
MAUD MULLER. 

Maud Muller, on a winter's day, 
Went out upon the ice to play. 

''Beneath her Derby gleamed her locks 
Of red banged hair, and her crimson socks. 

She strattled abont from ten to two. 
And then a hole In the ice fell tnrough. 

On the bottom of the pond she sat. 
As wet and mad as a halt-drowned rat. 

A man with a hickory pole went there, * 
And fished her out by her auburn hair; 

And her mother is said to have thumped her well— 
Though just how hard Miss Maud won't tell— 

And hung her oyer a stovepipe to dry. 
With a thumb in her mouth and a flsc in her eye. 

Alas for the maiden! alas for the hole! 
And 'rah for the man with the hickory pole! 

For the truest words of tonpue or pen 
Are> "A skating girl's like a headless hen 

—Brooklyn Eaqle. 

JACK BALLAST'S YARN. 

My story ? Well, I don't see why I 
should not. scratch it down. There's 
nothin' to be ashamed of in it, so far as 
I know, and, though regular story-tell
ers mayn't call it " romantic," I think 
the wind sets that way myself, and 
there's a bit of love in it, too, though 
you'd never think I was a subject for a 
love story, to look at me. I'm old 
enough, d'ye see, to feel safe about the 
draft, and brown enough to be a Hotten
tot; and as for flesh—well, no matter; 
some of you slim young dandies will be 
as stout as I, if you'll live as long. Be
sides, that fracas at Gibraltar didn't im
prove my looks. I'll tell you about that 
before the story is over, I reckon; at 
present I'd better heave ahead. 

Fat as I am, and old as I am, there 
was a time when I was a slender young 
fellow as shipped before the mast agin 
his parents' leave. They, Lord bless 
'em! wanted to make a counter-jumper 
of me, aud I tried measuring rags 
about a year. Then I could not stand 
it any longer, and jumped the old coun
ter, and cut and went to sea. I'd a 
hankerin' for it a good while, and the 
only thing I ever regretted was the way 
my poor mother took it to heart. Wait 
a bit. Honor bright, there was one 
thing. 

There was Jenny Blush, old Blush's 
only daughter, and the prettiest girl I 
ever cast eyes on. Her skin was just 
as soft and fair as any baby's. As for 
her hair, I've got a bit in mv old desk 
up stairs; and though it has crossed 
the ocean about a dozen times, it'* so 
bright no ir you'd take it for a gold 
chain coiled down under the bit of blue 
jibbon it's tied' with. 

Old Blush w»s my captain ashore. I 
mean to say he was the head of the big 
dry goods store where they first set me 
to measuring rags, and Jenny used to 
come over every day after ribbons and 
calico and the like; and Lord love ye! 
I don't find fault with women folks 
looking after such things, though it 
didn't seem a man's place to sell them. 
She looked mighty pretty when she put 
them on. Father and old Blush were 
fast friends, and when they found out 
that I was sweet on Jenny, they put 
their heads together and resolved .to 
sanction the match. I was to be taken 
into partnership, d'ye see, and was to 
step into the rag business when the old 
man stepped out. "Dry Goods, Whole
sale and Retail," was the sign, but I 
always called 'em rag?. 

Well, Jenny and 1 were for.d of each 
other, and knew it already; so, the old 
folks being agreeable, we saw a good 
deal of each other, Sundays and even
ings, to say nothing of the errands she 
ran to- the store. And I used to wish 1 
could make up iny mind to it and stay 
ashore; but 1 could not if I died for it. 

~I heard the waves beating about m> 
head in my dreams. I hated the cloth, 
yard and scissors so they made me ill. 
And one night I told Jenny so. She 
cried a bit; but by and by she owned 
that she didn't hate me for it; and we 
talked over the time when I should be 
a captain, and she could make every 
voyage with me, and have a cabin like 
a parlor to herself. 

* Then she let me kiss her. P'raps she 
kissed me back; and I cut off the yel
low curl I told you of with a pair of 
scissors—the only pleasant job I ever 
did with the confounded things in all 
my life. 

That night I ran away, and though I 
blubbered like a chiid when I passed 
mother's door, you couldn't have coax
ed me back again. What a man wants 
lobe he will be; and there are men 
meant from their cradles for water as 
sure as the fish are. 

I got a letter from old mammy that 
out me up; but I knew she'd come 
round, and I didn't guess the worst— 
how should I? When it first came to 
me that a man who sold rags was bet
ter than a sailor, it took my breath 
away. This was when I first went home, 
d'ye see? Mamma sobbed and cried 
and kissed me, but Margaret, Melinda, 
and brother Charles Augustus pitched 
into me ferociously. Says they: "You've 
disgraced the family—we nave been re
spectable, genteel folks all our lives, 
and now we are to have a common sail
or for a brother." I caught it—a regu
lar gale, and father put in his oar re
garding disobedience. When that 
came I cleared out and went over to 
old Blush's. Nobody was at home but 
Jenny, and * she rushed into my arms. 
Well, we werebillin' and cooin' as sweet 
hearts mostly do, I reckon, when -old 
Blush came home to tea. I never heard 
a gale of wind roar louder than he did 
when he saw m6. . 

"What do you want here, sir?" he 
asked. 

Says I, "Don't you recollect me,-Mr. 
Blush? I'm Jack Ballast." 

Says he, "I recollect you well enough, 
and how dare you show your face 
here?" 

Says I, "I came to see my Jenny/' 
"Your Jenny?" says he. "My good 

fellow, Miss Jenny Blush is no match 

for a<common sailor before the mast; 
and whatever may have been between 
you when you were entitled to my re
spect, it is all over now. You have 
your choice of quif ly walking out your
self or of being kicked out. 

Any one but Jenny's father would 
have been floored for that. I just looked 
up and down and saw my fists shut up 
ot themselves, and tried to keep 'em so. 

Says I, as coo! as I could, "I don't 
mean to be before the mast all my life, 
sir. I expect tp be Captain some day." 

" And," says old Blush, " a man with 
no advantage, brought up to the sea, 
might boast o' that; but you might 
have been a partner in our firm, sir. 
You might be a gentleman, and have as 
good a business in the dry goods line as 
any man alive. And you have chosen 
to be a roving rascal. And I'd see my 
daughter in her grave before I would 
give her to you. Seth* show this person 
out." 

This was the servant just come aboard 
the parlor with the coal hod. And when 
he said that my fists were beyond my 
control, and-the la.*r I saw of old Blush 
he was on his back on the hearth rug. 
Then says I to the darkey, " Touch me 
if you want to, you rascal," and then 
stalked out. 

I saw Jenny on the sly the next day 
and tried to get her to runaway; but 
the girl had a will of her own and knew 
her duty. 

Says she, " I can't disobey my father, 
Jack. I love you dearly, and I'lfiiever 
marry any one else; but it must be all 
over between us. I don't think that he 
would have relented even if you hadn't 
been so violent: but now he never will. 
You've done it yourself, Jack," turning 
quite white and looking away from me. 
" You liked the sea best, and you have 
got it instead o£ me." 

Those were the last words she said. 
I was going away when 1 heard her 
give a little cry, and, turning, saw her 
arms stretched towards me; then I 
went back and folded her to my bosom, 
and kissed her a hundred times. And 
I'm afraid I cursed the hard old father 
from the bottom of my soul, though it 
wasn't aloud, for, mind ye, a woman is 
a woman, and words good enough for 
other's men's ears ain't to be spoken be
fore her. The sight of Jennie as I left 
her, with her yellow hair blown back, 
under the bare tree branches,all bright 
with icicles, haunted me for many a 
long day; and, though I loved the seas, 
there were times, when looking over the 
side, I used to fancy a voice deep down 
in the waves whispering her words over 
again: 

"You've done it yourself, Jack; you 
liked the sea better than me, and you've 
got it." 

It doesn't take long for the years to 
»o by, either on land or on the ocean. 
They went with me as with other folks. 
I got on well enough. Before I knew 
it I was second mate, then first mate, 
then captain. I suppose I should have 
sailed the sea until they buried me in it, 
if it hadn't been for the first mate, Tom 
Hamlin. I loved that fellow as I loved 

brother, if I'd a better one than 
Charles Augustus. At Gibraltar Ham
lin got into a row with some English 
soldiers. Tney'd all been drinking to
gether; of course I took his part. They 
had firearms about them, and useel 
them on each other. I didn't snve 
Hamlin, for they shot him dead; but I 
got a couple of bullets in me, and was 
nicked up just as near Davy Jones' 
locker as ever a man was who didn't 
go into it. I got well again, and was on 
the invalid list; and just as I had laid 
up a handful of money and was past 40, 
I made up my mind to stay at home 
and take care of Tom Hamlin's orphan 
children. He had two of them, both 
girls. I settled down in New York and 
fetched them home, poor, half-starved 
creatures; for the woman they 
boarded with was given to drink, 
and kept them on bread and 
treacle, and as they told me I must, I 
put them in black frocks—they would 
have felt just as bad in red—and settled 
down to make myself comfortable. 
Soon I looked out for a chaplain, to pass 
Sunday as it ought to be, and the Rev. 
Eben Tucker's church being handy, I 
shipped him along with the girls, and, 
as I always did my duty, I never pre
tended not to see the plate when the 
steward shoved it up our pew. The Rev. 
Eben Tucker was a sociable man. He 
used to drop in evenings and talk to me 
about my soul; and though I can't say 
but what I drooped asleep sometimes, 
he knew his duty when he did it. A 
Captain's duty is one thing, and a chap
lain's is another. 

One day he spoke about poor Ham 
lin's gals. Says he: " You sen1 them 
to school, I hope." Says I: "I haven't 
done it—gals are better without learn
ing, ,if they can read their Bibles and 
cipher out the butcher's bill." 

But he kept on, and pretty soon I let 
him examine them. Lord love ye, they 
hardly knew their letters. The school
ing, as well as the board, had gone "for 
gin. 

" The poor heathen are scarcely more 
benighted," said our chaplain. He in 
siats on my saying pastor, but t'other 
sounds the best. 

"We must find an instructress for 
them, Captain." 

" Surely," said I—I wanted to do the 
best by Tom's children that I could— 
"surely; just mention a schoolmarm, 
chaplain." 

Said he, " My own are under the care 
of the person who plays trie organ—a 
highly estimable lady in reduced cir
cumstances. Her school is close by. 
No. —, Broome street." 

So he wrote the name and address on 
a card, and I promised to take the girls 
there. 

Monday morning we took sail, 
bought 'em spelling books and satchels 
and slates, ana by 9 o'clock we were at 
the door. Then I looked for the card, 
and, behold ye, I'd lost it! However, I 

was in port and could hail the lady as 
"schoolmarm." 

Betsey was wiping her eye, and Peg 
was bawling out that she wanted to go 
home. But say's I, "No, no, gab," I 
don't want you to grow uo benighted as 
the heathen, and that's what (be chap
lain calls ye now." 

So I lugged 'em in and made my rev
erence. 

"Duty, ma'am," says I, "here's two 
girls as needs instruction. The Rev. 
Eben Tucker recommended ye to give 
it 'em, and whatever extra it is for 
play in' the organ let 'em larn it; for it 
is you that works in the top loft o' Sun
days—you know how to do it. Captain 
Jack B illast, at your service. Send' 
your bills to him and he'll foot 'em!1' 
1 ain't bold with women. I'm a bit 

bashful before strange uns even yet. 
And I hadn't looked at her. But when 
I SDoke out my name she gave a little 
scream *nd started backv Of course I 
couldn'i help looking at her then, and 
she wa> sitting down with her handker
chief before her face. 

Says I, "Beg pardon, are you ill, 
mum ?" 

Says she, still not looking up," "Did 
you say your name was Captain Bal
last?" 

"Jack Ballast, at your service," said I. 
'•Says she, "O, Jack! don't you know 

me?' 
Says I. "Look up and I'll make sure." 

And she lifted up her face and I saw— 
well, it wasn't the pink-cheekek girl I 
knew. It wasn't a girl at all, but in a 
minute it was Jenny Blush again—a 
great deal more than I was Jack Bal
last. 

"Jenny," says I, "oh, Jenny, is it re
ally you?" 

And then the color came into her 
cheeks, and her eyes glittered, and she 
whispered, "Oh, not before the school, 
Jack," for I had caught her to my heart 
and kissed l^r. 

We had not much time to palaver, 
then, but I came for her again in the 
evening and took her for a walk. And 
she told me how the rag store had been 
shipwrecked, and old Blush dropped 
dead of apoplexy when he knew it. 
And how my brother Charles Augustus 
had offered her his hand, but she said 
no, and preferred to earn her own liv
ing to marrying one she did not love 
while there was one living whom she 
did. And now it was fifteen years ago 

fifteen years. 
Then says I: "Jenny, dear, I love you 

better than ever, now I've found you 
again. When you told my brother 
there was some one living you loved, 
did you mean me?" 

"Yes, Jack"' said she. 
Says I: "Now you've seen me—a 

weather-beaten, scarred old sailor—do 
you think the same?" 

Says she: "I always shall. Jack." 
"Come on, then, says I. And not an

other word until we come to Rev. Eben 
Tucker's. There;l rang the bell. 
-Says she: "Why have you brought 

me here. Jack?" 
Says I: "To make the chaplain mar

ry us, my love." 
Says she: "It'J too sudden. I can't. 

What would people say?" 
"No matter for the people," says I. 
And in we walked. And for all she 

told me that no woman was ever mar
ried before in a delaine dress and straw 
bonnet, the chaplain didn't find it any 
obstacle, but spliced us. And so, after 
fifteen years, I got my Jenny for my 
own. 

I don't think she's sorry for it, and I 
know I ain't, and as for poor Tom's 
children, she's a mother to 'em. And 
whether there's any romance in my 
story or not, it's.a happy one for me in 
the ending, as sure as my name is Jack 
Ballast. 

A Strange Experience. 
Mrs. Jennie Lewis, a well known 

resident of Reno, has just returned 
from a trip to Europe. During her ab
sence she removed from her ear a shell 
which had been lodged there lor over 
thirty years. Mrs. Lewis says that 
when a child she was holding a smell 
to her ear and trying to hear it " roar." 
While so doing the shell, which is 
hardly a quarter of an inch in diameter, 
slipped into the passage of the ear. 
Efforts to dislodge it were unsuccess
ful, and only drove it farther in. It re
mained there lor ten years, causing oc
casional pains, when a surgical opera
tion for its removal was attempted. 
The operation was performed in Illi
nois, where Mrs. Lewis' parents were 
then living. ... It was extremely painful 
and induced excessive bleeding 
but was unsuccessful. For 
twenty years more the shell 
remined in the ear, completly 
obstructing the 'passages. This sum
mer, while on her homeward voyage 
across the Atlantic, Mrs. Lewis was one 
day seated on deck, engaged in picking 
with a pin the ear which harbored the 
shell. To her great joy and surprise she 
found that the shell which had so long 
been firmly fixed was loosened, and 
that it moved under the pressure 
of the pin. She worked away at it in 
great excitement for a few minutes,and 
at last the long-imprisoned shell was 
extricated. A surgeon on board the 
steamer was greatly interested in the 
case, and declared he bad never in his 
life heard of such an experience. Mr£ 
Lewis still keeps the shell, and shows it 
to her acquaintances when telling its 
story. ' 

"Following the Lang try Fashion. 
Handsome society women in New 

York are following the Langtry fashion, 
and are photographed to sell—so says a 
naughty exchange. Five cents per 
copy is the average price received by a 
fair subject; and, if she is "popular," 
the revenue often keeps her in gloves 
for a whole year. One lady, said to be 
of high position, has been photograph
ed several times in a page's costume 
that she wore at a fancy ball last winter. 

, AGRICULTURE, v: 

- AN Eastern farmer recently saw two 
men attempting to drive a hog by his 
house, but the animal was so obstinate 
that they finally told the farmer that, 
if he would kill it for them, they would 
give him half of the meat. He accept
ed the offer with alacrity and not only 
killed the hog but dressed it, after which 
the strangers drove away with their 
half. When, however, he'went at night 
to feed his hog he found that he had 
killed his own property, receiving half 
of it for his trouble. 

PROF. STEWART lately informed the 
American Dairymen's Association that 
he once tried an experiment with ten 
cows, giving each three quarts of corn 
meal a day, fed alone. This was con
tinued a month. Then three quarts 
mixed with a peck of cut and moisten
ed hay were fed to each cOw.* Bv 
w e i g h i n g ,  t h e  r e s u l t  s h o w e d  a  g a i n  o f  2 5  
per cent in favor of mixing the meal 
and cut hay. If the meal is fed alone, 
it is better to feed it dry, as this favors 
digestion. 

THIS destruction of crops by squirrels 
is not confined to California-, The loss 
of corn in Overton county, Tenn., from 
tnis cause last season was estimated at 
one-tenth of the crop. One farmer re
ported that they were " swimming 
across the Cumberland by thousands." 
The equilibrium between these lower 
links in the chain of animal life is se
riously disturbed by man's arbitrary 
interference with the natural course of 
production, and he must pay the penal
ty or modify i if he can. 

Shelter for Swine. 

Pigs that always have been kept in 
comfortable pens are very susceptible 
of cold, and any unusual exposure will 
be likely to induce disease. We once 
knew a fine herd, that had been care
fully fitted for the autumn shows, almost 
ruined by being turned out when the 
fairs were over, and left to shift for 
themselves without shelter of any kind. 
A cold rainstorm coming on,*n early 
every hog in the herd contracted a se
vere cold; in many individuals this 
terminated in rheumatism, while, in 
others, a chronic cough and a gradual 
decline, ending fatally, was the result. 
It was eminently proper to turn the 
hogs out after the fair, but the neglect 
to provide suitable shelter and pro
tection from storms was a piece of 
folly that merited the punishment which 
the losses inflicted. While on the sub
ject of shelter for swine, it is well to 
call attention to the importance of se
curing good ventilation in their sleep
ing apartments. We have not the 
slightest doubt that many cases of the 
so-called hog cholera originate in blood-
poisoning, the result of crowding large 
numbers of swine together in close and 
half-ventilated quarters. The atmos
phere performs the same office for the 

•blood of swine that it does for human 
beings; and the heart and Jungs, the 
veins and arteries, perform the same 
office in each. Oxygen is inhaled, and 
carbonic acid gas is given off; and with
out sufficient means for the admission 
of fresh air, and for the escape of that 
which has been vitiated by having been 
once inhaled, disease is quickly engen
dered. Pens may easily be so con
structed that, while they are warm and 
comfortable, and form ample protection 
from chilling winds, the .ventilation wlil 
also be thorough.—Live Stock Journal. 

Dairy Farming. 
We have long held the opinion, and 

have frequently expressed it, that of all 
the branches into whicn the agriculture 
of these islands is divided, dairy farm
ing is destined in the future to be, as it 
has lately proved itself, one of the 
most profitable and encouraging. In 
saying this we do not forget that 
both cheese and butter, in common 
with every other agricultural project, 
have been for a time almost a drug ih 
the market, jjnd we remember that "the 
milk trade has not, so far as the pro
ducers are concerned, been in a highly 
satisfactory condition. Yet at the 
same time we call attention to these 
important facts; that cheese has been 
the first thing to recover from the wide
spread and long continued depression; 
and at the present moment there is a 
brisker demand, and better prices of
fered for milk to be supplied through 
the coming winter, by contract, than 
was the case this time last year. These 
are the saliest features of dairy of farm
ing just now. Butter has also advanced 
as cheese has, some 20 or 30 per cent, 
during the past three or four weeks, 
and is still improving; and these things 
put together have caused a stir in the 
dairy world, which is most cheering in 
these gloomiest of days. 

The improvement in the cheese 
trade is, of course in a measure due to 
diminished production of this country, 
and to th6 improvement in the price 
of American cheese, which has been 
brought about by the rapid revival of 
tiade on the other side of the Atlantic; 
but notwithstanding this, cheese and 
milk have shown a degree of elasticity 
we look for in vain in anything else. 
In their turn they are influencing the 
price of butter, and they have kept up 
the .demand for and the price of in-calf 
cows, particularly of autumn calvers, 
in a way that has made this the most 
profitable branch of agriculture on 
which we can lay our fingers at the 
present time or in the present year. 
The improvement in the price of 
cheese can not be ascribed to any im
provement in quality,for it is well known 
that cheese, like almost every
thing else, either animal or vegetable 
that the farm produces, is deficient in 
quality this year, as compared with 
other years. There has been an un
usually imall supply of sunshine this 
year, so that the properties in grasset 
which go to form quality in the milk, 

, and cheese and butter, and in beef and 

mutton alike, have been insufficiently \ 
developed, and the cheese and butter 
are not what they would otherwise have 
been. This, of course, was to be pre
dicted when we saw the nature of the 
summer we had to deal with; and 
taking this into consideration, it is all 
the more gratifying to find the rapid 
and marked improvement of which 
we have spoken. And yet we are not 
satisfied; the reason wny we are not 
we will shortly proceed to state. 

Our present remarks are chiefly called 
forth just now because of the dairy show 
which has been held this week in the 
agricultural hall—a show on which we 
offer our hearty congratulations to the 
council of the British Dairy Farmers' 
Association, because it is, on the whole, 
and notwithstanding the badness of the 
time through which we are passing, still 
better than its predecessors/ The cows, 
on Ihe whole, are better than they have 
been before, and particularly so in our 
three chief dairy breeds, the Short
horns, the Ay rehires and the Jerseys. 
The other cattle classes too, contain 
very got d specimens of the breeds to 
which they are devoted, while the male 
animals, though much more limited in 
numbers, are in some instances of su
perb build and quality. The entries in 
the cheese and „ butter classes are very 
numerous, and very varied in charac
ter; while the quality as a rule is very 
satisfactory. As at the Kilburn show, 
the entries of foreign butter, especially 
Continental butters, are more numerous 
than that of British butters, and we can 
not but regret that such should be the 
case. But our chief source of regret is 
found in the cheese classes, yet not on 
account of number of exhibits, for the 
British makes are more numerous than 
the foreign ones. Our grand and noble 
looking Cheddars arc there in force, 
and so are the scarcely less excellent 
Cheshire3, %s well as the thin varieties, 
the Derbys, the Glosters and others, not 
forgetting the charming Stiitons. Our 
regret is on the score of quality—of 
mellowness of texture, cleanness of 
flavor, and of general richness; for in 
these points the American cheese is 
better on the average than it was last 
year, while our own is worse, and the 
judges declare that without exception 
the American cheese is better than ours. 

WeP have on previous occasions 
pointed out that we in England were 
losing ground in the race, and that 
America was gaining it, and that the 
difference was owing to the improved 
methods and appliances that are in 
general use in the latter country; and 
the disparity is only less marked be
cause the soil, the herbage and the cli
mate in this country are each and all 
better than those in America for 
cheese-making purposes. It is purely 
a question, then, of practical ability; 
superior management and we say so 
advisedly. Ten or a dozen years ago 
the quality of American cheese sent to 
this country was such as to cause our 
own cheese-makers to smile; but now 
the smile is on the other side of the 
face. At that period, indeed, no one 
thought for a moment that we had any
thing to fear from the quality, whatever 
we might have from the volume, of 
American competition in cheese; but 
now we are beaten all along the line. 
And this is not so much because the 
quality of English cheese, on the 
average, is lower than it used to be, as 
the quality of American is so greatly 
improved. Careful inquiry into scien
tific principles, and scrupulous attention 
to details of management, are the 
means by which our American friends 
have so greatly improved their dairy 
products. But we again express our 
belief that by adopting simiiiar means 
ourselves we can regain the position 
we once held, simply because our 
natural advantagees, when properly 
utilized, are such that very few, if in
deed any, foreign countries can success
fully compete against us.fAs the matter 
now stands, we have American cheese 
on the one hand, and continental 
butters on the other, prominent and 
popular in our best- markets, and we 
have to content ourselves with inferior 
prices. How long this state of things 
is to continue depends entirely on 
British cheese and butter-makers. 
There is a splendid market open and a 
rising industry to be cultivated is patent 
to all; but one thing is certain—our 
competitors will not easily be made to 
relinquish the position they have 
gained. Increased knowledge, quick
ened energies, and incessant activity in 
adopting and adapting every improve
ment in appliances and modes of 
management, will alone enable us to 
compete with success; but given these, 
we will back the British dairy farmer 
against the world!—London Live Stoch 
Journal. 

' Frog Diamonds. 
Indianapolis Herald. 

One of Dr. W. B. Fletcher's frogs es
caped from the frogarium some time 
time ago, and was found the other day 
behind a register at his office starved to 
death and shrunk to half its former di
mensions. The doctor dissected the 
dessicated batrachian, and coming to its 
lungs found these organs clogged with 
thousands*^ black crystals which looked 
like coarse gunpowder. Under the 
microscope these crystals presented 
regular facets with smooth surfaces, pre--
sentina the same angle of crystallization 
as the diamond. Oa burning they gave 
off carbonic acid gas and they are pure 
crystals of carbon as the diamond is. 
The doctor theorizes that In the ages 
gone by the huge reptiles of the ante
diluvian period, dying under circum
stances similar to those which the frog 
did, may have formed large crystals of 
carbon in their lungs which were after
ward transformed into the hardN and 
lustrous diamond. 

A half-dozen of the Protestant Epis
copal Bishops in the south are ex-Con
federate soldiers. 
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