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~ FARM AND GARDEN.

A SERVICEABLE ROOT CUTTER EAS-
ILY MADE AT HOME.
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Adum’s Needle or Spanish Bayonet,
Yaven lamenlosn, n plant that delights
als e noanes of Adam’s Needle and
hns excited during the
wlmirntion in the Capitol
[ \ ngton, D, ., where it is
plintand large gronps, making a most

\M'S NEEDLE,
the win el

for Inwn ornamentation.

though common in
deserves to be planted
s bean piant, says as goodd anthor-
nn Garden, is quite hardy
1 [ the ensiest culture, growing in
Rlnost any w0l thongh slightly prefaring
dy mod porous nature. The
erect ching flower spike comes from

wiurt of the plant amd often grows o
's height, bearing hundreds
erenmy white and very showy flowers.
epecies of this genus, however, Are
rdy enough to withstand our north-
at doors, und may be grown
pots or tabs and kept dormant in a
tar through the winter.,

. Hecluiming Waste Lands,

In 1.,‘ new report on the work of the
Beologrtal sury ey, Professor Powell esti-
Biates that there are 100,000 square miles
of coast lnnds in this country made value-
Ib-: by lativns, which, by the use of
proper can probably be placed
[T richest agricnltural lands in
thiscountrs  His department is now study-
l:f:l:tn- swamp lands and marshes of the

SAnte const to ascertain the practica-
bility of reclwiming shem.  In view of the

et thut all the agricultural land now
Wnilable in the ["nited States will be oecu-
ﬁﬁm!l:'}' IS45, the rocent surveys of """&
! I the Mississippi valey, along
é‘f;gnr const, in western New York and
T sinles, are of special importance.

The New York state survey reports that

% Is perfectly feasible to turn the great

d Foeperons farms.  Twenty-five thonsand
&res in the Oak Orchard basin alone, now

f :‘b.:'l o constant overflow, can, accord-
Our state survey, be thoroughly re-

. Saimed at 4 moderate cost.  Waste tracts

CHEAP

SHED.
plates. The top can be shesthed and
shingled or covered with hay or straw
and weighted down. Framed barns are
made in this country on the same plan
All cross ties and beams are done away
with, which makes them mach more con-
venlent for hay barns

Congress and Pleuro-Ponsumonia.

Chairman Hateh, of the house commit-
tee on agricunlture, received from Com-
migsioner Colman a reply to the resoln-
tion offered n few days before by Mr.
Swinburne of New York, in which the com-
missioner sets forth comprehensively the
difficulties met in the attempt to extirpate
or control the pleuro-pneumonia BCOUrgZe
in the present state of the law and with
the machinery at hand, and re-enforees his
recommendations  previously made for
mare hervic methods.  The eommissioner
argues that the gquaraptine of infected
cattle, even if it could be efliciently done,
does not prevent the spread of the con-
tagion, except in Isolated cases. and that
the losses from restrictions In trade
are greater than those cansed by the dis-
ease itself. He has therefore recommended,
and does now recommend, as the ouly
measure which will extirpate the plague
and prevent both the direct and indirect
losees, that wherever an infected herd s
discovered all exposed animals be slaugh-
tered, the premises thoroughly disinfected,
and the owner compensated for the loss to
which he is subjected for the protection of
the pubilic He urges upon the committee
the necessity of legislution giving to the
department power to carry out the
measures reguired for extirpating pleuro-
pueurnonin. untrammeled by state laws or
stite anthorities, if ft i expected to
promptly suppress thisdisesse. At present
he can only co-operate with the state
futhorities in accordance with stute legis-
lation in the matter.  In some states there
are no laws on the subject, and in all the
rest they are wholly nsdequate for the
prompt extirpstion of the plagne. There
s little donbt, however, that strong con-
stitutionsl objections will be raised in con-
gress to such legislation as the commis-
sioner recommends.—Rural New Yorker.

Fenece Posts Upside Down.

There are mnny farmers who believe
that fence posts set upside down  will last
longer than will those set the same Wy
a8 the timber grows., This idea probably
originated from the theory that moisture
woild not have the same effect upon the
tissue of the wood when it was inverted
a5 would be the case when fixed in its
natural position. There may or may not
be something in this, bnt with nnh'n:u'y
onk fence posts it would be quite counter-
balanced |-}' the illf'irll\'l'l;h‘"“(‘ of hil\‘![‘lg
the smaller and generally more sappy
part of the post fixed in the soil. An eg-
ricultural writer who has had large exper-
lence with onk posts prefers having these
sawed and fixed in the same position as
the trees grew, especially when the logs
from which they are cnt taper consider-
ahly, which they are linble to do

Fucts Farmers OQught to Know,
The Western New York Hortienltural
soviety will hold its thirty-second annunal
meeting nt Rochester on Wednesday, Jan.
2. Papers are promised from John J,
Thomas, Dr. E. Lewis Sturtevant, Charles
H. Green, Dr. J. A. Lintner amd others
prominent in horticulture.

The December erop réport states that
the farm value of corn which last Decem-
ber was 38 cents per bushel is now 37
cents, one cent. higher than the crop of
1884, and the avernge December price of
wheat 1s 80 cents, a reduction of 8 cents
from the average value of the last crop
and 4 1-2 cents above the price in 1884,

Several gentlemen of Maine have leased
a big barn at Cape Elizabeth, where they
propose wintering severil hundred guail,
to be liberated in different sections of the
state in the spring.

The Beauty of Hebron potato is men-
tioged as one of the leading varieties at
present for general culture in Great
Britain.

Cooking feed for stock is n subject
much discussed at present, nnd as good
authority as Professor Stewart'is reported
as ndvocating it for all kinds of domestio
animals,

- ——

How the Thistle Defends Itself.

On the other hand, the thistle famil
are far more truly rural and agricul-
tural in their habits, being denizens of
the open fields and meadows, less de-
pendent than the nettles upon richness
of soil, and readily accommodating
themselves to all vacant situations
Henoe they have only felt the need of
arming themselves in a rough-and-
ready prickiy fashion against the prob-
able assanits of their natural enemies.
They have forged darts, but have not
learned to poison them. Their prickly
leaves and wings are amply sufficient
for defense, without the necessity for
developing a virulent juice to be in-
jected into the very veins of their sav-
age aggressors. Nutural selection can
never push any special line of evolution
further than is imperatively called for
by the wants and circumstances of the
articular species. It always necessari-
v leaves off just at the point where the
protection afforded is fully sufficient to
guard the kind from the possibility of
extinction. The thistles rlmm ‘llwnd in
actual practice that prickles alone are
quite gxough to secure their boasted
immunity from extraneous attacks; the
nottles have practically discovered for
themselves that without stings they
would soon be )anded in the final limbo
of utter nonentity.—Mr. Grant Allen, in
Popular Science Monthly.

T have often wondered that the magaziues,
in their quest for novelty in illustrations, have
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THE GRASSY ROAD.

A Plea for Country Beautics Which Mod-
ern Fashions Tend to Obliterate.

. Iwould say a few earnest wordsin
intercession for a patient, venerable
neighbor of ours and yours, who has
few chawmpions, who suffers in silence,
who is fast becoming discouraged at the
treatment of bis thankless posterity,
and who thus, year by year, is yielding
up his hoid smong vs.  Country people
everywhere among the Lills. let me in-
troduce to you the *‘old grassy road,”
the *‘mountain turnpike,” the old
“wood road,”” the *lane’ —thus to be-
speak the aid of the local vocabulary in
fixing the idemit;' I would bring to your
mind-—for there 1san “old Marlborough
road™ in every town; if not, then more's
the pity.

Theso ancient highways spread like a
net over our New England hills, a net
whose meshes ave fust being lost amon
the growth which bas sprung up aroun
them. These old roads are all akin—
essentially the #ame everywhere. Pos-
sessing in spirit a common origin, the
history of one is repeated in all. It is
the track of the pioneer who opened up
the privileges we now enjoy; it is the
sear of a hard-fought battle; the mark
of courage, fortitude, and hercic self-
sacrifice, the road our forefathers trod,
and now in many instances the last elo-
quent visible link between the un-
worthy present and noble ancestral
memories which should be kept green.
I would turn the eyes of the erraut into
this forgotten path, and if phssible keep
it worn by reverent footsteps, and
guarded against the impending inva-
sion—that *“‘improving™ hand of *‘pro-

ess. "

For it is manifest on every hand that
the acquisition of prosperity among
our country towns is fast crowding
out our rural lanes and ancient roads,
tearing up their venerable landmarks,
obliterating their footpriuts, smoothing
away their mounds, and ploughing up
their ashes. This seems little Jess than
sacrilege—the deplorable fruit of that
rage for “rural improvement” which is
now a terror in the air, following in the
train of wealth and prosperity and a
certain era in the history of eVEry grow-
ing town., Not but that in its proper
place, where it pertains and ministers
o individual home comforts, it may ve
highly proper and desirable; but when
it sweeps the country not unlike a
scourge of locusts, and at length drives
the would-be “‘country” pilgrim or
native iohabitant to the limils of the
township to find a bit of nature *un-
adorned,” is it not time to rry hait?

Even the great metropolis hath
suburbs—a verdant rim which may be
reached by horse-cars

In truth I wonder at the apathy with
which these ancient weed-grown foot-
prints are viewed by the average village
mind. Even though blind to natural
beauty, is there no other awakenin
touch to which such might respon
amid surroundings where every visible
feature is eloquent with that spirit which
makes the whole world kin?

It has been my fortune recently to
have become possessed of an ideal gras-
sy road, or rather, Ishould say, more
properiy, of a companionable charge
which it carries tenderly and insepar-
ably in its bosom * * * This is my
farm. It is "way up there, the old road
circling along its edge and windin
away somewhere into the clonds. E
have never vet found its end, and never
shall. Ere this I have known a certain
restlessness, but mow 1 am content “to
breathe my native air in my own
ground.’” I shall live out my appoint-
ed days ere I exhaust this single path:
what peed then of guide-books to Eu-
rope—to see the world, the Continent,
the Orient? I could sit within this
realm and fill my portfolio with them
all. Here is my cross and crescent
What is the roar of Niagara compared
to this still small voice—the Alpen
peaks, the Matterhorn? Indeed, my
grassy road has carried me much high-
er than these.

The features of these old ronds, as I
have said, are alike in all. How natur-
ally are the feet of the saunterer drawn
thitker! and even when he would take
his leave to seck some distant hunting
ground, or familiar wood or brook, how
irresistibly is he induced to procrasti-
nate!

This free, unresirained meandering
ecourse of the grassy road possesses a
continuous irresistible charm—the ever-
recurring vista with the invariable tan-
talizing curve beyond. How does that
elusive beckoning curve coquetie with
your fancy! What will be the prospect?
—hill or vulley, shimmering pond, rip-
pling river, or billowing field. dusty
wood, or hazy tremulous distance of
blue hills? There is all the mystery of
a to-morrow haunting that elusive
curve. Yes, a witching presence
hovers there; it is the spirit of the path,
luring you on and on with ever-enticing
promises, never disauppointing you,
never satisfying you. Now we shall
eatch her in yonder closed covert
among the junipers; there is no escape;
but lo! she has sped a hundred feet
yond, where in the Egisa of jutting
fence beam beneath the beckoning as-
pens she points vou stili onward; and
what is that! a well-known voice, now
strunfely modulated to my fancy, cries
plainly now, if never before, “Come,
more yet." Yes, “more yet,”" this is the
very watchword of the road.
There is a segment of eternity in that
beautiful curve beyond.

The & are all sorts of lessons as wa
turn the leaves, loitering by the way.
Sitting here under my favorite tree, as
is my wont, like Hamlet at the feet of
his mistress, eager and expectant,
though be it ndmitted with spirit not
precisely akin to his, I await my enter-
ns immediate-

garb, the stealthy approach. [ recog-
nize him, and his 13 an unwelcome

For Tux Cramos.]
Saummit Notes.

1. The first annual report of the Com-
missioner of Labor was recently sent me
by Hon. H. 8. Van Eaton, member of
Congress from the Sixth District. The
Burean of Labor wus established by act
of Congress, approved June 27, 1884,
The Commissioner of Laboris :ppoinned
by the President, and the Chief Clerk
by the Honorable Seeretalrfy of the Inte-
rior. January 81, 1885, Mr. Carroll D.
Wright received hi=s com:mission, and
February 8, Mr. Oren W. Weaver was
appointed Chief Clerk. March 17, the
outline of work was approved by Mr.
Secretary Lamar. About June 1, 1833,
the agents reacked their fields of work.
Fiye agents were sent to Great Britain,
France, Belgium, Germany, Switzerland
and Italy. Fifteen agents visited vari-
ous States in this Union. The result of
their labor is this first report.

2. This brief outline will sufficiently
indicate the origin of the Bureau of La-
bor. Itsinguiry will be invaluable in
throwing light upon the cauvses of indus-
trial depression in the United States and
in foreign lands. The estimate of the
number of persons unemployed, based
upon inquiries of those working in
mines, factories, ete., and applied 1o all
other industries, was for the vear end-
ing July 1, 1885, 1,000,000 persons, The
loss to the consumptive power of the
country was estimated at 1,000,000 per
day, or a crippling of the trade of the
country of over $300,000,000 per year.
The total earnings of the people thus
involved would represent §7,990,716,600
per gnnum. This is the estimable loss.
So much for the unemployed and their
fruitage.

3. Among the industries and individ-
aal laborers visited, it may be interest-
ing to your readers to give a single table
showing the living, earnings and ex-
penses of a single family.

NO. 24— WEAVER—ANTWERP,

Condition—family of four; parents
and two small children. Occupy lodg-
ings in upper part of tenement house.
Two rooms., Front room bas window
and closet: back room smasll, used for
kitchen and dining room. Father and
mother both weavers; children too small
to work. Earnings of father, 8174, earn-
ings of mother, §105, total, $279. Cost
of living: Rent, $15.66; bread, $34.75;
coffee and milk, #29.20; meat, (about
once a week) £10,40; proceries, $64.53;
beer and tobacco, £21.90; clothing and
shoes, $41.00; fuel and lights, $12 00;
farniture, ete., $7.20; incidentals, £17.00;
total expenses, $276.64. Difference be-
tween earnings and expenses, $2.06.
4. The earnings of a blacksmith in
the District of Birmingham, England,
were §364; the expenses, $470.65; defi-
cit, $15.65. The earninge of a shoe-
maker in the district of Leeds were
$330.72; expenses, £252.69, surplus,
78 03. Of all the tables examined, this
is the best. The majority of skilled
workmen do not lay uponecent. Ina
large number of cases the expenses are
in excess of the earnings., It should be
stated that they work ten hours a day.
5. The conclusion reached from this
examination is that any farmer in Mis-
sissippi can live better, work a less num-
ber of hours, and enjoy himself more
than skilled mechanies in the old world,
and have more money, if he will exer-
cise economy and good management,
and this means to keep an account of
expenses. He can have on his table, a
wholesome, nourishing diet. Any far-
mer can have milk and butter, eggs and
fowls, dainty vegetables gnd luscious
fruit by Lthe exercise of a little care and
effort. His life is far more independent
than that of men in other industries
There is efficacious strength in Samuel.
Drew's earnest words: *“Economy and
good management are excellent artists
for the mending of hard times.”

6. There is a dreary waste of time and
a stupid waste of money by some people
who from some strange infatuation,
pever complain of what they can con-
trol. Fifty-two Saturdays spent in dis-
cussing ““blue times” and fifty-two other
days spent in discussing “green politics"”
may be profitable to the country, but
hardly profituble to the productive in-
come orthe orator, especially, when the
milk cow goes unfed and unhoused,
exposed to the cold rain, sleet’and snow
of winter. According to the report of
the Commissioner of Labor, page H5,
the direct route to poverty licensed by
authority, in Prussia, is to be found in
200,000 saloons and 40,000 public houses.
I'wenty-seven per cent. of the male lu-
nacy in Prussia is attributed to this
source.

SomurT CORRESPONDENT.

—— e e

Tacties Adopted by the Army.

The militiamen will be interested in
knowing that the following tactica have
been adopted by the United States army :
In forming eolumn of twos from column
of files the leading file should march three
yards to the front and halt.
Mark tirnee trom “backward march” is
not sulhorized or practiced.
Mark time should not be executed dur-
ing an oblique.
zlue-tiou: Is it correct in posting a
relief to march it at a “secure arms” with
bayonets unfixed ?
Answer: Bayonets are not necessarily
unfixed while marching s guard at “secure
arms.” Whether they shall be fixed or
unfixed can be decided by the commanding
officer as may seem proper to him under
the circumstances,
Q.: Is it necessary for the commanding
officer to command “cease firing” before
“posts,” after firing by battallion or rank,
haviog brought his command to “carry
arms” after “fire” and all the pieces being
unloaded ?

A.: It is the opinion of the tactical de-
partment that the command “cease firing,”
*“posts” should be given. While the com-
mand “cease firing”” may be superflucus in
the special cases cited, it is believed to be
the purpose of the tactics, in the interest of
simplicity, to have but one command to
mnu that the firing ia over, and that
and non-commissioned officers will
return to their places in line.
Q.: Marching in line, arms =t “trail”
command “right turn” being given, would
der” at mpumn:l;r 5 lo“d' - onlld
comm or w
t-hiy remain st “m?l!"
Arms should remain at “trail.”
What is the correct
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and the feet are together.

The Public Schools of Washingtoa.
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THE LOVE STORY
Myra Clark Gaines!

—BY MRS. ANN S. STEPHENS. —

lisbed in TEx CLaARION bY permission.]

CHAPTER VIL

Like a bind in the alr,
Like a boat in the sea
Like a fawn from its lair,
The maiden must fiee.

While Myra was exchanging her
drenched garments, and ing of
those refreshments which her late and
comfortless ride rendered so necessary,
she related to her young friends the
cause of this sudden sbandonment of
her home; and they, with all the warm
enthusiasm and vivid romance of youth,
entered into her feelings and plans.

There was no sleep for any of the
pretty group chat night, but closeted in
a little bedroom, with a bright fire flash-
ing and glowing over their lovely and
eager faces, the young girls plotted and
held council together, sometimes laugh
ing at the miserable plignt in which
Myra had presented herself at the door;
sometimes listening with & start, &s if
amid the rush aod pause of the sterm,
they yet feared to detect the tread of
some person in pursuit of the beantiful
fugitive,

“Apd now,” suid Myra, after all had
been told, “let us deliberate on the best
step. At daylight I must start for New
Castie, and thence to Baltimore in time
to prevent Mr. Whitney taking the
boat. He must not appreach Wilming-
ton. Who will go with me? Where
can I rest for a few hours in secrecy
“Who will go with you? why, father,
of course,” exclaimed one of the young
girls, entering heart &nd soul into the
interests of her friend. ““Where ean
you rest? Have we uot a brother mar-
ried and settled at New Castle, who
knows and loves you even as we do? Hia
wife will receive you, and joyfully
enocugh.”

Myra arose, her sweet face animated
and sparkling with gratitude: she threw
her arms around the young girl and
kissed her.

“Oh, what friends you are; howl
love you,"” she said, in her own frank,
joyous way, turning to the other sister
and pressing her forehead with lips that
glowed with generous feeling. *“Itis
worth while having & little trouble, if it
were ouly to prove such hearts as yours.
I shall never forget this night; Mever to
my dying day.”

*“Oh, it is quite like a romance, My-
ra,” exclaimed the younger of the girls,
shaking back ber ringlets, with a light
lsugh. -“‘Here we had been for hours
and hours watching at the window, with
the rain beating and pelting on the glass
close to our faces, and exactly like two
characters in a novel.

“Then, between the flashes of light-
ning and the rain that absolutely came
down in sheets—I never saw anything
like it in my life—you came toiling up
to the door, like some poor little fairy
shut out in the storm—your face so wet
and pale, and your eyes flashing like di-
amonds, and your black curls all drip-
ping with rain. Upon my word, Myra,
thére was something unearthly about it
all.”

“Perhaps it is best,” said Myra, smil-
ing at the vivid fancy of her yous
friend. *““Had the night been calm an
everything quiet, I should have felt it
more. The storm gave me courage. It
seemed as if the very rushing and out-
break of the elements excited a sort of
heroism in my heart. Had it been a
soft moonlight evening, when I conld
have seen the old trees and flowers, and
all those sweet objects that poor mamma
and I have loved to look upen so soft
when the moonlight was upon them, 1
could have kardly found strength to
leave them sll. Poor, poor mamma,
how she will grieve; it will be a sad
morning for her.”

Myre bowed her head as she spoke,
and her dark eyes filled with tears. The
young girls gazed upon her with sad-
dened countenances. This sorrow, =o
patural, so true, it was something to
chill all their light idesas of romance.
Myra still sat with her face bowed
down, lost in paiaful thought. Her
heart was once more in its old home.
She thought of the mother, the kinu,
gentle woman, who had taken her, likea
young bird from the parent nest, and up
to the very day had warmed her, as it
were, with the pulses of her own heart
into life and happiness,

She thought of *he proud old man,
proud, but full of strong affections;
self willed, but generous; who was dig-
nified and grand even in his errors—of
the old man who had loved her solong
and so well. She thought of him, teo,
and the tears rolled fast and heavily
down her cheeks. It was a terrible ro-
mance to her, poor thing.

Nothing but a firm sense of right
could have: induced her to proceed a
step farther in it. She was no young
hervine, but a noble, strong-minded, wo-
man, suffering keenly, but firm because
she believed herself to be in the right.
There was silence for a time, for the
young girls respected the grief of their
friend, then the eldest arose and lean-
ing over Myra's chair, began with gen-
tle delicacy to smoothe and arrange the
light tresses that had been so completely
disordered by the storm.

“And when yeu have found Mr.
Whitney, Myra, when you have prevent-
ed the meeting, how will it all end? In
a wedding and a reconzilistion at the
great house, no doubt,” said the sweet
girl, anxious to draw her friend from
the painful reverie into which she had
fallen.

"Nc;,” tn::rersd l!{n, brushing the
tears from eyes, “1 expect
like a reconciliation. When I alnndon‘-
ed D. pl:eolutnighri it was with no
thoughts ofnretnm. gave up every-

dngthon.
“Ev but love; ev ing but
:hd::!m you,” whi her

“Even love—even him—I gave up all.
Do you think that I have a dream of
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A REAL ROMANCE;

[Writien for The New Yerk Waveriy, and pub-

ing him now? That I intend to
mﬂ myself with the vulgar eclat of
a ‘ronaway mateh’? It was to save hjs | his danghter gone.
life that I left my bhome. I will meet |she had

warn him m
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engagements that have existed between
us.
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behind. The trees that bent over the

which the m 'i?enm;isﬁum’ ling
sun w sparkli

and genial warmth. e

Every spire of grass bent as if with
the weight of a diamond st its point.
The vines and creeping shrubs that
gre# along the fences seemed blosoming
with gems, so thick were the water-dro
among their leaves; so bright wers the
sunbeams that kindled them into beau-
ty. The atmosphere was full of cool,
rich {ragrance, and every gush of air,
as it swept through the pomfemus vehi-
cle that bore Myra from her home, was
delicious to breathe.

Ever and anon, as the stage followed
the windin of the highway, Myra
could ottain a view of her former home;
silent, stately, and refreshed, as it were,
by the night storm, it rose before her
tearful eyes. The proud old mansion,
lifted on a terrace of hills above the
level on which she travelled, could be
seen for miles and miles around, and
thus at every tura the noble teatures of
all that she had given up were spread
out before her as if to mock her
loneliness, or with their grandeur tempt
her return.

But .\I{u scarcely thought of the
stately old mansion. Her affectionate
heart penetrated beyond its walls; she
=aw, as in & vision, one pale and gentle
head asleep on its pillow, dreaming of
scenes that would never be again. It
was & memory of the slumbering house-
hold abandoned in its unconsciounsness,
that fiiled the eyes of poor Myra with
tears.

She felt no regret for the noble prop-
erty that she had rendered up withouta
sigh. But the household links that she
had broken still quivered sabout her
heart, and Myra, as she cast her eyes
back on her stately old home, esuld not
choose but weep.

Our young traveller found her friends
at New Castle willing to aid her, as the
fenerous girls in Wilmington had been.
t was arranged that an old gentleman,
father of the lady whose roof had given
shelter to the young girl, should pro-
ceed with her to Baltimore, and with
this most unexceptionable escort Myra
set forth. With the gentleman whose
house she had left, she intrusted a note
which was to be delivered to Mr. Whit-
ney, should he by chance have taken
Ea-ssage in the boat expected in afew
ours from Baltimore.

Anxious, hurried, and half ill with
excitement, Myra and her companion
reached Baltimore just in time to learn
thata gentleman bearing the name of
Whitney had taken passage in a
boat which had passed them on their
WAY.

;{giuted by fresh fears, and wild with
dread that the meetihg between her
father and her lover might take place in
spite of all her eflorts, the poor girl had
no resource but te return with her com-
panion, in the wild hope that her note
might reach Mr. Whitney at New Cas-
tle, and thus prevent his proceeding on
his route.

By the return boat they reached the
home of their generous friends once
more, and there to her astonichment and
dismay Myra found that a person of
like name, but not the MNr. Whitney
whom she sought to preserve from peril-
ing his life, had passed through New
Castle. )

It was now beyond the day arpomted
for her lover's arrival, and, without any
knowledge of the time when he would

ass through Baltimore, Myra had no
Eett,er means of meeting him on the way
than by remaining quietly with her
friends till he should reach New Cas-
tle.

The kind elergyman, who had so kind-
ly given his protection to the adventur-
ous girl, arranged that a strict watch
ghould be kept at the landing. Thus
day after day passed by during which
poor Myra suffered all the irksome
pains of suspense, hoping, yet dreading
the appearance of her lover, and haunt-
ed nitEe: fear that her invensed parént
might find out her place of shelter, and
thus render all her efforts to prevent
mischief of no avail.

But thus haraseed and worn oui, she
had only one resource. To wait—wait.
To & nature ardent and impetuous as hers,
this was & weary trial. So long as she
had anything to do, the excitement of
action kept up her courage, but this life
of inactive expectation wore upon her
nerves, and she began to droop like a
bird fettered in its cage. .

Thus she had lingered three days, ixna-
prisoned by her own free will, in the
solitude of her chamber, when the event
which she had most feared bronght new
agitation to her already overtaxed spir-
it. After days of pain and anxious
sexrch her parents had found out the
place of her retreat.

It often happens that persons of
strong and powerful organization become
the slaves of their own will, and set in
opposition to their best feelings and
cool judgment, merely because that will
has been expressed.

Pride, stern, commanding pride, such
8s must have been the characteristic of
a man like Mr. D., shrinks from the
confession of fallibility, which achange
of purpose too surely acknowledges.
Imperious from nature and from that
right of command which is so readily
yielded to the rich even in enr_mgul?h-
can country, he had expressed his dislike
and opposition to Mr. Whitney, and
maintained it, not that he believed his
suspicions of unworthiness just, but be-
cause they had once been expressed;
and he, t{ough generous, noblg, affec-
tionate, and filled with love for his
adopted child, was the slave of his
own will—that which he had said must
be

Upon the night of the storm this man
had walked bhours upon the veranda in
front of his house, with the thunder
booming and clashing overhead, and
with the fierce lightning glaring across
his pale face—snd why? Not that he
did not feel his heart tremble with
every roar of the thunder, not that esch
blaze of lightning did not take away his
breath.

He was afraid of lightning, and for
that very remson chose to brave it
Even the fear that was constitutional,
that had grown and = with
him from childhood, must yield to his

will,

After that night of storm, when the
man wrestled with his better
feelings as he had wrestled with his
fear, to conquer he awoke to find
Ijkethelighwoi:g.
, leaving him noth-

against. >
t first he would not believe the
truth; even the wild i of his
wife, who had lost her child, aad re-

X r,'hﬂ:'m you go then, dear|fysed to be comforted, seemed ground-
“] have relatives in mwmm:

less.

lordly dwelling. Altogether it was »
mournful family—mournfal as if & fu-
neral had jast passed from its midst.
Thus day followed day, and at length
the suspense, which became terrible 1o
bear, was relieved: Myra's reireat at
New Castle was made known to Mr D
It seems a matter of astonishment that
high-minded and strong men should so
often become dupes su§ victims to per-
sons every way inferior, intellectuslly
and morally; but whea we reflect that
the wise and generous are not only in-
capable of the low cunning and low mo-
tives which belong to the low of heart
and mind, we can not marvel so much
that they are incapable also of believing
in the existence of these things, and
thus from am unbeliel in evil, leave
themselves unguarded to the insidious
meanness they can not recognize as a
portion of humanity. \

We have said, that in the house of
Mr. D. there was a relative and guest,
to whom the departure of Myra from
her home opened hopes of influence and
ultimate gain, which were strong enough
to arouse all the cupidity of his na-
ture.

This man bad, with insidious meek
ness, reanimuted the disquiet of the
household, and with his soft words and
silky manner, poured oil en the wraih
of Mr. D., when he suw it yielding to
the generous dictates of affection.

He had excited the fears which drove
Myra from ber home, through the soft
duplicity of his wife, and now it was
his great desire to prevent an interview,
or the least chance of reconciliation
between the young girl and her parents
This man had fouud little diffieulty in
tracing Myra from the first, but his
knowledge was kept secret until he
found that Mr, D). was certain to hear of
her movements from other sources; then
he openly claimed the merit of great ex
ertions in finding out her place of shel
ter and volunteered, with the most dis-
interested air imaginable, his influence
in persuading the young girl to return
home.

Glad to save himseil the humiliation
and pain of entreaties,| [rom which his
proud nature revolted, Mr. D). was well-
pleased to accept the friendly offer, and
it was this man’s arrival at New Castle,
that startled Myra from the little repose
she had been euabled to obtain.

Mr. D. had authorized his messenger
to induce Myra's return by gentle per-
euasion, by fravk and genervus promises
that all should be forgiven, ull forgotien
He made no stipulation, no reserve. All
that he desired was the love and confi-
dence of his child.

To this was added many an affection
ate message from the mother, whom
Myra loved so fondly, and these were
more than enough to have won the
warm-hearted girl back to the bosom of
her family.

Myra saw this man, and he gave Mr,
D.'s mesaage fuithfully, even the caress-
ing words of Mra. 1), were not withheld;
but when he saw tears swell up and £l
the fine eyes which Myra turued upon
him as he gave the meksage—when he
saw & gush of passionate tenderness
sweep across her face, the man changed
gradually in his manner.

His eye, his downeast look, the com-

pression of his mouth, all told that
something had leen kept back. He
seemed struggling with himself, and

Myra saw that all was not as it should
be. The woung girl had no doubt of
this man's sincerity—she had always
believed him to be her friend.

How then was she ¢ reconcile this
restless manner, this sort of cantion that
gleamed in his eyes and spoke in every
feature of his face, with the frank mes-
sage of which he was the bearer?

After much anxious questioniog the
man cunsented to speak, but it was only
out of the deepest and most self-sacri-
ficing friendship to her. It was periling
the favor of Mr. D, forever, but still he
could speak. He would not urge a
creature so young and lovely o rush
blindfolded into the power of a man ex-
asperated as Mr. D. was against her.
True, all these promises had been
sent; but in reality, the hate of her
father had only been aggravated against
Mr. Whitney by her flight. Mr. D. was
implacable as ever, and instead of re
ceiving his child with kindness, Lis sole
desire was to win her by false protesta
tions into his power again, and then
punish her with all his haoghty
strength.

All this was repeated with the most
perfect appearance of sincerity. The
truth seemed to have keen wrested from
this man's heart, only by the solemn
obligations of friendship. Myra was
very zratelul for this friendly warning,
and the traitor left her strengthened in
her purpose, but with an sching and
desolate heart.

Not un hour after this interview, Mr.
Whitney arrived at New Uastle. Various
reasons for delay bad kept him behind
his appointment, but Myra's agent had
been vigilaut, and her note reached him
as he left the bozt. He came directly
to the residence of her friend, ignorant
of all that had transpired Lo drive Myra
from the protection of her own home.
Mr. Whitney had left the young girl
gay, blooming and brilliant, with joyous
anticipations—she met him now pale
and drooping, her eyes heavy with tears,
her form swayed by the weight of her
grief, like the stalk of & Hower on which
the dew has fallen too heavily.

“And now,” he said, when she had
told him xll, “there is but one course
for ua to pursue, and that, think Heaven,
is one to secure our happiness. This
man is not your father, am‘ has no legal
authority over you. 1 will not speak of
his injustice to me—of his harshness 1o
you—for in forter years I know that he
he has been kind.”
Myra's eyes filled with grateful tears.
There was something in this gentle for-
bearance that touched her deeply.
“Let us be upited now, Myra; no one
bhas authority over your. I am, in all
things, independent !
It was hard to resist that pleading
pvoice, thone eyes so full of hopeful ten-
derness, but id ra drew sway her hand
with an air of gentle dignity, and a
painfuol smile parted her lips.
“No,” she said, “no; I am here of ray
own will, unsolicited, unexpected. It
must not be said that your wife ran
away from her father's roof only to be
married.”
The proud delicacy with which this
was & —s0 earnest in its simplicity
—Ileft no room for a doubt. Mr. Whit.
ney did not plead with her, though
E:nly dhapgoimed; he merely took
hand, with & smile, and said:

Myra?”

valueless,

ble it was to part from him forever.

Strong as his of authority, deep | Come to me there, with the frank and | of jockjaw. The woolen rags were put
and earnest is natare. was his love ful_l consent qf Eur ents to our| gver lh]s_- coals, and she heldg’ her ﬁng:r
for the ‘“:‘Jﬂ from be- | ynion, and I will be your wife.” over the smoke, and in a very short
neath bis she been| “No not there, not so far. In Phils-| time all the pain was gone and it never
forced to go? Even to his own heart he | delphia—let me place you under the| returned, thongh it was some little time
‘could give no answer, save that be had | protection of your f there. l:’ﬂ before the finger healed. This is but
willed her to love accordisg to his|yisit my parents—their presence and| one of many instances of such cure,
wishes, and found her unable to wrestle lallo:r-tahﬂ!nuﬁonunrmrringe. some of them taking after several
with her had wrestled | Wiil not this arrangement satisfy even | days from the time of the wound. Let
with the , beloved ™’ woolen rags be kept sacredly and al-

“But this seems like rejecting me al-
together. Surely there is too much of
pride here. Would you, suffer thus to
save a life, and then rinder that life

The color came and went upon Myra's
pale cheek. Now that he was by her
side, her hand in his, those eyes upon
ber face, the poor Fﬂ felt how impossi-

“T have friends—relatives in the West
Indies,”” she said; “let me g to them.
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with the eager and suppressed remon-
strance of some person who desired to
check his progress,

Myra began to tremble, for even this
was e h to shake every nerve of her
slight frame. She lifted her pale hand,
put back the tresses from her temple,
and made & faint effort to lift her head
from the pillow, but in vain.

“My child—my child refuse to see
ber father? I will not believe it!”

“Father! father!” broke from the lips
of that pale girl, and she sank on her
pillow gasping for breath.

All was hushed then, the door opened
softly, and through the glooin which
bupg arcund her couch, &Fym saw the
stately form of the old man who had so
long been her father. His face was
pale, and tears stood upon his cheek, as
he bent down and kissed her forehead.
Myra smiled, and drawing a deep breath
closed her eyes, and then opened them
with a look of touching love.

“Father!"

“My child!”

The old man sat down with her hand
in his, and began smoothing the slender
fingers with his other palm, as he had
done so often in ber childhood. This
little act brought & world of pleasant
old memories back to Myra's heart, one
after another, like deops of cool dew
upon & half-blighted flower. She turned
gently, and placed her other hand in the
old man's pa]m.

He bent down and kissed
little hands he clasped in his.

“And mamma!” whispered Myra,

“Your mamma has been piniog for
her child, Myra, and | am here to take
you home again.”

“But you hste him—you—you—"
The poor girl broke oif with a sadder.

“No. 1 will like him for your sake,
love!” was the kind reply.

Myra closed her eyes, and tears broke
through the dark lashes.
| The old mun now smiled, az he =aw
the tremulous Joy his wonds had l‘ruugllt
Lo Tthat pate face.

“We will have the wedding at D.
Place, and when you go away again,
Myra, it must not be without 1 bless-
ing

*Oh, papa, I am 30 happy,” whispered
the poor girl, druwing a deep breath,
She did not unclose her eves again, but
a sweet placidity stole over her fave,
and she fell into a calm sleep, the first
that had visited her eyvelids in many a
long day and night.

Never had D. Place looked more
beautiful than it appeared on the day
when Myra returned to it; with her
happy father, Fhe fine old 1~|li|‘iillg,
with all itssurrounding trees, was bathed
in a Hood of suoshine, that hung over
the whole landscape like the mist of a
bridul veil. The servants were all out
to receive their young mistress as she
;lui___':'.‘n d from even the
hunting dogs ceme whining od yelping
from their kennels, riotous w.th joy, as
s many politicians the day atwer an
election.

\1_\'1’:! hnd smiles [or all

the two

thie carriag

but as her

eyes fell upon the gentle mother, who
had loved her so devetedly, the young
girl broke away, her cheeks glowing,

her sves full of wears, and threw herself
into the arms that were joyously opened
to receive her.
“Oh, mamma, I never expected to be
happy again!” she cried, shaking
back her curls, and gazing upon the
face of her mother witn a look of thrill-
ing affection. “But you are pale,
mammal”
“No, not now; but I am very, very
happy, Myra.”
“But | have only brought her home
that she may Jeave us again,” said Mr.
D., with a frank smile, as his wife held
out one hand to welcome him, while the
other still clung to her child.

“1 kncw, I know; but that is quite a
different thing,” answered the happy
mother, drawing Myra into the house.
As Myra passed up to bher old room
she met the household traivor, who had
so deliberately misrepresented his friend.
The man held out bis hand.

“No,” said Myra, drawing back with
quiet contempt; “for your children's
sake | have not exposed your baseness,
but there can be no friendship between
us in future.”’

“S0 because your father has changed,
I am to be censured for misrepresenta-
tion,” answered the muan with consum-
mate sell-possession. “But this is the
usual reward of an honest endeavor to
serve.”

Myra passed on, without reply.

Mr. D). wss not & man to make partial
atonement for kn errer. A prompt and
urgent request was forwarded to Mr.
Whitney and his parents, that they
should make I). Place, and not Philadel-
phia, the destination of their journey.

Meantime every arrangement was
commenced for the wedding, and thus
Myra’s path of life lay among blossoms
and in the sunshine again. It was a
pleasant thing to wait then, for a world
of happiness seemed dawning for her in
the future.

Mr. Whitney came at last, and with
him the revered parent, whose consent
to his son’s marriage had beeu frankly
given. After all their trials and adven-
Ltures, the young c‘.unplu were to be mar-
ried quietly at last under the shelter of
home, surroanded by those who knew
rod loved them best.

S0

You should have seen Myra Clark as
she came down the massive staircase in
her bridal dress that wedding-night.
Her pefite figure, graceful as a sylph,
was rendered still more ethereal by the
misty flonting of her bridal veil. The
fragrance of a few white blossoms foated
through her ringlets, and her small foot,
clad in its slipper of snowy satin, scarce- I
ly seemed to touch the stairs as she |
descended.

Whitney stood by the open door ready
to receive his bride. With her own
peculiar anc feminine grace she met
him; the glow upon her cheek took a
deeper rose-tint as she laid her amali
hand in his. She trembled a little, just
e¢nough to give a flower-like tremor to
the folds of her veil, and for one instant
the shadow of deap thought swept over
her face.
The bridegroom was very tall, and
this gave to Myra a look still more femi-
wine and child-like, as she stood by his
side.
“Are you ready, dearest?” he said,
bending gently over her.
She gave a faint start, and lifted her
large brown eyes to his with a smile of
such deep love and holy trust, as seldom
#_{mka up from a soul merely human.
hat smile wns answer enough. The
next moment they stood within the
broad light that flooded the drawing-
room. A few words—a few murmured
blessings—perchance & few tears—for
the tears of affectionate regret are some-
times the brightest jewels that can be
cast at the feet of a bride—and then
Myra Clark became a wife.

[To be Continusd]

Cure for Most Dangerous Wounds.

An intelligent and trustworthy cor-
respoudent bas sent us the following:
The smoke of woolen rags is & cure for
the most dangerous wounds. A lady
of my acquaintance ran n machine
needls through her finger. She could
not be released till the machine was
taken to pieces. The needle had broken
into her finger in three pieces, one of
which was bent almost double. After
repeated triala the piece were extracted
by pincers, but they were very strongly
embedded. The pain reached to the
sboulder, and there was every danger

ways at hand for wounds smoke
and stench will fill the house, perhaps,
but that is a trifle when the alternative
is lockjaw, or even a long, painful

10 a wound. Another iustance,

sequel
was the wound made by an enraged
eat, which tore the ﬂuh{toml'.hewmt'

a Bolse upou the stairs, It { like |
vt g b o g

A Description of

A Coterie of

As we were in ﬂ
some of the winter months in the

of Franee, we used to receive before our

departure, and our sslon was the first

to open. We ceased our jast
at the moment when every is over-
whelmed with invitations, and running

from salon to salon without having time
to stop in any one; and then, on our re-
turn, we re-opened our salon just when
other people were closing theirs. Adam
had often spoken to me of Laurent-
Pichat’s evenings, at which he was &
regular attendant. He talked to me es-
gmiallv abouta vounjz man whose name

Zan to be mentioned a good deal in
our eirele, Gambetta, who told the men
of 1548 what he thought of them, with-
out mineing his words, saying again
and again that their traditions must be
broken; that it was no good troublin
about the dogmas of the party, whicﬁ
hawmpered its action, like swaddling
clothes kept too long around the body
of a \‘hllﬁ. and that this naive policy
must be replaced by a march, step for
step, in the path traced by the enemy.

“To try w conquer with projectiles
flung from too greatr a height is mere
silliness,”" said M. Leon Gambetta; “we
are under the Empire. let us combat the
Empire with the methods of the Eme-
pire. It is useless to put on dancing
shoes in order to walk in a sewer: les
us put on sewermen's boots M. Louais
Biane, if ha returned, woald vote ngain,
from prineiple, for the return of Prince
.\.:qmi\-ull. Facts never touch princi-
ples, however much they give them the
Very good; let us wipe out the
principle, and let us take aceount of the
fact only. I we shut ourselves up in
our doctrines, we shall never trivmph.
We must drive Napoleon IIL back
upon his own men, nnd overthrow
Rouher with the enemies of Rouher.
Prineciples! We have had enough of
principles!™

Adam admired all this complotely. 1
made reserves, -

“A good dootrine for eombat,” 1 said,
“but very demoralizing the day of the
victory. For what will be the prize and
object of the victorv? Mere wictory?
That is not enough.”

“The proof that we are wrong, and
that this voung man is right,” replied
Adam, “and that the ideal doctrine is
false, is that not only have we been
crushed, but we have been stupid. This
Gambetta says dozens of things that 1
thought in 1848, and which 1 bhave not
flared to formulate since. He is right
None of those who have been directing
us ever took advantage of events. 1
we hind only had a man with the char-
acter of Cavaignae, the clogquence of
Lemartine, the democratic passion of
Ledru-Rollin, then we should have
trivmphed. Will vou believe it2—>M.
Leon Gambetta makes me think of this
trinity united in one single man.”

“Ah! if that ba the case, | want to
Enow him. Youn must brine him to see
me,

“The fact is that his waysare very

lie

how shall 1 sayP—very Latin Quarter
student-like.  He is as free and careless
in his Innouage as he is in his dress.

accent: he dis-
insolence; and | =hould be
sorry for you to hear the way he treats
me because I am one of the 1848 set.”’

*Bat is he extraordinary, or ia he
not?

“He Is exiraorainary, but a thorough
Bobeminn; vuigar, living as nobody else

He speaks with a terrible
cusses with

lives, brutal, audacious. Ho is & man
for the pupulace, » kind of Danton, only
more sarewil.  He speaks with great
authority.”
“I want to koow him," 1 replied.
- - - - - - -
On November 14, 1508, Gambetia,

who in the morning was only known to
a small cirole of friends, became fam-
ons in the evening. thanks to his de-
fenoe of Delesclase, the editor of Le
Revei. His pleadings flow like a signal
all over Frunee.

The great foree of Gambetta lav in
his faculty of tramnslating currents of
opinion into words, which had no reaj
value in themselves, or, at any rate. a
value which they soon lost, but which
at the moment calmed eanch one's
spirit of inguiry, and woere the exaot
expression of the opinions of all.  This
speach in defonee of Doelescluze, which
caused so much emotion, and rendered
80 admirably nnd so completely the ex-
losion of the consoence of
‘-'rmn-c'. secms nothing exceptional if we
read it over now, but vou can fecl in it
the vibration of a =oul which others
made to vibrate. Between Gambetia
and pt||-i.'n- opinion, so [nr a5 he aban-
doned himsell u;-ll;i--ll and did not
try 1o oppress ol nn exira-
ordinary sympathetic communication.
He rave hundred-fold what
he reveived from it satisfyving it just in
the degree to which it wished to be
satisfiedl. He was the model of n demo-
eratic orator. Often bave 1 seen him at
the time when we were intimate, hesi-
tate in his reflections, question, prow
excited in order to provoke contradic-
tion, exercise his eratory in our little
circio as if he were (rying to feel the
pulse of opinion, just as formerly he
used to exercise himself in the midst of
his comrades so that he might judge jhe
resources of his cloquence. Bot in
presence of o erowd or of an assembly,
whatever his preconeeived lden might
be, his mind would eateh with marvel-
ous l:u-.h:}' the tenideney of
the mind of andience, and there
would take place within his mind, as it
were, a chemical proeess, the formation
of a sublimated mixtnre
ments. How eould he fail o foree the
attention of those to whom he returned
thelr own thoughts strengthened, broad-
ened, and adorned with superb flights
of eloquenee?

Before our
sinl

. s |
21 neral

there was

back one

general

his

of diverss als-

depurture for the south 1
a note to Gambetia inviting bim
to dinner. le imagined, as he after-
ward told me, that he was coming to
the table of n literary woman, s blue
stocking, and so be arrived dressed in
one of those eostumes that one wears in
the morning for want of something bet-
ter: His cont was neither a frock-coat
nor & jacket, but something belween &
pilol-coat and an overcont. As he was
subject to bronchitis, he wore a check
flannel shirt. on which he had pinned a
white collar and eafls, but the flanoel
was visible in certain places, and he
pushed back the recaleitrant folds with
an ease {hat betrayed long habit

Adam and our friends were all in
evening dress, and lin a decollete gala
costume. Gambettn looked at us in
amazement Eugene Pelletan, who
knew him, introdoced the new-comer to
me. Adam was cnalting in another
room. Gambettn spologized for not
having a dress-cont. 1 never wear
one,” he said; “and if I had known—"'

“You would not have come, mon-
sienr. That is very unamiable on your
part,” I replied, laughing.

Pelletan, with his usual kindness, then
added: “Madame Adam prefers that her
friends should not come to her house in
evening dress.™

However, the appearance of the room
demonstrated the cootrary. In such
cases as this everybody is embarrassed.
My old friend Jules de Lasteyrie, =
“Lafayette” in manners, and generally
s0 kind, said to me ina whisper, “A
frock-coatl ean admit—yes: but 1 can-
not go so far as—fhal.”

It was Lasteyrie’s arm which I should
have taken to go in to dinner, and |
replied: “And yet, my dear friend, the
only way to rehabilitate that at my
table is to give it the best place. It is
vou whom I deprive, but you will ap-
prove me."”

He put on his air of a grand gentle-
man, and answered: “You are quite
right, that is what must be done.. We
shall be better able to judge the man
thus, and we shall see if he understands
and if he has anything of the ‘grand’
nature in him."

I took Gambetta’s arm, to his pro-
found astonishment, and placed him at
table on my right hand, while Jules de

rie sat at my left.

Hardly had we taken bur seats when
Gambetta leaned toward me and whis-
pered, “Madame, I shall never forget
a lesson given in this manner.”

This piace on my right hand Gam-
betta was destined to keep in my house.
Madame Julictte Adam, in Harper's
Magazine jor Nevembor.

Mrs. Mark Hopkins, widow of one of
the four original founders of the Pacific
!‘m“db is the richest woman in Cali-
fornia, Her fortune 15 estimated st
$40,000.000. Ste divides her time be-
tween San Franeisco and Grest Barriog-




