iron pail—never in a wooden vessel 
—and as soon as the pail is filled the con
tents are carried immediately and spread 
around fruit trees. This is done at all 
seasons of the year. Even in the winter 
ashes are not stored.—N. T. Herald. 

The Transit of Yenns. 

THE coming transit of the planet Ve
nus is a matter of great importance to the 
scientific world. The phenomenon will 
occur on the 8th of December next, and 
extensive preparations are being made for 
the observation of the passage of that 
planet across the sun's disk. The last 
transit visible from the earth occurred in 
1769, and there will not be another till the 
year 2004. By the knowledge we now 
possess, as a basis for calculation, it is 
impossible to ascertain the earth's dis
tance from the sun within 300,000 miles. 
When the total distance is about 91,480,-
000 miles, as slight a matter as the dis
tance above mentioned would seem to be 
of no practical importance; but a varia
tion of forty times the earth's diameter 
renders computations too uncertain to 
suit astronomers. It is expected that the 
observation which will be taken next 
December will leave a margin of only 
50,000 miles open to doubt. As the tran
sit will occur in the winter, the base of 
observation must be located south of the 
equator. Great Britain will have special 
stations in the Sandwich Islands and in 
seven other localities. The United States 
will have eight parties in the field. 
France will occupy three stations, Russia 
four or five, and Germany five. The prob
lem is simply the familiar geometrical 
process of constructing two sides of a 
triangle in order to determine the third. 

• • • - » • 

—They were neighbors, they died at the 
same time, and were to be buried on the 
same day. Mrs. Madox came to the house 
of mourning to aid in the last sad offices. 
She stood by the coffin and muttered, 
" Very much changed." She seated her
self, but soon arose and took a second 
look, repeating the remark. A third time 
she looked, and a third time exclaimed, 
"How changed." "Madame," said a 
bystander, "this is John West's body; 
Nancy Green's funeral is next door." Mrs. 
Madox left. 

m « • 
PEOPLE who are over wise must expect 

to pay for their whims as the Iowa man 
He went back on his own true love 

to pa 
did. 
because she ate onions, and the jury gave 
her $3,200 damages. How much better 
for him if he had oftset her by eating 
Limburger cheese. 

A ST. LOUIS paper inquires why the por
trait painters of that city don't go to sail
ing flat boats and make a reputation. 

NEW YORKERS are still howling for 
rapid transit, and they wouldn't be satis
fied if shot from the mouth of a cannon. 

RHODE ISLAND and Massachusetts are 
negotiating in real estate. The former has 
a factory to build, but is crowded for 
room. 

SUITS of black silk and grenadine com
bined will be one of the summer fashions 
—this on the authority of Monaieur 
Worth. 

A CHINAMAN can swallow a dose of 
Cayenne pepper without looking red in 
the face, and he chews red pepper without 
a wink. 

THE objection to amber ear rings is that 
they cast reflections upon the face and 
cause the tair wearer to appear to have 
the jaundice. 

THE Postoffice Department has decided 
that female officials are more honest than 
males. Now let Susan B. jump up and 
swing her bonnet. 

AN Iowa woman got mad and left her 
husband because he wasned his feet in the 
dishpan, and the neighbors don't sympa
thize with her a bit. 

A CONTEMPORARY wants all its exchanges 
to warn women to jump into a creek when 
they discover that their clothing is on fire. 
Jump, ladies, jump! 

AN old bachelor editor has discovered 
that girls are plenty in Baltimore, but 
stifled a sigh when he learned that a mar
riage license costs $4 50. 

A MARRIED woman in Brooklyn issuing 
a married man for a breach of promise 
committed eleven years ago, and her hus
band is her main witness. 

A NEW YORK Custom-House man writes 
that he has heard ladies of refinement, 
wealth, position and education, lie a cus
toms' officer out of countenance. 

RICH gold mines are reported to have 
been discovered in the mountains on the 
north fork of the Ouachita River, new 
the Choctaw line, in the Indian Territory. 

A WEST NEWBURY (Mass.) man has won 
a wager of $15 by eating twelve boxes 
of sardines, a quart of law pea beans 
and a pound of bar soap within three 
days. 

THE latest is described as "trimmed 
inside with gold fringe and tassels, with 
very showy urns on the top, draped with 
gold and plumes." This is a Hartford 
hearse. 

BUFF colored linen traveling suits 
trimmed with a darker shade of the same 
material will be much worn during the 
season and are cut and made in the polo
naise style. 

THE Hill Brothers, farmers of Windsor 
Locks Station, Conn., are the proud own
ers of a cow which turns the scales at 
3,600 pounds. She is six years old, and 
was raised by her present owners. 

A LOUISVILLE boy wanted to leave a 
cold world in which his mother would 
only give him two pieces of pie for din
ner, and so he swallowed several percus
sion caps, but they didn't kill him. 

Two Detroit girls have been arrested 
for getting on a locomotive, opening the 
throttle-valve and starting the machine. 
They then jumped off, but the engine ran 
through a freight train doing $700 dam
age. 

AN East Lyme (Conn.) man, who had 
got sick of harboring tramps, took one of 
them before a trial justice, the other day, 
but what was his astonishment when the 
vagrant produced a bank book with $1,800 
to his credit in it. 

A NUMBER of nervous invalid ladies in 
Columbus, Ohio, recently published a 
card complaining of the excessive tolling 
of church bells on Sundays and during 
the week. This bad the effect of stopping 
the tolling of bells altogether, except to 
call " meeting" twice on the Sabbath. 

THEY have sharp lawyers down East. 
One of them marketing for a dinner, asks 
a poultry dealer, " Is that turkey a young 
one?" "Yes, sir." " Will you take your 
oath on it?" " Certainly, I will." Law
yer administers the oath, charges $1 for 
the service, and takes his pay in poultry. 

A HARTFORD man put a valuable clus
ter diamond pin in a little box and hid 
it in the stuffing of a lounge for safe 
keeping, some time ago; a few days since 
he carried the lounge to a furniture man 
to have it repaired, but didn't think of 
the precious gems; they have disap
peared, but the furniture man says he 
doesn't know anything about them. 

THERE are a dozen Irish women in 
Boston who are " boss" workwomen and 
scrubbers, who hire hundreds <-f persons 
to clean the places of regular customers, 
and who have become rich at the busi
ness. One of these " boss" scrubbers has 
succeeded in buying a $25,000 house on 
Kneeland street, and rides in her gay 
carriage in imitation of Beacon street 
ladies. 

KENTUCKY comes to the front with one 
of the greatest marvels of the present 
age. In a town of considerable size in 
that State there resides a lady who makes 
it her boast that she has had but one new 
bonnet in forty years, has made but two 
calls on neighbors in eighteen years, and 
has taken but one meal away from home 
in all that time. And yet she is well off, 
in goud health and all her limbs perfectly 
sound. 

THE conduct of State Constables Max 
well and Skinner in making a seizure of 
liquor at Wildes' Hotel, at Chicopee 
Falls, Mass., recently, while the proprie
tor's daughter was dying in the house, 
and another shortly after when the prep
arations for the burial were being made, 
excited a wide and deep feeling in the 
community, and a petition, signed by 
more than 400 residents of Chicopee Falls 
and Chicopee, was sent to Boston asking 
for their removal. 

A WOMAN named Mary A. Whitten, 
about sixty-five years old, was found dead 
in her house on Brackett street, Portland, 
Me, the other day. She was some
what eccentric and lived alone, receiving 
no visitors. Her non-appearance, there
fore, excited no comment until it was 
observed that no smoke issued from her 
chimney and there were no signs of life 
about the house. The authorities were 
notified, and on going into the house 
found the woman stretched on a mattress 
on the floor. She had apparently been 
dead a week or ten days. Not a morsel 
of food of any kind nor a particle of wood 
was found in the house. It is supposed 
she was taken too ill to go out and pur
chase food, and actually starved to death. 

A MASSACHUSETTS farmer says: "My 
cattle will follow me until I leave the lot, 
and on the way up to 1 he barn-yard in the 
evening stop and call for a lock of hay." 
Smithson says there is nothing at all re
markable about txtsfe. He went into t 

barn yard in the country one day recently, 
where he had not the slightest acquaint
ance with the cattle, and an old bull not 
only followed him until' he left the lot. 
buttock the gate off the hinges and raced 
with him to the house in the most familiar 
way possible. Smithson says he has no 
doubt that the old fellow would have 
called for something if he had waited a 
little while, but he didn't want to keep 
the folks waiting for dinner, so he hung 
one tail of his coat and a piece of his 
pants on the bull's horns and went into 
the house. 

An Essay on " Pins." 

A pin is an insignificant thing; but the 
pin has a history and is of great antiq
uity. By whom invented or when is past 
finding out, but certain it is it has been 
in use from a very enrly period. 

As far back as civilization extends the 
pin can be traced. The grandfather of 
them all was found in a British burrows 
among the relics of the time of Strabo, 
who was a historian of the Augustan age, 
five years before the birth of our L»rd 

This pin is of iron, an eighth of a yard 
in length, and has for a he-id two wings 
in which are fastened two other movable 
wings. It is supposed to have boen used 
as a fastening for a mantle. 

There seems to have been a difference 
between the British and the Roman pin, 
leading us to believe in the pin's exist
ence before Britain had a history, before 
the invasion of Julius Csesar. 

Pins made of bone are constantly un
earthed in British burrows, and one ex
humed in Kent, England, has a stem of 
brass, with a head of gold, and orna
mented with red and blue stones and fil
agree work. We are told that before the 
invention of pins, or probabh before they 
were in general use, both sexes used for 
holding together parts of the dress loop
holes of lare, ribbons, hooks and eyes, 
etc, etc. During the thirteenth century, »> 
when Edward I. was King, the women 
made use of pins to fasten over the ears 
the unlovely garment, the fashion of that 
period, which was also raised at the bot
tom with pins, which weie of a clumsy 
size and made of bone. 

In 1483, pins were first mentioned in 
the statutes as an article of commerce 
and in 1540 Catharine Howard, Queen of 
Henry VIII., imported brass pins irom 
France. Pins were not of English manu
facture until three years later. The ladies 
of the court of James I. used pins with 
pearl heads and otherwise richly orna
mented. 

The pin of our acquaintance was first 
made by filing a point to a proper length 
of wire, and at the other end twisting 
finer wire, so as to form a head. There 
still exist pins of this construction. Four
teen persons were required in the manu
facture of a single pin—the first, to 
straighten and cut the wire; the second, 
to point; the third, to cut into requisite 
lengths; the fourth, to twist the heads; 
the fifth, to cut the heads, which is a work 
ol great rapidity, at the rate of 12,000 
heads an hour; No. 6 annealed, or 
softened, the heads, in order to be sharp
ened by No. 7, who transferred them to 
No. 8 to be cleaned and colored; No. 9 
next proceeded to whiten with a prepara
tion of cream-tartar; No. 10 was the 
washer; No. 11 the dryer and polisher. 
To dry, the pins were thrown into a large 
leather bag containing bran and were 
violently shaken by two men. No. 12 
did the winnowing—that is, the separa
tion of the pins from the bran. By 
machinery No. 13 prepared the pin-
papers, which, according to the size ot 
the pins, were punched into folds, and at 
the same time holes were pricked to re
ceive the pins, which were put into their 
places by No. 14, and then we had a pa-
per of pins ready for sale. This opera
tion was capable of much improvement, 
and in 1824 an American, Lemuel Well-
man Wright, invented the first machine to 
obviate hand-labor. Since then many re
markable improvements have been invent
ed, very complicated in detail, and are 
wonderful pieces of mechanism, the ac
tion being beautifully simple, and com
pleting, without the aid of the old fourteen 
hands, a pin in all respects but color and 
polish. After said processes our modern 
pins are prepared tor papering by two 
children—one to feed the machine with 
pins, the other with papers, and by some 
indescribable means the pins are forced 
into the places prepared for them. 

Thus, you see, the subject of " pins," 
which seems beggarly enough, furnishes 
good material for an exhaustive essay. 
But to hear any more on this subject I 
suppose you " don't care a pin."—î T. T. 
Graphic. 
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The French Census* 

OWING to the destructive, though 
happily short-lived, rule of the Commune 
in Paris, the publication of the French 
census of 1872 has been unavoidably 
postponed, and is only recently finished. 
It is full of interesting statements, and, 
according to La Patrie, shows the pros
perity of France in 1872 to have been 
gretty nearly equal to that of 1866, when 

'ranee had reached the highest point of 
her internal development. In 1866 the 
total population of France amounted to 
38,067,064 inhabitants; in 1872, after the 
war and the loss of two provinces, it was 
36,102,921. Of this population 21,865,625 
inhabited cities, 13,405 310 lived in the 
country. The nunitier ot bouses has been 
reduced from 7,811 549 in 1866 to 7,704,-
913 in 1872 Of the 36102,921 inhab-
it»ints only 13,000,000 could neither read 
nor write, which, considering the relative 
proportion of infants and young children 
to the whole population, is a small aver
age; 3,780,000 could only read; all the 
rest couid both read and write. The 
Catholic religion claims 35,000,000 of the 
population, the Reformed Church 580,000, 
and the Jewish Church 49,000. The 36,. 
102,921 inhabitants are divided into 13,-
500,000 heads of families, 19 000.000 mem
bers of families, and about 2,000,000 ser-
vants. Of these 6,000,000 heads of famil
ies practice agriculture and have 11,000,-
000 members of families, which shows 
them to constitute the most prolific class, 
and employ 1,232,035 servants. The 
number of clergymen in France amounts 
to 151,000; of vagabonds, 489,000; of in
sane, 53,000, of which 25,000 are men and 
28,000 are women. France harbors 20,-
000 male and 15,000 female idiots; 18,000 
male and 13,000 female blind persons; 
and 13.000 male and 10,000 female deaf 
and dumb. 

In the way of domestic animals France 
boasts 3,000,000 horses, 299,000 mules, 
451,000 asses, 11,000,000 pairs of cattle, 
5,000,000 hogs, 25.000,000 sheep, 2,000,000 
goats, 2,000,000 turkeys, 3,000,000 geese, 
11,000,000 ducks, 115,000,000 chicKens, 
7,000,000 pigeons, 2,250,744 dogs, and an 
untold number of cats, making all in all 
some 150,000,000 of animals, or about 
four to every inhabitant 


