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Crop Reports. 
The Chicago Times V*f jj,>early seven 

columns of crop reports from the great wheat 
growing section of the Mississippi and Ohio 
valleys, concerning the condition of winter 
wheat, of- which the following brief analysis 
may be made A larger acreage than usual has 
been sow n in all quarters, with fine prospects 
of an abundant harvest. The southwest is 
especially hopeful, and the northwest has no 
fears except for the grasshoppers, which, it is 
thought, will be less destructive than hereto
fore. The Kansas farmers think they have 
hatched so early that the} will not be able to 
await the coming crops. The Timet publishes 
from California in effect that the crop is about 
1,000,000 tons, which was the crop of 1874, but 
the prediction is that this jear not more than 
half a million tons will be raised, and that the 
effects, together with the bad condition of the 
stock market, will be disastrous to the State. 

Masonic Gathering. 
The Masonic fraternity of Cleveland are 

making extenshe preparations for a triennial 
conclave of the Grand Encampments of 
Knights Templars of the United States, to be 
held in that city on the 28th of August next. 
The Grand Commandery of the Ohio has ex
tended an earnest invitation to all subordinate 
commandcries of the United States and Cana
da to be present Quarters have been provided 
for 10,000 Knights. Many citizens not 
members of the order proffer the committee 
the freedom of their residences for the enter
tainment of v isitors. It is confidently expect
ed this will be the largest gathering of the 
kind ever held in this country. 

Doubtful Report of Blaine's Intentions. 
The San Francisco Argument says Blaine 

has written a set of resolutions of which a 
gentleman in that city has a copy. The reso
lutions propose to establish a grand court of 
arbitration to consider all questions that may 
be brought before it relating to the legality of 
Mr] Haves' tenure, whether in the nature of a 
quoxoarranto or otherwise, and that said court 
be composed of the Chief Justices of the Su
preme Courts of each State in the Union— 
thirty-eight judges in all; by a pofWon of the 
resolutions is added a provision that any per
son other than the defeated candidate may 
bring an action to dispossess the present in
cumbent These resolutions are to be intro
duced at the extra session The whole story 
can he regarded as "important if true." 

Reported Attempt to Kidnap Packard. 
A New Orleans telegram of the 19th 

says Governor Packard's carnage was stopped 
to-night, at the corner of Rampart and Esplan-
ado streets, by ten or twehc armed men, who 
finding the only occupant an elderly person, 
an attache of Governor Packard, bearing a let 
ter to Mrs Packard, stating that her husband 
would not be home to-night, left him without 
further molestation. Packard's friends state 
that he had been pre-warned that an attempt 
would be made to kidnap him should he at
tempt to stop at his house as he has lately 
done, and so he sent his cab ahead to sec if 
there was any foundation to the warning 
given 

A Dinner for the Grand Dukes. 
A magnificent State Dinner was given 

at the Executive Mansion on the evening of 
the 20th, in honor of the Grand Dukes Alexis 
and Constantino. The President and Mrs. 
Hayes received their company in the Blue 
Parlor, and the dinner was given as usual in 
the State dining-room, which vv as superbly 
decorated with flowers for the occasion. The 
full marine band furnished music, and after 
dinner the guests retired to the East Room 
and remained there a short time engaged in 
social conversation and promenading. 

A Bungling Execution. 
Youngstown, Ohio, was the scene of a 

bungling execution on the 21st. Charles M. 
Sterling, who was committed for rape and 
murder, was the v ictim. The noose slipped 
under his chin and the fall failed to break his 
neck. After a few minutes silence he began 
to clap his hands, kick his feet, and moan most 
pitifully. The sight was a horrid one—sicken
ing in tho extreme. For at least tw o minutes 
these motions and groans w ere kept up, and it 
w as thirteen minutes before he w as pronounced 
dead. 

Encouraging Grasshopper News. 
A Port Scott, Kansas, telegram of the 

16th, says- It is now ascertained beyond a 
doubt that the grasshoppers' eggs in this sec
tion are unproductive. Careful experiments 
have been made, and in addition, the weather 
of the past few days has been warm enough to 
have hatched them out by the million had the 
eggs been good; but not one of the pests can 
be found. The farmers are generally jubilant, 
and a big crop of everj thing is looked for in 
Southern Kansas 

Morrison for Speaker. 
The Democratic Senators and members 

of the House of Representatives of the State of 
Illinois have addressed a letter to Hon. W. R. 
Morrison, cordially endorsing his eandidacy 
for Speaker of the National House of Repre
sentatives for the forty-fifth Congress. 

^ 
THE LOUISIANA COMMISSION. 

The Commission submitted the proposi
tion to unite the two Legislatures to the Pack-
ardites on the 18th. The Packard Legislature 
held a caucus and resolved not to accept the 
terms. The Commission reported to the Presi
dent the failure of the scheme. 

The Louisiana Commission seems to be 
acting by indirection. On the 19th they in
formed a reporter that they thought the end 
of their labors was near. This opinion seems 
to be based upon the desertion of members of 
Packard's Legislature, and the corresponding 
increase of Nicholls' Legislature. Packard 
claims that these desertions are instigated by 
the Commission The Commission telegraphed 
the President on the 20th stating that every
thing looked favorable to an adjustment As 
they included in their telegram a letter from 
Gov. Nicholls, pledging protection to all class
es of citizens, it is inferred that they intend to 
•Dive the problem in a manner similar to the 
South Carolina case. Packard still declares 
his determination to stick, and his Legislature 
held a caucus of a most exciting character 
which resulted in passing resolutions de
nouncing the Commission for interfering in 
the domestic affairs of the State, and inducing 
members to join Nicholls' ranks. 

The President and Cabinet held a pro
tracted session on the 20th, considering the 
report of the Louisiana Commission. It was' 
decided to withdraw the troops,and after Cabi
net meeting the President sent the following 

. letter:—Sir: Prior to my entering on the du
ties of the Presidency there had been stationed 
by order of my predecessor, in the immediate 
Ticinity of the building used as a State House, 
In New Orleans, Louisiana, and known as 

Mechanics Institute, a detachment of United 
States infantry. Finding them In that place I 
have thought proper to delay a decision of 
the question of their removal until I could de
termine whether the condition of affairs is 
now such as to either justify or require the 
continued military intervention of the Na
tional Government in the affairs of the State. 
In my opinion there does not now exist in 
Louisiana such domestic violence as is eon. 
templated by the constitution as the ground 
upon which the military power ot the national 
government may be invoked for the defense 
of the State. The disputes which arise as to 
the rights of certain claimants to the Chief 
Executive office of that State are to be settled 
and determined not by the Executive of the 
United States, hut by such orderly and peace
able method as may be provided by the con
stitution and laws of the State. Having as
surance that no resort to violence is contem
plated, but on the contrary the disputes in 
question are to be settled by peaceful methods 
under and in accordance with the law t̂ deem 
it proper to take action in accordance with the 
principles announced when I entered upon the 
duties of the Presidency. Tou are therefore 
directed to see that the proper orders are 
issued for the removal.af said troops, at an 
early date, from their present position to such 
regular barracks in the vicinity as may be 
selected for their occupation. 

[Signed] R. B. HAYES. 
To Hon. G. W. McCrary, Secretary of War. 
In accordance with the above, orders were 

issued for the withdrawal of the troops at noon 
on the 24th. The Commission consider their 
labors practically concluded, and expect to re
turn to Washington in a day or two. Gen 
McMillan left the Packard and joined the 
Nicholls Legislature on the 20th, and eight or 
ten more are expected to follow him in a few 
days. 

The Commission closed their labors in 
New Orleans and left for Washington on the 
21st. They claim to have accomplished more 
than they expected. The Packard Legislature 
has surrendered to the Nicholls body, and on 
the 21st Warmouth and eight or ten others of 
the Packard members entered and took seats 
in the Nicholls Legislature. They were re
ceived with great applause. Gov. Nicholls 
drew $40,000 from his contingency fund to pay 
the police who have been guarding Packard. 

Minnesota Matters 

MAGGIE RYAN. 

POPB COUNTY. 
An enthusiastic railroad meeting was held 

at Gleenwood last week, at which it was de
cided to organize a railroad company at once. 
H. N. Rue was elected president, Daniel H. 
Bartke v ice president, and E. M. Webster at
torney. An agent was also appointed to go to 
Europe and "negotiate the bonds" But, 
upon a sober second thought, it was decided 
to only appoint a committee at present, to cor
respond with railroad men, let them know 
what is needed, and show them "how it would 
be for their interest to build a railroad some-
where within a thousand miles of this place." 
—Most of the farmers have commenced 
seeding operations. 

8T. LOUIS COUJJTT. 

The first steamer of the Northwest Trans
portation Company's line is expected in Du-
luth May 1st. 

RENVILLE COUNTT. 

The county jail has but one inmate 
There w ere 400 applicants for seed wheat in 
the county, but it is claimed not more than 
one-fourth of the number will sow it. The 
Timen calls for an investigation The robins 
have put in their appearance, ducks and wild 
geese are seen daily, early blossoms deck the 
hillsides, and everything indicates the return 
of spring. 

WINOXA COCNTT. 

The contract for the, erection of the new 
probate building at Winona has been awarded 
to A. W. Gage & Co., at $1,250. The building 
is to be a one-story brick, and is to be com
pleted in June.... Father Cotter, of the Cath
olic Church, Winona, is delivering temperance 
lectures in various parts of the State. 

WABASHAW COUNTT. 
Mrs. Richard Davis, of Plainview, had a 

small ivory piece of a parasol tip removed 
from under her upper eyelid, which had been 
in her eye for twenty-one years, having been 
forced there by an accidental collision with a 
parasol tip as she was getting into a wagon to 
leave, Canada for this State. It has troubled 
her at times ever since, but though frequently 
examined the trouble has never before been 
discovered... .The past week has been a busy 
one with farmers, and a large area of grain has 
been sown. 

JACKSON COUNTT. 

The village of Jackson is without a phy
sician The amount of wheat that will be 
sown this year will be small. Considerable 
corn will be planted, and peas also will be 
quite generally tried, the latter crop being re 
garded as less liable to be destroyed by grass
hoppers. Farmers who have been plowing 
the past week found but few 'hopper eggs on 
stubble ground; but Ln many places they are 
plenty and healthy, and appear ready for 
hatching when a few hot days come. Little 
red bugs are also plenty, and it is believed 
they are destroying the eggs. 

WRIGHT COCNTT. 
A correspondent at Waverly writes: Dur

ing the past week 'hoppers' eggs have hatch
ed out in very large numbers in Railroad cuts 
and high places where the soil is high. In 
these particular spots it is doubtful whether 
there is a single spoilt egg. On the other 
hand, in heavy soil and land where the water 
cannot easily drain off, the eggs will never 
hatch. We examined several layers in differ
ent clearings, and are satisfied on that point. 
Altogether the outlook is not discouraging. 
We should put the number of good eggs at 
less than ten in a hundred and these will 
doubtless be largely diminished by the ravages 
of birds and other causes. 

CARVER COUNTT. 

A Swede named Ulrich, committed suicide 
near Watertown on Tuesday. He was 50 years 
of age, and was subject to spells of insanity. 

DAKOTA COUNTT. 

Hastings wheat buyers are in luck, having 
realized some $50,000 by the recent advance in 
wheat....A large proportion of grain fields 
have been sown. The ground is in excellent 
condition, and every indication is favorable for 
the fanner Farmington offers a bonus to 
any responsible party who will erect a first-
class flouring mill at that place. 

STATR AT LAROB. 
The prospects are good for a large emigra

tion along the line of the St. Paul A Pacific 
road this spring.... Experiments with grass. 
hopper eggs near Madelia show them to be a 
total failure in that section....A through 
stage and express line has been established 
from St. Paul and Minneapolis to Deadwood 
City. Time, 65 hours. Fare, $45; second 
class, $40; emigrants, $27. 

" But just let me stay until morning, 
ma'am. Its cold, dreary and dark along 
the road, and, indeed, I've no place to go 
but Widow Yarrow's, and that's miles 
away." 

So spoke a sad, worn looking woman, 
standing on the threshold of a well to-do 
farmer's home, just as the last rays of 
light were fading from the evening sky. 

The person she spoke to, a large woman 
in a white, flowered dress and white 
apron—the mistress of the house—turned 
away pettishly. 

" You came at night, Maggie, it seems 
to me you can go at night. You don't 
su i t . I never saw such shiftless ways in 
my life. And Jane Smith is here, and 
I've only one bed for the servant, and I 
can't expect a tidy girl like Jane to sleep 
with—well, with sti'ange's. I've paid you 
for three days and goodness knows, you've 
worried me out of my senses since you've 
been here, and I can't keep you another 
night; and the earlier you go, the sooner 
you'll get theie, wherever it is." 

"Well, that's true, anyway. Then, 
ma'am," replied the woman, "and you are 
misu-eesin your own house; but God 
knows, its not a dog I'd be d- Ivln' out at 
nigut." Then she lied her l i .Je pittance 
in the coiner of a pocket-handkerchief 
and she walked away out of the gate and 
up the road, not looking back once. Her 
heart was heavy as lead, and she was an-
gry at a world that hat been a very hard 
one to her. 

" Three years since Pat went away," 
she said to herself, " and never a word 
from him. He's dead, no doubt; and it's 
the last kind word I've heard. I wasn't 
shifJess and good for nothing to him. 
'Maggie,' he'd o*ien say, ' I'd change you 
for nobody's wife.' Och, he was the man; 
and as good to me when I was faded and 
worn out with the hard l i \ in' and rarin' 
and losln' the cMldien as he was when I 
wa3 a pu- ty glri, with cheeks like roses, 
and he was a boy courdn' me. Och, Pat, 
whett did you go at all? You died in a 
diich like a dog, maybe; for all the3e 
hard-hear, sd gentle folks care we all 
might die." 

Sue turned and shook her fist back at 
the house she had just left, only a bit of 
the roof visible over the rising ground 
now. 

" My heart was aching for the cbilder 
and for Pat," she said; "but you could 
have no patience if a peiatie was burnt,or 
a iowel not that smooth. You sent me 
out with the night failing. Bad luck to 
ye and all your like.'' 

Then she plodded on again; but the 
woman she had leit was not »*• bad â  she 
had fancied h e . In ber ihi'.-t and t'di-
ness she could not undent and this unt'dy, 
caie'e«s being. Sbe knew nothing of the 
mise y at her beai t, or the so *ow that 
made he* foiget the po.s and pails. She 
was actually half ai< aid of her, m d anx
ious to get her out of the house. She had 
felt it a great mistake to line a tramp 
from the road, as it were, and she had 
paid her and was conscious of no ciueKy. 

The daylight fled apace; the moon, 
risen loDg ago, became visible—a fa'nt 
si.eak of new moon that set in a lii.de 
while—only the sta^s weie le"t—and 
Maggie, wandeiing on the load with her 
bundle under her arm—a bundle of rags 
and odds and ends tumbled together in 
an old flannel penticoai—began to lo",e 
her knowledge of it. Here and theie she 
saw lights in a window, but they were no 
promise of hospitality to her. If she could 
get to the Widow Yauow's, that pei son-
age who took the laboiers to bos'*d, 
would let her lodge while she could pay; 
but where was the '-widow's cottage—*o 
the r'ght or to the left? She could not 
tell in the da>koess whether she had taken 
the pioper turning. Hani by was a rush
ing sound, as of water. Danger theie, 
peihaps. The raihopd we3 somewhere at 
hand, and though Maggie felt that the 
world was a poor place, she did not feel 
leady to meet deain yet. 

' I'll just diop down in the grass some
where,'" said the poor woman. "And God 
between me at>d harm. If I could find a 
bit of hay now, 'twould be a comfort." 

Sbe si e>.ched forward, peering through 
the dari» -ie •*, and her foot struck some 
branches that lay upon the ground with a 
cracking sound. 

" What's that?" said a voice very near 
her in a shaip whisper. 

•' It's an imp of a squirrel," said another 
voice. " Go on with your work Jim. The 
train will be along in fifteen minutes. Up 
with vhat rail. Hi! We'll have them 
this time." 

"Hold yonr tongue, fool," said the 
first voice. " You're half dnmk. I told 
you I thought it was a step." 

And now Maggie, who had sunk flat 
upon the ground, knew all. Those who 
whispered near her were train-wreckers. 

" I'll make no noise," said she. "It's 
none of my business." 

But lying in the gi'ass, the sharp strokes 
of steel on steel smote her ear; she could 
not forget them. And suddenly it came 
upon her that it wa3 neither more nor less 
than murder that she was waiting t h e e to 
see—that in lying quiet while it was done 
she helped to do it. 

" God forgive me!" said poor Maggie. 
"I'll not do it; but what am I to do? 
How will I stop them? It's my own 
death; I'll bring about nothing else'' 

And just then the sound of a steam 
whistle far away caught the ear. The 
train was coming. 

" Ready for them," said the voice she 
had heard before. "Come into the 
bushes." 

She heard them tramp away, and she 
arose to her feet and looked about her. 
There was no house in sight and no help 
near. Suddenly a thought struck her. 
She had matches in her pocket, and her 
dress was a thin calico—it would burn 
like tinder. In a moment more she had 
torn it off and had the matches in her 
hand. As she struck a light she heard a 
pistol click. 

"They see me," she said, and held the 
match against the old calico and as it 
caught, flouiished it over her head. She 
felt a bullet whiz by her shoulder; an
other struck her; but now the glare was 
bright, and the tram was close at hand. 
She rushed toward it, waring her burning 
dress. Thank God !<they saw her. The 
train slackened its pace—it stopped. Men 
with lanterns in their hands sprang from 
it and hurried toward her. * ' " 

ground, and she sank beside it, the blood 
flowing from a wound in her arm. 

"They've killed me, I belave," she said 
faintly, as a man bent over her. " I can't 
show you the place, but it's—beyant 
there—the rails—they've ripped tnem up 
the villains !" Then she fainted. 

When she came to herself she was by 
the roadside, and lights fell over her, and 
she heard people talking of the hair
breadth escape they had had and of her 
bravery. 

" You risked death to save us," said one 
woman. "You shall be rewarded. My 
little children were with me." 

" And I am going to see my wife," said 
a gentleman. "She will not let me for
get you if I have so ungrateful a heart. 
You shall be well cared for now, and 
when you are well you shall never know 
want." 

"Indeed, then," said another voice— 
one that sounded familiar to her—"in
deed I am not rich, but I'd have been 
loath to be killed to-night. I'm just on 
the road to what I have been seeking two 
years. I found out yesterday where my 
nrssus is, and I'm goin' to her—she's 
breakin' her heait for me. I haven't 
much, but there's a couple o' pounds, if 
you'll take 'em, good woman, and God's 
bless'n', too, for the sake of Maggie Ryan, 
that you've saved from bein' a widow." 

And a strong hand folded over her 
weak one, and would have left money in 
it, but she caught it tight. 

"It's Pat Ryan!" she cried, "come 
back at last. Don't you know Maggie, 

And two great arms folded her close; 
and the poor soul who had tramped the 
road, desolate and forsaken, an hour be
fore, was as happy as angels are in 
heaven. 

It nrght not be " great good luck " to 
you to be a flagman's wi fe, and live in a 
little cottage on ihe roadside, but Maggie 
thinks it so. 

'And oh, Pat!" she often Says, "how 
liuta did I think when Satan was in my 
hea'i, and I was willing to lie still and 
let happen what might to the heaitless 
gentlefolk, what I was doing to myself 
and to you; and after all, it's kind hearts 
they had, and gave you the illigant place, 
and me the shanty, and the cow, and all. 
Good luck to them." 

THE BORDER HEROINE. 

"Speak one word above a whisper, and 
you die!" 

Polly recovered from her quick terror 
and looked up. She saw two stout, 
wicked, ugly-looking men, one who held 
a cocked pistol toward her. With the 
quickness of perception natural to her, 
she knew the pistol would not be fired if 
she held her peace, as that would make 
more noise than she could make; and, 
further, she recognized in the foremost a 
notorious villain who bore the name of 
Dick Gallus. 

She had never seen him before, but the 
minute description her husband had 
given of the man led her to know him— 
and positively too, for one big scar on the 
left cheek was mark enough. 

"What do you want?" asked Polly, 
without betraying the least fear. 

"Wehave come to seethe mail car
rier," one replied, in a hoarse whisper; 
"whereisbe?" 

" He is long since asleep. Would it 
not do as well to see him in the morn
ing? We can find you a room and lodg
ing." 

The fair hostess had said this for the 
purpose of gaining time. She knew 
very well that these men had come to 
rob the carrier, and was equally sure 
they would murder him if they could, 
and would in all probability put her out 
of the way as well. They had evidently 
learned of the valuable load he carried, 
and meant to carry it in his stead. 

" Never mind his being asleep. Show 
us where he is at once," roughly replied 
Gallus, in answer to Polly's last re
mark. 

" But I can call him, good sirs," rea
soned the woman, calmly though there 
was alarm in her very soul. 

"Call him! call!" growled the vil-
lian, with a fierce oath. "You call him, 
and you will be called to another world. 
Quick! show us the way." 

The mild eye that could aim an uner
ring bullet at the forest beast did not 
even betray the thoughts of the woman's 
soul, nor did a look tell her meaning. 
She was very pale, but did not tremble. 

" This way, sirs,"she whispered. 
And as she spoke she turned toward a 

side door. She did not open it till both 
the men were close behind. 

" Don't you hear bim breathe?" 
" Yes," returned both villians. 
And they did hear a breathing, but it 

was a child close at hand. 
Some years ago, before the State of 

Arkansas was so densely populated as 
now, and when the mails from Little 
Rock to the western borders were car
ried on ho^eback, there lived a few 
miles above Horsehead a stout pioneer 
named Jacob Burnap. His wife Polly 
at>d one child nine years old made up his 
famUy. His chief business was hunting, 
and his unening iifle never failed to sup-
pi y his board and something over. His 
neatest neighbor was fifteen miles off, so 
he was little troubled with prying visit
ors. 

It was in the early spring that Jacob 
started down the river with a boat-load 
of furs and skins. He left Polly in 
cha'ge of the premises; and he left he1*, 
too, a l ;ght rifle and a brace of pistols. 
She knew how to use the rifle, for never 
was she happier than when her "husband 
potted her on the shoulder and said: 
*'Nobly done, PoHy, my dear; I could 
not have made a better shot myself." 

Aod he had occasion to say this with 
truth too. 

Jacoo Bui nap had been gone four days, 
when toward evening a horseman rode 
up to the hunter's door. He was a small, 
muscular man, some forty years of age, 
and seemed inured to all hardships. As 
he sprang Aom his saddle, Polly made 
her appearance. 

" Ah, Polly, once more here," the new
comer said, as he drew a well-filled pair 
of saddle-bags from the back of his 
latigoed beast. 

" Yes, and I am glad to see you. Jacob 
hps been gone four days, and time is get-
i 'rg heavy." 

•'Jacob gone? Where?" 
" Down the river, with a load of furs." 
" Ob, ye". Well, you shall have the 

company of Lant Morton for one night at 
least, eo for the next twelve hours you'll 
be safe." 

" Oh, I feel safe e lough," returned the 
woman quickly—"Only a little lone
some." 

Thus speaking, Morton threw his sad
dle-bags into the cabin and led his horse 
aiound to a low shed, where he made the 
animal fast and fed him. 

After this he leturned to the dwelling 
and enteied, and w^s soon discussing the 
events of the time over an ample supper. 
His h03tC" had >ld him all that had 
transpiied* l .^e neighborhood since his 
last vJ3it, and 1 ie visitor gave her all the 
news of the eas.e A valley. 

Lant Mo* ton had been mail carrier 
upon that loute for several years, and not 
once had he passed to and fro without 
spending a night at Jacob Burnap's. In 
fact, he wr* aoout the only regular vis
itor at at the hunter's cabin; and al
though the intervals between bis visits 
weie loiig, yet he seemed almost a fix
ture to tae *>lace. Polly Burnap, just in 
the bloom of womanhood, knew his gen
tle, generous, noble character, so she felt 
peifectly fice and at home in his pres
ence. 

; ' l c is not known on the route that 
your load is valuable?" asked Polly. 

' I thin'i not—though it may be. Still, 
I am well aimed, and I fancy it would 
be a very tough job for any one to tackle 
old Mo\.on." 

" A man was robbed on the creek a few 
days ago.'* 

"'And the robbers have fled," added 
Morton, carehjssly, es he drew his mail-
bags aiter liiin. 

Morion went to bed at nine o'clock, as 
he was i :ied om his long ride. Polly 
had wo A to do, having neglected it 
while talking 'o he1* guest; so when she 
had ceen h* a sa"e at rest she drew her 
ba&Le JO a little table where the candle 
wca r :d went u> work upon some cloth
ing for her child, who was soundly sleep
ing in a corner. 

The o'ti Geiman clock upon the wall, 
with '.o great we"gatand wind strings all 
exposec1, had just sauck ten ere Polly 
rose ' om her woik. She had just pushed 
the basket beneath the table when the 
front door opened and .wo men entered. 

. , . -—„_ _ They were ia the" * stockings, their shoes 
And the old I having bee J left outside 

As they thus answered her she threw 
the*dooropen—it opened inward. The 
men aw a dark void, but they pressed 
forward. In an instant Polly Burnap 
leaped back. Gallus was in front. With 
all her power, the noble woman threw 
herself against the rear man, and the 
next moment both the robbers lay 
sprawling on the cellar bottom. 

This had been the door opening to the 
deep excavation, and the only means 
of egress was by a perpendicular ladder. 
Could this have been moved, Polly 
would have pulled it up immediately; 
but it was spiked to its place and she 
must let it remain. To close the door 
would be useless, for she had no ready 
means to fasten it. So she did what she 
had resolved upon from the first—she 
sprang to the fireplace and caught the 
trusty rifle, and, cocking it she moved 
toward the open door. She heard the 
cuises of the villians as they reached the 
ladder, and she soon knew that one of 
them had found it. 

" Back!" she cried, as she saw a head 
above the threshold. 

The candle upon the table threw but a 
dim light upon the spott but it was 
sufficient. 

She saw the robber raise a pistol. She 
had a husband—a child—and had sat 
herself to save the ca*ver. With these 
thoughts dashing through her mind, she 
pulled the tiigger. A sharp report went 
ringing through the house, and its echo 
wa3 a deep gioan from the cellar bottom. 

Ere the second robber could show him
self Morton came rushing into the room 
wito a pistol in each hand. 

"What is it?" he cried. 
" There! there!" gasped Polly, point

ing to the doorway, wheie a savage, look
ing face had iust presented itself. 

Lant Moi ton had been too much used 
to danger to wace time in conjecture,and 
immediately shot the villian dead, who 
fell with a heavy sound upon the cel
lar floor. 

* * * * * 

dress, burnt to tinder, dropped to the u Hush!" uttered the foremost intruder. 

In the morning, just as the carrier was 
dressed, there wa3 a rap on the door, ac
companied by a voice he knew full well. 
He hastened to open the door, and gave 
entrance to Jacob Burnap. The hunter 
had met with a party of tiaders at Lewis-
burg, and disposed of all his skins to 
them, thus finishing his journey six days 
earlier than he anticipated. 

Polly wa3 soon upon her husband's 
bosom, and when he had told them his 
own story, Morion gave him the adven
ture. Jacob was at first incredulous, but 
when he had seen the bodies he was sat
isfied. 

" Polly, my jewel " he said,placing his 
arm around her neck, "I am proud of 
you. I love you more and more, for ev-
eiy day I find more to love." And then 
turning to Morton he added: "What do 
you think of such a wife?" 

" Ah!" returned the guest, with deep 
feeling, "if poor Lant Morton had such 
a wife he wouldn't be a mail carrier." 

When Morton left he was directed to 
stop at the first settlement and state to 
the officers what had happened, and he 
promised to do so. He once more blessed 
the brave woman who saved his life, and 
then set out. Late in the afternoon two 
officers arrived at the cabin, and when 
they were shown the dead bodies, at once 
proceeded to remove them. And ere a 
week had passed the whole settlement 
blessed the border heroine for the work 
she had done.—Neicburyport (Maw.) Her
ald. _ 

The quality of pulpit eulogy is some
times strained. A pastor in Macon, Ga., 
was recently called upon to make a few 
remarks on the character of a colored 
class-leader who had visited a brother's 
hen roost surreptitiously, fallen unex
pectedly, and broke his neck immediate
ly. The pastor made rather a bungling 
job of it: " There are circumstances con
nected with his death that are perplex
ing. If, after he fell and before he 
struck the ground he repented of his sins 
there can be no question but that he is 
now in glory; but there was mighty lit
tle time for him to think about it." 

A Snow Legend. 

The glory of the autumn was over; the 
leaves lay huddled in heaps on the 
ground; through the shorn trees the wind 
whistled dreanly,and the shawow of ap
proaching winter rested everywhere over 
the earth. 

Many children on their way from 
school, looked up at the sk~, but none 
saw the queer little mite wL. h floated in 
mid-air and gazed down on the earth; 
for this was one of those nameless, in
visible workers associated with Dame 
Nature in the care of her broad do
main. 

It was dull in the mother's household. 
The autumn finished, there come always 
a brief respite. The flowermakers and 
painters, the builders and sculptors 
bound poppies over their eyelids; even 
Dame Nature paused for a moment's rest. 
But industrious little No-Name had soon 
wearied of dozing, and sallied forth to
wards earth. 

Little No-Name ranked chief among 
the painters. None like she could tint 
the spring buds and grasses; it was she 
that gave the finishing touch to fruit and 
flower; and only a few weeks since she 
had designed the Joseph-coat which had 
made earth so dazzling to human sight. 
Not strange that she should sigh a bit as 
she noted the change. 

"So pretty—so bright to fade;" she 
murmured wistfully. But not long 
paused little No-Name for idle musings. 
Suddenly down she flitted over the gray 
leaves, and in among the garden beds. A 
glance at the mold proved her suspicions 
correct. The dead plants had scattered 
their seedlings far and wide. 

" So soon," spoke little No-Name pity
ingly, yet with a twinkle as she thought 
of the innocent sleepers at home. Then 
swift as a rocket she shot up in the a i r -
lucky little No-Name, as we shall see. 

The flower-makers and painters, the 
sculptox-s and builders slept calmly on; 
the poppies still drooped from Dame Na
ture's brow, as little No-Name settling 
energetically on the great mother's arm 
shouted: 

" The plant-world is dead. Oh, wake 
mother dear, or the poor little seedlings 
will perish!'' 

Up started Dame Nature; up sprang 
tbe army of assistants, silent and crest
fallen. It was a proud moment for little 
No-Name when the great mother smiling
ly placed on her head the crown yearly 
awarded to the one who should make 
tin's important discovery. 

" We have slept too long," then spoke 
Dame Nature, briskly. " Let us quickly 
make some warm overcoats for the shiv
ering seedlings below." 

Vc-y orderly are the workings of Dame 
Nature's household. A aiessage to the 
winds, and clouds came back, as though 
ill-pleaoed at the dissection in store. And 
the whole army went to work vigorously, 
cutting and tearing, and hurling down 
garments soft as eider down, and numer
ous enough to supply the whole earth. 

So little No-Name was assigned the 
crowning work. With paint-pot and 
brush, she waited in mid-air, and touch
ing each deitly as it passed, changed 
them to pearly white. 

Thus, dainty and pure, the precious 
coats came down to earth, folding over 
the motherless seeds; no softer blanket 
in an infant's cradle, no wool warmer and 
more protective in any great-coat that's 
made. And the seedlings, far and wide, 
snuggled down cc tentedly, and sang for 
joy. 

^ 
Fanny Lear's Pictnre. 

A cor- cspondent of the Cincinnati Ga
zette w»i.es from St. Louis: An item 
floating about in the newspapers men 
tioning t'ie return to Paris of the "Phce 
nix." as the French caU Fanny Lear or 
Mis. Black "oid, the Ame lean who caused 
such a scanda1 in Russia, suggests an al 
lusion vo a whiff or pe».«iuie f om that 
wicked woman's boudoiv which recently 
came* even to St. Louis. A f . c Fannie 
Lead's escapade with the Russian Giand 
Duke, when be was in disg^t e and she 
compelled to flee the count -y, it will be 
remembered she went to Pails, and pre
pared to write a book telling dieadful 
things. It was while she was engaged 
in Pa-'S upon that liteiary adventure, 
that a large letter, bearing a French post-
ma- k, came to a lady in this city. She 
opened it, and found within vwo pic
tures—pboiogianhs. She lecognized 
them at once. They each *epiesented a 
school friend of yea1 s ago, when she and I 
Fanny Lear were school gcvls together in 
a Kentucky seminary, and when across 
the life of the Other had come no sus 
picion of the future in Sto/e for hei,when 
she should be the central figure in a royal 
scandal and subsequently the queen of 
the demi-monde in the French capital. 
The old expression upon the gitl's face 
was gone, but the pictures were easily 
recognizable. One of the photographs 
represented the adventuress in full dress 
—a diess fit for a princess; tbe other was 
a large pictuie, but showed only the 
bust and face. The countenance was a 
beautiful one, but the beauty showed its 
snare to half an eye. Tne gray eyes and 
aquiline nose had something about their 
combined effect which was not ofiset 
altogether by the voluptuous fullness of 

NUMBER 34. 

The First Dollar. 

The following story i s true, and must-
please as well as counsel our young read
ers: 

Many years ago, a gentleman from the 
town of Methuen, Mass., while on a visit 
to a prominent merchant in Boston, was 
asked by the merchant if he knew a boy 
in Methuen that he could recommend to 
work in his store. At first the merchant 
could think of no one, for he knew none, 
but a faithful, honest boy would suit the 
thrifty merchant. At length, however,he 
called to mind a boy of excellent charac
ter in the neighborhood, but he feared 
would hardly do, as his parents were 
very poor, and he had no, education or 
other advantages to fit him for such a, 
position. 

But the description of the boy's habits 
pleased the merchant so much that he 
handed the gentleman a dollar with 
which to pay the boy's fare to Boston by 
stage, and requested him to send the lad 
to the city, and if, on a personal inter
view, he should not prove satisfactory, he 
would pay his fare back home again. 
The gentleman, as requested, visited the 
boy's parents, and stating the merchant's 
proposal, advised them to send the boy 
for trial He then gave him the dollar 
which was to pay his fare to Boston, and 
departed. 

Under similar circumstances, 99 out of 
every 100 boys would have said, " Now 
for a good time! I never srw a city, and 
never rode in a stage. Oh, there will be 
so much to see, and it will be such a long 
ride, and here is money sent to pay my 
fare!" Not so with this boy. Putting 
the money carefully in his pocket, he 
said to himself— 

" This is the first dollar I ever had. 
H o w l wistt I could save it? It is only 
25 miles to Boston. I can walk there in 
a day. I'll do i*, and save my dollar." 

His mot jer patched up his clothes as 
well as she could and eariy next morning 
the little fellow parted with his parents 
at the door of their humble home, and 
set out on his long tramp to the great 
city, which he reached, tired and dusty, 
a little before sunset. He found the 
merchant, wno sternly asked: 

• Where have you been all day? The 
stage came in hours ago!" 

The boy thought lie had displeased the 
merchant at the outset, and with down
cast eyes and tremulous voice, he an
swered— 

" I did not come on the stage, sir." 
"Did not come on the stage! What 

do you mean? Didn't I send you money 
to pay your fare?" 

The boy thought it was all up with 
him, sure, and amid gathering tears he 
managed to reply—^ 

" l a m very sdry, sir! I did not mean 
to offend you. I thought I would walk 
and save the dollar. I never had one be
fore." 

Placing his hand gently upon the boy's 
head, the merchant jeplied, "My little 
man, you did exactly rjght. Come home 
with me and get sojae supper." 

Then turning to a bystander, he re
marked, " I woi'loa't take a thousand 
dollars for this boy, to-day." 

That boy has g own to manhood, and 
has since oecoine widely known in busi
ness circles. He is now owner of the ex
tensive mill at Methuen, the Pemberton 
mills at Lawrence, a banking-house in 
Boston, and one of the finest farms in 
Massachusetts.—Phren Journal. 

^ 
I Promised Him. 

" You don't mean to say, Tom, that 
you are going to let that birn loose,when 
you brought it so far over the seas with 
you, aDn set so much store by it, be
sides?" 

" Aye, but I do Joe, for I promised 
him I would." 

"Him! what no you mean?" asked the 
young countiyman, as his companion 
lested the cage on bis knee, and began to 
open the door of the wiie prison. 

"Little Jim, the boy that was saved 
with me f'om the wreck. Leastways, he 
was spared for a little while, but hunger 
and cold did their work on his frail body, 
and he died just before the vessel came 
along that took me off the rock." Here 
the bluff sailor drew his brown hand 
across his eyes. 

" Well." he resumed, " it's a long story 
but I'll t iy to make a short one of it. 
You see. Jim's father, and mother were 
going out to settle in Australia, and hav
ing a fancy for something homelike 
about them, they took this cage of Eng
lish spa* lows along, intending to give 
t^em their liberty a-"ter they got there. 
When the ship stmck and every soul was 
d'owned but Jim and me, who were fas
tened to the rigging, he insisted on my 
diving to the cabin after his birds, be
fore I lashed him to the plank on which 
we were to venture our live3. 

It was an awiul sight to see the dead 
bodies that w e e floating around in that 
cabin. But I couldn't do them any good, 
you know, so I just clutched the cage, 
that was hanging by a hook to the roof, 
and sciambled on deck again. There 
was only this one poor little bird left 
alive. Tbe w a t c had lisen and drowned 
it3 companions, but it had clung with 

the bosom, the roundness of neck and claws and beak to the top of the cage, 
arms, and the smile upon the lips; some- and we took it alon? with us "" 
thing in the Josephine Mansfield style of 
beau.y appeared in the picture, but ex
hibiting far more of intelligence than 
seems in tbe face of the woman who 
caused the death of Fisk and the shame 
of Stokes. Upon the back of the larger 
photograph was something giving an. 
added interest to the portrait. Two lines 
were written there in a feminine head, 
which was not characterless, though. 
What was written was this: 

Fannie Lear, 
Grand Duehesite. par la main gauche. 

" Grand duchess, by the left hand,"— 
in this fantastic manner had the Amer
ican adventuress admitted the character 
of her life to her old friend of purer 
days, and, at the same time, shown the 
pride she felt in securing lofty game. It 
was a queer incident, the curious inspec
tion in a St. Louis parlor of this souvenir 
of impenitent Phyryne abroad. 

^ 
A young lady who has suffered from 

" Baggage-smashers" has had her trunks 
covered with flannel this season, having 
heard that flannel is a good chest-protec
tor. 

" I owe that span-ow more than its 
freedom^ Joe," said the sailor, as they 
both stood looking after it. " D'ye see, 
when it was with me on that bare rock, 
it would c y , 'twit,'' twit,' as if to cheer 
me up. Sometimes it seemed to me it 
said,'Fea'* not; ye are of more value 
than spaTows.' Then all the texts I ever 
learned about trusting God in time of 
trouble came fresh into my mind." 

m 

Stein o' Kilbogie sold his furniture,and 
the country side all came. Jean, the 
ploughman's wife, was among the rest, 
and as sbe came up to the big pier-glass 
she reached out her hand saying to her 
image therein, " An' is this you? How 
are ye the day? I ken I've seen your face 
in Culross before, but I canna mind the 
name!" 

^ 
Fair charmer (who thinks that she 

knows everything about college affairs), 
" Is it possible, Mr. Tomkins, that you 
are not acquainted with my brother at 
Harvard? Why, he sings second base on 
the University Base-Ball Crew."—Har 
vard Lampoon 


