
THE GHOST CLUB.

A Remarkable Organization in
Crawfordsville, Indiana.

Ghastly "Furnishings and Associations
of the JLodgo Room-Two Stories
Recently Told hy Members of the

Club —'-Tho Ghost of My Client"
and ••The Haunted Mill."

Crawdfordsville is distinctly a city of
clubs, and as such is noted all over Hoo-
aierdom. Thero is the Gentleman's Lit-
erary Club, of which General Lew Wal-
lace, Maurice Thompson, President Tut-
tle of Wabash College, and Professor
John JM. Coulter, President-elect of the
State University, aro charter members;
there is the Ladies' Literary Club, "The
Athenian," whoso membership compri-
ses somo of the cleverest lady writers iv
Indiana; there is the "Ananias and Sap-
phira Club," the rarest aggregation of
lying sportsmen to be lcrund anywhere.
over whose farcial deliberations Hon. E.
C. Snyder, Judge of tho Montgomery
Circuit Court, presides with much grav-
ity, deciding the worthiness ofthe stories
told, to be entered in the archives; there
are the college fraternities, the social clubs
and the sportmen's clubs, and last, but by
no means least, is the famous Crawfords-
ville Ghost Club, or, to use the name
with which it is dignified by the mem-
bers, "The Society tor the Advancement
of the Belief in Ghosts."

The unique organization has probably
no parallel in tho country. It is ladi-
cally dilierent from the spiritualistic
bands, which can be found in any city,
dthough it is true that several of its
member* are confirmed spiritualists.
The club was founded upon All Hallo-
ween in 1887 toy Wm. Bidlev, Dr. Henry
de (aux and Professor Robert Burton.
Itnow has in the neighborhood oftwenty
members, although initiations occur but
once a year, and that upon the anniver-
sary of the chili's founding.

MIST HAVE SEEK a on OST.
There is one paramount qualification

for admittance to membership, and that
qualification is a personal experience, on
tho part of the candidate, with a spook.
Mere belief will not suffice; personal ex-
perience is necessary. Every application
tor membership must be accompanied
with |the asseveration that applicant has,
at some time iluring his life, seen a ghost.
Most ofthe members of the club are men
of more than ordinary intelligence, ar.d
considerable education and standing.
Thus if. has come about that their belief
in the fundamental principles oi' their or-
ganization is openly questioned by out-
siders. But if they aro in the club for
amusement's sake they wisely keep their
own council. Under a suspicion of be-
Ing only pretended ghost believers sev-
eral gentlemen have been blackballed,
much to their disgust, still, however,
it is the prevailing opinion that just about
one-half of the members of this club are
enjoying themselves at the expense of
the rest, who really do believe in spooks
and spirits.

'ihe club's meetings are held fort-
nightly,and at each one a paper is read by
some member which purports to give "a
truthful account of his own personal ad-
venture with a ghost. The veracity ofthese stories is never questioned by the
brotherhood, although they sometimes
have a most unlikely smack. Tho meet-
ings are rarely ever adjourntd before
midnight, aud after these uncanny re-
citals the average new member is said to
be often too terrified to go abroad, andsome have been known to frequently
stay in the hall all night ratboi* than run
tiie risk ofencountering the disentombed
spirits which their imagination pictures
is lurking in every aliey and dodging
about in the shadow of every electric
light.

The club-room, or "ghost lodge," as it
is called, can certainly lav claim to being
tho weirdest affair extant. It is a room
about twenty by forty feel, in the fourth
story of one of the principal business
blocks. Its windows on the north over-
look Oak Hill Cemetery, while those on
th.* west look directly down into the jail-
yard, where four red-handed murderers
have been swung off into eternity in as
many years. In the room itself occurred
i murder, many years ago, upon the
very night that it was dedicated as a
dance hall, aud the ghost of tho promis-
ing young buck then slain is said to fre-
quently revisit the scene of his untimely
taking oft From a scaffold on the same
building a painter fell some years later
and was dashed to death on the cruel flag-
-.h-nos below, while still later an old lady
dropped dead from heart disease while

toning ior an erring son who was
playing poker in the hall, which was then
a gambling holL

i'i:«*.-rations or thi: BALL.
Tbese terrible associations had much to

do with the selection of the room, and
when it was once fitted up its ghastly
decorations made its iiideousnoss com-plete. It is hung entirely in white.
White cheese cloth drapes the walls and
ceding. White can \as covers the floor,
and even the window glass is painted
white. On the other hand every articleof furniture is as black as midnight, ex-
cept such paraphernalia as the skeletons.
In each comer of the room stands one of

M genial oust men, grinning horri-
bly, and each one has a duty to perform,
for in every empty cranium there is a
>mall lamp with a .ed glass chimney, and

"he hail these lamps furnish the only
iight which pours in lurid Streams

• ugh the empty eye-sockets and grin-
ning mouths of these four repulsive s.-n-
--uncK The table at which the President
and Secretary sit is an old dissecting
•able, purchased some time ago from theIndiana Medical College. The 'President
to call order rings a large dinner I
which hangs from the ceiling above. This

>< il was obtained from tlie ruins ofa farm
house in the conflagration of which an In-
fant perished, ami in order to ring it the
President pulls the identical rope with
which .lack Henning was hanged, not

yards au ay, in I--7, for tho murder of
ot. The seats In •\u25a0•,> ,

vera ali made from the timbei
'old from which Henning atid three

others dropped to glory, and winch the
Sheriff Was only too glad to sell when tin-

requiring all executions io take plac
n tlie Penitentiary went into c:

There is a library of some hundred books
in the hall, all treating of ghosts and
ghost life. Then* is a museum also, and

.! are to be found relh-s most ghastly
and curious. There is the blood-stained
club with which '"h* beat old
man McMullen and his wife to deal!i;
the spade with which the .di sexton of
'he Masonic Cemetery dug over

res, and which he was clutching
\;ly in liis stiffened hand when found

••oid in death one fine morning; there is
the cap in which Rev. Pettit is said to

c mixed poison tor his wife, the
Knives and revolvers of murderers and

and other Implements "t s simi-
Jarly hair-raising character. The club
...s expended no little money In prepar-

ing its quarters, aud every month or two
me new horror is added to its already

•startling outfit.
There is no particular secrecy about the

organization, and its stories are oft) n re-
lated on the outside, the papers even be-
ing loaned for perusal to non-members.
A fair idea of the character of these pa-
pers may bo obtained from the appended.

•Tho Ohost oTMy Client."
Several years ago Buck Stout was

?ianged at lhckvil!- , Ind., alter taking a
-hangs of venue from Montgomery Coun-
ty, liis victim was a huckster named

nber, whom Buck, having enticed to a
neiy place in the woods, killed and

robbed. Although arrested at once for
the crime, none of tiie stolen money was
found upon the murderer, who" died
stoutly protesting his innocence. Soon
after the execution his old neighbors near
Darlington begss to complain of the vis-
its of the ghost of this deceased gentl"-
Uian. In this connection Buck's attor-

ney, Colonel John "R. Courtney, read l
some time since, the following paper be- j
fore the Crawfordsville Ghost Club :

"It was not long after my handsome l
client Buck Stout had been hanged that!
reports began to come to. me from Dar-
lington to the effect that his ghost was
promenading around tbat section of coun-
try terrifying the women, and even caus-
ing the marrow of Darlington's brave
men to turn a trifle cool. Knowing that
my client had died a guilty man, with a
terrible falsehood upon his lips, I was not
at all surprised to hear of his spirit's per-
ambulations, but Icandidly confess that
I was surprised at the visit which that
spirit paid me, and at the results of it as
well. I was busied with mypractice, and
paid but little attention to the ghost talk
until ono night, about three months after
the rumor became current, when the mat-
ter was brought home to me in a most
forcible manner. 'Twas in October, and
after a hard day's work Ihad retired to
my rooms, very tired, nervous and about
half sick. I retired early, but although {
much fatigued 1 was unable to tail asleep, j
Heaiing the old church clock strike the
weary hours Itossed and tumbled about
on my couch until after 11 o'clock, when
I fell into an uneasy slumber. I judge
that I could not have slept over a few
minutes when suddenly I found myself
wide awake and sitting up in bed tremb-
ling as with a chill. In accents all too
familiar, spoken as from a far-off planet,
but terribly distinct, I had heard my
name called.

Tin; MESSAGE.
"Breathlessly I listened for arepetition

of that plaintive, wailing cry, and it came.
From whence I could not toll—from all
around me, from an infinite distance,
from nowhere —but it came, and the fol-
lowing words rang through my soui
rather than through my ears: 'John!
John! Por the good Lord's sake, come to
to Die oilice! Come down at once!'

"Thero was no mistaking that voice. It
was that of my unfortunate client, Stout,
but wonderfully sepulchral and subdued.
As in a dream, obeying an influence I
could not, neither cared to, control, I
arose, and having dressed, passed silently
out into the night. A death-like stillness
hung over the deserted streets and the
pavements were weird and startling. I
tiesitated at the foot ofthe stairway which
led to 1113- office, but, shaking offmy fear,
I climbed the steps, and, unlocking the
door, pushed it wide open. Curiously I
gazed into the dark interior. I saw noth-
ing, but gradually became sensitive of
another presence than mine. Again on
the threshold I hesitated, but taking heart
as before, I marched boldly in and closed
the door behind me. I had crossed the
room and was about raising a window
when the old voice, still far off it seemed,
exclaimed:

" 'John, don't you know me?'
"I quickly wheeled, and standing, not

six feet away, I beheld the ghost ofmy
client. There was no doubt about its
being only his ghost, for I had seen the
sturdy Buck meeta fearful death,and had
afterward seen his cold aud silent corpse
packed safely away under six feet of
clay. And then it was a good, old-fash-
ioned, honest ghost Isaw before me, pale,
shadowy and woe-begone, silently await-
ing my response, with its etherial legs
sadly mixed up in tlie waste basket.

""Buck,' said I (1 fear my voice was
somewhat shaky;, 'how are you?'
" 'I'm in torment,' replied the ghost, as

it passed its airy hand over its airj*brow
as though to wipe away immaterial per-
spiration. 'I died with a secret, and I'm
in torment. I come now to you Ibr aid,
and I want you to do me a last favor.'

" 'Buck,' I returned, 'when Itook your
case Itaid that 1 would stand by you to
the end. I thought tho end was over
months ago, but a lawyer should always
be loyal to a client; so name your request
aud Iwillgrant it.'

A OUAIIFIED SPOOK.
"That ghost gave a positive sigh of re-

lief, and its countenance lighted upas yon
have sometimes seen the moonlight up
the fleece-like clouds after emerging from
a thundei bank.

" 'John,' it whispered, 'your last ser-
vice is by far your greatest, as you will
in future learn. Iwant you to act in be-
half of justice now. I want to niake par-
tial restitution to poor Dunbar's widow.
W hen 1 shot him out there in the woods
\u25a0here the ghost shuddered like steam va-
por blown by the wind) I buried his
money on the south side of that oak
stump near which they found him. I- '7 there, and Iwant you to get itfor
ids family. Then may be 1 can rest.
Promise me now to do it, John,' and the
whisper died wearily >way.

"of course Iprom d, and now being
quite at my ease th my translated
client, or rather with .no translated spirit
of my late client, I undertook some uttle
research into the question of spiritual
entity.

" 'thick,' queried I, after a painful pause
in which my caller seemed preparing
itself for departure, 'how is it where you
are.' [>o they treat you well?'

"The ghost actually scjuirmed, and
fidgeting with an Imaginary button on
its imaginary vest, asked inevident em-
barrassment the time. I. quickly called
the hour, and beforo my guest could bid
me farewell I had again launched into the
subject of escatology by inquiring:

'" 'Now, old fellow, what is the use in
your trying to dodge tho point at issue?
What's the climate of your presentabode?
Come, say."

"Iwas aware of the fact that Buck had
been a great admirer of the 'myriad-
minded bard' during his imprisonment,
but was wholly unprepared to hear his
ghost declaim in piping, far-offaccents:
" 'But that Iam forbid

To tell th'- secrets ofmy prison house,
Icould a tale unfold whose lightest word
Would harrow up thy soul; Creese thy young

blood.
Make thy two eyes like stars start from their

spheres;
Thy knotted mi i o mbined locks to part
And cacti particular hair to stand on end
Like quillsupon the* Bret ii porcupine;
But Unset rnal blazon must not be
To ears ot Besta and blood.'
"No sooner was tho last word uttered

than my visitor, who had been growing
more and more shadowy throughout
his speech, disappeared, leaving my oflice
in its wanted gloom. So suddenly, how-
ever, did a realization of the ghost's de-
parture come upou me that I lost no time
in vacating the room, and was conscious
of stumbling over the waste-basket and
several chairs in making my exit.

IBS Mo.N KY FOUND.
"How I got home and to bed Icannot

recall, but next remember my aw akening
the following morning with a splitting
headache and a perfect recollection of my
late experience with a spook. Although,
as l say, my recollection in regard to my
midnight visitor was extremely vivid,
t- rertheless, 1 was more than half in-clined to doubt it, and by the timo I had

d of my breakfast I was almost
ready to believe that I bad been the vic-
tim of a nightmare, grim and horrible.
1 was to be undeceived, however, for on
reaching my office 1 found tho door wide
>nen as i had left it in my Might the night
before. Three chairs were upset and the
contents o! the waste-basket strewn reck-
lessly over thefloor. I dropped helplessly
into a chair and sat there firhalf an hour,
when I arose and proceeded to a livery
stable. In three lours more 1 had visited

\u25a0no of the murder and found buried
in a small wooden box at the side of the
oak stump, the $337 of blood money. I
lost no time in tendering this sum to
Dunbar's family, and advised them to
keep quiet in regard to tiie matter. This
they certainly did, and my experience
ended with the restitution.

'The ghost of my client is the only
ghost I ever saw, but for all that Ibe-
Beved In ghosts beforo I over heard of
Buck or his ghost either, for the uneasy
spiritof my own great-grandfather OttOS
walked among tlie ruins of his old manor
house in Ireland, armed with the very

Sistol be grasped when killed in a duel of
is own provoking. My great-grand-

father had been a hard man, and half thebooby Squires in the county took a shot
at his ghost with their blunderbusses
during his moonlight strolls about Ids old
home. None of them ever seemed to dis-
commode him, but every mother's son of
them met with some misfortune soon
alter encroaching on his solitude, and I
have no doubt that their ills wore visited
upon thorn by the spirit thoy had wan-
tonly insulted. Ii is always best to be
deferential to a ghost."

The Haunted Mill.
A tew* miles from the sleepy village of

Yountsville stands a large, rambling old
structure,known in the country round
about rs the "Hibernian Mill.'' Ovor a

I mile from any public road, the only ap-
j proach to it is along a grass-grown, de-

| sorted lane; and, looming up as the mill
I does —moss-covered and desolateut frown-
-1 ing bluff in its rear and the forest on
every side—it is not strange that the very
surroundings should give rise to tales of
tho weird and supernatural.

Many 3*ears ago tho creek which fur-
nished the mill with its power changed
its bed, and wiiere once a roaring torrent
dashed down the ravine a tiny spring-fed
brooklet now winds dreamily through
the dark shadows to the river. 'Iho
change in tho creek's bed rendered the

\u25a0 mill*worthless, thus ruining its owner,
j who suddenly disappeared soon after his
misfortune. What became of him was
never known until two years ago, and
how the mystery of his disappearance
waa finally solved is told by James K.
lianna in the following paper recently
read before the club :

THE MILL ASO THE MILLER.
"It was in the summer of 1887 that a

party oi college friends aud myself went
into camp at Indian Ford a few miles
above Yountsville, in the vicinity of the
Hibernian Mill. The hunting and fish-
ing were excellent, and as for the soli-
tude, thero was a superabundance of it.
The old mill was the only building in a
radius of two miles, and that was so coy-

! ered with Virginia creeper and othor
tangled vines that it resembled a great
bank of fiery blossoms and bright leaves
rather than the handiwork of man. Be-
fore coming I had heard much of the
ghost of the old miller Ganneau that
walked of nights, and was held in such
respect by the county folk that tbey
would not come within half a mile of the
mill to gather berries or search for stray-

! ing cattle. The mill had been built in an
OUtlandishly wild place in order to obtain
advantage of a splendid fail and other
natural aids to tho milling business.
When the great freshet of INxS threw the
bed of his creek four miles away Gari-
neau, who was dependent solely upon
the mill, was practically reduced to pau-
perism. A childless widov/er, he had
lived for years reticent and solitary, but
after his misfortune ho became sullen and
morose, never stirring from his wind-
mill. A few fanners called on him ot ca-
sionally, and found him either sitting on
tiie mounting-block in front with his
face buried in his hands, or wandering
aimlessly through tin* great building,
which, though worthless now, had cost
him a small fortune. His visitors became
less numerous and his moroseness great-
er. Ho would converse with no one. and
finally two speculators who came to pur-
chase his machinery could find him no-
where. His room contained all his
effects, but he was gone as from the
world. Years passed and the property
was sold for taxes. A part of the ma-
chinery and tho mill-stones were re-
moved, but tho old structure was allowe I
to stand, a melancholy monument to the
uncertainty of human aims and expecta-
tions.

GAItINEAU'S GHOST.
"Yet though the mill stood thero so

silently, it was rumored about in time
that the ghost of old Garineau held high
eainival in the lonesome rooms. Sturdy
schoolboys, who passed their days play-
ing truant in the woods, came whimper-
ing home at dusk with wild tales of hav-
ing seen an apparition at tho mill. Squir-
rel hunters saw 'the ham' as they qui-
etly crept up the old crook bod peering
about ior game, and they usually lost no
time in giving it a wide berth. Uncle
Jimmy Dawson, tho veteran coon hun-
ter, was out with his hounds one night
and treed a coon in a small buckeye just
bohind the mill. Now, Uncle Jimmy
wasn't afraid of 'nants,' not he, and was
swinging his ax, with a right good will,
when suddenly his eager hounds dropped
their tails, and, uttering low whines,
sulked rapidly off into the brush. Uncle
Jimmy, looking up irom his work to see
what caused all this, saw what made oven
his stout heart quail, and giving vent to a
squall of terrified dismay, he fled precip-
itately from the spot. Looking from the
window of the null loft was the ghost
itself, frowning angrily down upon him,
and attired, as Uncle Jimmy ever after-
ward maintained, in the same rod cloak
that old Garineau wore many years be-
fore when the mill was opened at the
time of tlie grand barbecue given in its
honor by tho countryside. In view of ail
these experiences, then, it is not strange

. that the simple and superstitious people
of that section soon learned to shun the
wild dell at w hose mouth tho haunted
mill stood like a sentinel guard. With

J the spirit of romance and bravado, so in-
cident to youth, the members of our

j o:*nping party delighted to hunt up and
jdown the ghost-ridden glen, declaring
that we would shoot the spook on sight.
We kicked open the rotten door of the
old mill and sacrilegiously joked and de-
claimed in the gloomy, cobwebbed rooms,
which for years had known no earthly
visitants. We ascended into the great
storeroom above, and in the gloom and
confusion one of the boys came near fall-
ing through a black hole in tiie center of
the floor. This hole was the opening to
sort of a chute into which grain had once
been poured to conduct it to the hopper.
Over two feet at the opening, it gradually
narrowed until at the hopper this funnel
was but six inches in diameter. The
hole was then tilled with dust and cob-
webs, and would have boon anything but
a pleat ant place into which to have fallen.
We explored tho garret or loft, ami
looked down from the window upon
the very buckeye tree at which Jimmy
Dawson was hacking away when inter-
rupted by tho ghost. We sang and hal-
looed through tho old shell in a most de-
monstrative manner, and if our spook
was anywhere in hearing it must havo
been mortally offended.

AN KVENTKI I. EXPEDITION.
"We had been it* camp for probably ten

days, when late on. afternoon it was dis-
covered that some of our supplies were
entirely out. It toll to me, after some
parley, to ride six mile* to Yountsville
and stock up. Hunting our horso in the
pasture required some time, and when I
passed the old mill, on my way to the
village, it was almost nightfall, and when
1 finally reached tho pike, after a hard
ride down the desert lane, it was dark.
Itwas after 9 o'clock w lieu I left Younts-
ville for my return to camp, and in the
west the clouds hung black and glower-
ing, obscuring the moon which had
lighted me on my way. Long beforo I
reached the lane, over whose rough and
broken way I dreaded to ride in total
darkness, the heavens were reverberating
with thoechoes of the thunder which her-
alded the approach of a beating storm. I
cursed my bad luck most heartily, and
reaching the lane I lashed mv*horse along
the perilous route at the imminent risk of
breaking both our necks. Ihe occasional
Hashes of lightning kept me keenly alive
to a sense of my danger by revealing the
stones, washouts and gullies in tho path,
but, intent on reaching the sheltering
mill before the rain poured down, I urged
my panting beast forward. We were
about a hundred yards from the old
building when the first large drops began
to patter on the parched, gasping earth,
ana I had barely time to lead my willing
horse through the wide door, which wo
had kicked open a few days before, when
down came the rain. A pull* of wind,
accompanied by a dash of rain, a mo-
mentary, death-like lull, a crash of thun-
der and tlie storm was on. The building
swayed with tho violence of the wind,
and through tho numerous large cracks
the water came dashing in, wetting me to
the skin. I recollected that the ware-
room was boarded on the inside for pro-
tection from tho dampness, and lost no
time in running up the rickety stairway
to this dry retreat, over twenty feet
abovo. It seemed warm and inviting,
and, throwing my saddlebags in a corner,
I sat down upon them, resolved to wait
until the storm had passed over before I
started for our camp, which was a mile
away, down a rough and brush-grown
creek bank. Gradually the fury of the
storm snent itself, but as the rain contin-
ued to descend in torrents, Idetermined
to spend the night where I was, and,
closing my oyes, 1 soon was fast asleep.

THE (iHOST.

"It must have been almost midnight
when I was awakened by hearing my
horse in the room below give a terrified
scream which sounded almost human.
Before I was fairly awake I heard him
tearing from the miil-r >m out into the
night. Tho rain had ceased to fall, and
the last beams of tho declining moon
lighted up tho large room through its ono
great window with an unearthly glow.
Startled by the commotion made by my
horse, I sat up in my coruer, and was in
the act of raising my hands to rub my

eyes when Ifell back in a helpless heap,
for coming up the stairway from below I
saw the ghost!

"An old man with a set and care-worn
face, a fierce, hunted light shining in the
eyes, which seemed to see nothing, a I
trembling hand which drew tightly
around his Blight, bent form a bright
scarlet cloak- that was the ghost. Over-
powered with conflicting emotions I sat
breathlessly watching my strange com-
panion from another sphere. Tie saw
me not, but, murmuring and gibbering
to himself, began to pace the room. I
could not distinguish all his speech, but
'ruin! ruin! ruin!' was tho burden of
the self-communion. At first he passed
quite close to mo as he walked about the
musty wareroom, but gradually his eir-
clo became smaller and smaller as he
neared the center. Finally he paused
almost at the edge of the chute and
groaned. Iwas gazing intently at him,
when suddenly he took a forward step,
and like a Hash shot down tho chuto
with a shriek, which still is ringing in
my ears. This cry broko the spell which
bound me, and leaping to my feet I
rushed down the stairs and fled ont
through the bushes, which were dripping
with the water, and which cut and chilled
me as I brushed them hurriedly aside.
Ipaused not until I reached our camp,
and foil almost fainting among my com-
panions, who had been awakened "by the
arrival of my horse some time before,
and who wero just preparing to set out in
search of me.

THE INVESTIGATION.
"Iwas too greatly excited and fatigued

to <rive a coherent account of 1113- adven-
tures thnt night, but the following morn-
ing, after a good breakfast and a drink of
brandy, I managed to toll my story. So
real was it all to me that the shouts of 'laughter with which my companions re-
ceived it filled mo with surprise, anger j
and disgust. TTot words wero followed
by mutual apologies, and after a good
deal ofpersuasion I was induced .0 re-
turn to the mill with two oi* my friends,
Binford and Fox, in quest ofthe Supplies
which I had left there the night before.
I was still angry, and it annoyed me not
a little to be conscious of the tact that my
companions were silently chuckling at
my expense. Binford. in his loud, bluff
way, insisted upon relating the exceed-
ingly flatstory of'Harry and the Guide
Post,' whilo Fox gr.ieiously conde-
scended to repeat a short poem which
treated ofa ghost which proved to be a
frog. Fairly choking with eholor I ar- 1
rived at tho mill and proceeded with my i
friends up into the wareroom to get the
saddle-bags. I had nicked them up and
was turning away again when I heard
Binford exclaim, 'What's this?' and
looking quickly to whore ho stood in the
center ofthe room, 1 saw him holding up
what caused beads of perspiration to
stand out upon my forehead and my
limbs to shake with" terror, He held in 1
his hand.a large scarlet cloak, the identi-
cal garment, it seemed, the ghost had
worn the night before, the same pattern,
the same shade. J almost looked to see it
vanish into thin air: but no, it was good,
stout material. For a moment the terri-
ble thought struck me that perhaps I had
been the witness of a real catastrophe,
that perhaps a fellow-being had fallen
into ti.e chiite before my eyes and per-
ished. A glance into tho hole, however,
und ceived me. Thoso cobwebs had not
been disturbed for years.

"'This is tho same cloak your ghost
w ore, lianna,' exclaimed Binford with a
jarring laugh. 'The old fellowwas prob-
ably .just retiring for the night when you
saw him, and as his cloak is here vet,
he's probably still in bed. Ifso we'll
roust him out.'

"Stopping to the side of the room he
tore offa long weather strip which was
fastened over a crack and returning threw
it into the funnel with a loud halloo. In-
stead of snooting through to tho hopper,
as we expected, it met with some impedi-
ment about half way down and stopped
there, tho end still protruding into the
wareroom. Binford seized the pole and
began to prod the obstruction vigorously,
calling out that he had the ghost cornered
now and would finish him forever. A
great fear began to take possession of my
soul.

" 'It's a bag of wheat which has fallen
down and stuck there,' Binford finally
exclaimed. "But it feels queer, too,' he
added as he gavo it another poke. Must
to satisfy myself I'm going down below
and split the old chute open to see what's
in it.'

THE MILLER'S FATE.
"Curiously we followed him, and in

my heart I felt what the result of that
search would be. Climbing upon the
hopper Binford thrust an old crowbar
between the decaying boards ofwhich the
chute was made, and with a mighty
wrench tore one of them off. Both my
companions gave a cry of horror at the
spectacle revealed, but I, expecting such
a sight, stood by almost unmoved. Thero,
wedged tightly in the grain chute of his
own mill, was the distorted and mummi-
fied body of old miller Garineau. The
llesh and skin had dried like parchment,
but still the ghastly yellow face exhibited
traces ofthe unutterable agony in which
tho poor wretch had died. No need to
explain the manner of his death. I hail
seen a spiritual repetition of the tragedy
tho night beforo, and my companions
stared alternately at me, the scarlet
cloak and the withered corpse with super-
stitious horror. We said but little, and
since that day my friends have shunned
the discussion of our dread discovery.
The following day the campers and sev-
eral neighbors laid the body of old Gari-
neau to rest iv a country graveyard sev-
eral miles away, wrapping him in the
same scarlet cloak which had led to the
discovery of his remains. Since then the
ghost has never once been seen, although
the place is still shunned by the country
folk, my experience rather increasing the
feeling of superstition with which it is
regarded. I have never solved the mys-
tery of the scarlet cloak. I know it was
not there the day wo first explored the
mill, and all the old inhabitants stated
that it was undoubtedly the garment ofthe
unfortunate miller. I can swear I saw
tho ghost attired in it, but that is all. It
is to mo forever a part of the great mys-
tery which unites the natural with the
supernatural, tho material with the imma-
terial."—J. A. Greene, Crawfordsville,
Ind., correspondent of the St. Louis
Globe-Democrat.
OH, THE HAPPY DAYS OF CHILD-

HOOD !

Oh, the happy days ofchildhood,
When bare-le-igred boys we ran,

Precious pagans, gladly piping.
Though we knew it not. to nn;

When, within .some fairy circle
We oft found ourselves at home,

Whence we fluted from a trrass blade
Or made music on a comb!

Oil. the happy days of childhood.
All undhnmed by doubts and debts,

When we wooed some littlesweetheart
In short frocks and pantalettes!

Oh. the happy days ofchildhood.
When to joy's own gladsome gales,

Allunheeding time and trouble,
We two trimmed our tinysails!

Oh, the happy days of childhood,
Whoa we played at ••keeping house,"

And with bits of broken tushes
Mtide our mildlymad carouse!

Oh, the happy days ofchildhood,
When in pairs we made "mud pies,"

And all vaguely from our fancies
Saw a future fair arise!

Oh. the happy days of childhood,
When we quarreled and made up,

When the sweet was as the bitter,
Ten to one in every cup;

When the littlegirls who lorded
O'er us all our baby lives

Loomed up proudly in prospective
As our winning, willfulwives.

Oh, the happy days of childhood,
When the fairies, not the fates,

Seemed to stand lor us awaiting
To open wide file's golden gates;

Looking backward through the vista
Of a worldling's worn-out ways.

What to faded eyes is fairer
Than our childhood's happy days?

—M. N. 8., \h '-Farm and Fireside."

We are all free American citizens, en-
joying our personal liberty; but most of
us are in physical slavery, suffering from
scrofula, salt rheum or some other form
of impure blood. Hood's Sarsaparilla is
the great blood purifier which gives phys-
ical liberty.

Add 20 drops of Angostura Bitters to
every glass of impure water you drink.
The genuine only manufactured by Dr.
Siegert ft Sons.

As a cube for sore throat and coughs
"Brown's Bronchial Troches" have been
thoroughly tested, and maintain a good
re.DUtatioo.

THE EAST DRIFT.
After years of varying fortunes in other

mining camps, I returned to tho* Corn-
stock and got work in the Malta. Com-
pared with the old lurid days Virginia
City seemed almost deserted. It made
me sad to see so many abandoned houses.
The very plank walks looked melancholy
—their hard, resinous knots protruding
abovo the softer surface. Where were the
thousands whose restless feet had worn
them ? A few old pioneer polyglot liars

jstill loitered around the sunny corners—
to lazy to work and too poor or too list-
less to get away, liko disabled birds
whose companions have migrated.

My fellow-workman was known as
"Dagger Joe." Unlike the other boys,
he was never seen with a pistol. His
belt always carried a murderous-looking
knife, with a double-edged spiral blade,
whose buckhorn handle contained nine
suggestive notches—about which Joe was
Eersisteutly silent. One night he told me

o took' the knife from a greaser who
died in the act of robbing Joe's sluico-
boxos in California. His cruel mouth
grinned in a reminiscent sort of a way, as
ifhe wero tasting pleasant memories.

From desultory remarks I inferred
that he had followed the pioneer wave of
adventurers from camp to camp, aud by
accident, like myself, had stranded there,
with a fortune—to get.

We two were tho night shift in the east
drift from tbe main adit, below the Sutro
tunnel level, about 300 feet from the
shaft, beyond which all the other men
worked.

The east drift seemed a hopeless pros-
pect, but against the advice oftbe Super-
intendent the directors insisted upon its
oontinnan \u25a0•*.

One night Joe told me ho overheard the
Superintendent talking to the President,
who had just secretly driven over from
Carson, and had spent several hours in
the mine.

Abig deal was pending. The stock was
at bedrock and was to be boomed out of
sight.

We had no money, but early informa-
tion judiciously used is sometimes a
surer bait to catch the wary trout, For-
tune than a whole pot of gold.
Iexchanged our early information for

options on stock, which we sold out just
as the high tide was turning. We made
enough to afford to quit work, but tho
possibilities of more early information
decided us to work on as if we had no
snug little bank account. We had nearly
landed the trout, Fortune, but someone
else was fated to eat it. One morning
when we came out to the mine wo
brought a newspaper, as usual, to note
the state of the market and see how cer-
tain little "flyers" were flying. \\ c were
simply paralyzed to learn'that the Cashier
of our bank, unlike the leopard, had
changed his spots, and we were merely
day laborers again, .foe's face was a
picture. The Cashier had better have
been where Dante visited, without even
a harpy's claws lor defense, than to have
stood beforo Joe at that moment. Joe
was so Btingy that he never drank except
at another's expense. But that day he
got wildly, then sottisUly drunk. That
night, for the first time, Iwent to the east
driftalone.

Were you ever down in a deep mine
done? It is so still there. At night, on
the mountain top, you see the stars in the
clouds aud hear tiie song of the winds.
In tho blackest forest yon know the trees,
at least, are living, for their restless
leaves speak to you. But down in an old
mine, whose dark avenues stretch out
into unknown darkness, the grimsilence
hurts you, overpowers you, and you
want to cry out to hear the* sound ofa liv-
ing voice. You grope along, feeling that
each step may take you out into black
possibilities, beyond the narrow circle of
light thrown by your flickering candle.
What ifyour caudle should go out! Your
hand convulsively grabs for your match
box, and ifby sad chance you have lett
it, the tension on your nerves is so ter-
rible that you aro almost tempted to blow*
out your own candle to got relief by fac-
ing a reality of horror. Then your heart
chokes you as the hollow sound of your

step upon the boards over somo aban-
doned winze wakes tho deatl echoes,
which seem to your distorted fancy to be
the low growlings of gnomes you have
disturbed. You need not blush for
shame. Braver men than you have been
cowed by Nature in her somber moods.
I worked harder for being alone. Joe
and I used to "soldier" a little. He
would smoke while I spun yarns. He
sometimes laughed wdth his beady black
eyes. 1 never knew his mouth to achieve
anything but a sardonic, irregular grin.

After setting oil'a blast to make room
for a square set of timbers in a rock
which appeared in tho bottom of the
drift, Iwaited for the smoke to partly
clear away and then leisurely went
through the murky, nitrogenous smell
back to my work. The blast had done
more than I expected. In the lower
right hand corner, furthest from the
shaft, was uncovered the apex of a body
ofrich sulphurets. so dear to tho miner's
heart and so pregnant with dazzling pos-
sibilities. Iheld a piece in my hand and
wished it ali were mine. Why not? I
found it. Ialone know of it. My own
fortune had just been snatched awajf by
the faithless man I trusted. I remem-
bered a text in my boyish copy book,
"Self-preservation is the first law of na-
ture." The words seemed branded
anew on my memory, and a
new meaning dawned upon me. I
chuckled to myself because Dag-
ger Joe was drunk. My mind was
fullof glittering dreams, from which I
was startled by a sound. Ilooked up and
into the gleaming eyes of Dagger Joe,
drunk enough to be ugly, but too good a
miner not to realize the soul-warping sit-
uation. In an instant we read each oth-
er's greedy thoughts. As he swiftly drew
his knife the dim light flashing
on its cruel blade made mo shudder.
I struck him a blow with my pick
which would have felled an ox. His right
arm dropped useless at his side, and the
knife flew against the wall as ho sprang
upon me and bore me to the ground un-
hurt. He wus much more than a match
for me. As it was, Istrained every nerve,
and almost despaired before Irolled him
over and got my knee upon his unin-
jured arm. Quickly Igrabbed the knife,
and its screw-like blade sought his heart
—again and again. Can 1 ever forget his
face and eyes? Exhausted as I was, I
quickly dragged his body to the old
winze, tore aside tho boards and slid the
ghastly thing out of sight. My memory
still echoes to heavy, bounding sounds,
and the faint splashes as it plunged into
tho slimy water a hundred feet below.
Replacing the plank and dirt, Irolled my
wheelbarrow over it many times, then
nervously set in the timbers which cov-
ered the exposed ore. And my two
secrets were safe in the heart of the Malta
mine.

Itwas hard to work out my time that
night. It was not easy to recross that old
wiuze after my blood had cooled. Iwent
to my room and actually slept soundly
tilllate in the afternoon —you see I was
so exhausted and my judgment told mo I
was safe.

1 went over to Joe's boarding-house
and asked whatjhad become of him and
why he had not come to work the night
before. A man I didn't know replied:
"Joe got very drunk. He went down my
shaft about midnight—you know I'm the
new engineer on the Mexican. He said
he was going through into the Malta and
go to work. But I suppose he was too
drunk to find his way, and he may be in
the bottom of some old winze—or in hell,
sobering up. Nobody would care much
-he'san ugly devil. Ho threatened to

knife me because I would not lend him
some money." When he mentioned the
old winze it did seem as if my heart
would burst, But ho was tying his shoe
as he said that, and did not see the spasm
of pain which paled my face.

Joe was camp talk for a few days, and
was theu either ignored or forgotten. An
unpaid board bill furnished a motive for
running away, and it was generally be-
lieved that he had done so.

The east drift was soon abandoned.
The furthei .t was driven the safer was
my secret. Again I was possessed of
early information of a different nature,
which I coined into gold in a different
way.

Apartner was easily found who leased
that supposed barren end of the Malta,

land I-was put in charge of the work. T

purposely began a new drill noar tho old
winze, into which I dumped the waste
till LOO feet of rock and clay mado me feel
safer. Then a crosscut discovered the ore
aud my wildest dreams were realized.
One morning tlie night boss met me at the
shaft-house, and in s balf-apologetic way
said that two German miners had sloped
up into iho old east drift to where the oro
ran right lipagainst a set of timbers, and
thai the men who placed those timbers
there without seeing the ore must have
beou tenderfeet or very drunk. As the
two Germans got up into the drift they
heard the sound ot work on th 9 breast
twenty or thirty feet away. They could
see no licrht and no person there lin
going closer with their own candles they
saw a hand holding a drill in place which
was struck by a hammer held in another
hand, and no other sign ofa human being
there. The miners had thrown down
their tools and rushed up on top, and
swore that nothing could induce them to
go there agaiu.

If I had not been smoking I could not
have concealed my terrible fear even from
the half-ombarra-si d foreman. But I
took a fresh grip on myself and quietly
told him about the wild superstitions of
the miners in the Harts Mountains, and
added that some Gentian miners were
affected by them; besides, these men
must have been drinking. The foreman
replied: "I saw them when they came
up; if they were drunk below, fear had
sobered them." I did not go into the
mine that day, but went to bed with a
raging headache. I told my partner I
feared Iwas catching mountain fever and
I wanted to go away. 1 sold out to him
and left that afternoon. Altor years of
wandering around the globe, one day in
Paris I chanced to pick up a Virginia
City paper iv a hotel frequented by
Americans, Reading its old familiar
type, and the well-known names in its
advertisements made my heart warm to-
ward my old friends and Idetermined to
take the next steamer home. My mind
was fullof pleasant dreams, and I drop-
ped the paper on the edge ofthe table and
it turned over and fell on my knees.
Right there under my eyes was some-
thing that blurred their sight.

'"Was it Dagger Joe? A curious thing
occurred last night in what is known as
the old east drift of the Malta mine. It
may be forgotten that this drift was prin-
cipally run by Dagger Joe and Mr. A ,
who afterward became half owner of a
lease on that part of the mine. It is
shrewdly suspected, by the way, that Mr.
A knew what he was leasing. A short
timo before tho mino was leased Dagger
Joe mysteriously disappeared. It was
said he ran away to avoid a board bill,
but why should ho when he had a belter
job than he could probably get else-
where? Only the Comstock" miners, get
§4 per day. Mr. A sold out to his part-
ner and went away with an ample for-
tune. The partner worked out the ore
body and he, too, went away with
a million. The mino was again
leased to a couple of Swedes, who
as mere gleaners, can make money
on ore a company could not afford to
work. They wero carrying in a set of
timbers to strengthen the old stope,
which broke with the early drift, when
they heard the sound of workmen. This
surprised them, as they had employed
no one to work there. To their horror
they discovered two human hands, with-
out any body, working a hammer and
drill liko an old miner. The Swedes
have thrown up the lease. Itis said that
such an appearance was seen thero the
night before Mr. A. sold out and went
traveling. Can it bo that old miserly
Dagger Joo found an unsought grave
somewhere in that old mine, and his
spirit refuses to keep down because ho
did not fare as well in his life as his fel-
low workmen in the east drift? Strange
things happen on the Comstock."

Then Irealized that Iwas banished for
life.—Denver News.
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The Great Liver arid Stomach Remedy,

P h n-AU' DISORDERS OF THE STOMACH.LIVEB BOWELS,KIDNEYS, HbATJ.iVr, i£*r,orvons 1',lsCil*^ Loss ?f Appetite. Headache. Constipation, CosUveness, Indirea*uon, isiiioi.sue.-s, I*ever, Piles. Kt.., and niulors theWysten. less liable to contract *li.se**.ae.
DYSPEPSIA.

a*J£sPuL£:V 8 P.IT*LS ai-e •*\u25a0 eorafor thia complaint. They tone op the Internal soere-
t n!"^ tVi»;l,*-v ;1:il0n- n storo -**»*«\u25a0«»* *•**> th*stomacb and enable it to perform ita Pane-, .'.'•\u25a0 ;,;(,X,,V! 2S?i te p''1; box* St,ul b *v ull droorlata. **-iryou.- storekeeper laouioi iheia we willmail you a box on receipt ot price, <>i* Bye for si
" "*w RADW.VY A CO., fcl Warron strvot. New York.
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I THAT'S WHY IT SUCCEEDS; WHY WOOD'S PLASTER 1
IS WORTH TAKING TROUBLE TO GET.

*&_*•*SaMHOOD RESTOREDJr^^f^jf \u25a0J**' *A *B *"**^.*W ten fmarantce to onro a.l nervou.i dis.-tiso!*. •?urh n.« Went Mrmnrr
Sr *«• o< vV .^l »»o*wo* BrxUnPower. Headache. Wakefulness,Lost Manho< I.KlghtlrRmls-
N -'^Ipi jjWftiJ stons, NervoJisT'-'.^s. i :..- v. vie, all drains and loss of ;«.wer<i' thi*<'ftierativ..

/"•R .~rtr i"*>***^^*Organs In either sex canscd by OTar exertion, youthful erro ,or«*i
f \u25a0aV-.-.t^v Vv -ark' i**-ao* tobacco, opium or stimulants which noon lead to Li n'ntnp.

UStC "XJR'^H-ffjJ./^ .iJ^'*1'"'" Rn'-1 insanity, i'nt up eonrenicnt to carry in vc«.t pocket. **l pc
"^ IZr NW by mail: 6 forla With ev»jryls order we gt >eaiontttn-ncaoaa Mnanaacstsa orr.-jinUti.-: taoM*. C ircuiar free. Address Kerre Seed to., ctiio-icn, iv.

For Sale at JOSEPH HAHN & CO.'S, Druggists, Fifth aud J Sts., Sacramento.

Th.® True Way
TO EID THE EUMAH BODY OP

Tlie Poison of Disease
IS TO FORCE ITOUT THROUGH THE SKIN.

SWIFT'S~SPECIFIC
always does this effectually. It treats the
disease instead of the symptoms, and re-
moves the cause, thereby making a cure.

Mrs. E. J. Rowmx, No. 11 Qnincy St., Medford,
Mass., says that her mother has been cared of
Scrofula, by the use of four bottles of S. S. E.
after having had much other treatment, and being
reduced to quite a low condition of health, as it was
thought she could not live.

Treatise on Blood aad Skin Diseases mailed froe.

SWIFT SPECIFIC CO.,
Drawer 3. Atlanta. Go.

P
Oaiakatrter*. En«lUh Dlaraoad Kraad.

ENNYROYAL PILLS
-*S"2V OrUrinfU and Oaly Senolao. A

aT~tt n>«csv **FC' alwayn reliable. lAoiraut a\
WttvXlfmmi "D"*f/;** *•»*\u25a0 Ciirhuter a »ialis\ tHa-gS\S.
W**Is~*jgQWlf\»oaiM BranJ In Ked and Gold ra«t*lHa\%gjJr
J^X "2^K^T**""-*•**•*••\u25a0•**witJ* *»''ae ribhoi. Take \kT"PJ "RMaoatherw Xtftuc Jangarous aubttuu- ™
I / flfFiona and imitation*. AtDroggisu. »r»end4a*IjR atl »»*>n>P» tor j>».-t{calmri. tr*tiaunl»!« v]

V~ F9 "Relief far Ladlea," inUtttr, by return
«*-*\, _ff UalL 10.000 T«tlraonl»l«. .Yam« Paptr._

,C?"~~lCkUhtmtvrcL,:miQalCc.,MlMtiiaoß Square,
Sold by all Local liruiuu. PkUaiiu Pa.

DB IMA&*STn^ T̂reatment for tho cure
toncf.l.nck of i!<-ri-lupmvnt.KUlnt-y nnd It'ad-
sler Dincas«s, t'rcl-^loun,Varicocelr. ot<*..\ritb-
<*Utstamaoljmedirinr*i. Xcfaliuredor r<-lar-*r»l*urrsan*urcd. SJ*ALEI> Tl!EATISK (BEG.
MAMTOHCCk.. 1» Park Pier*.
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Do not be
Depressed

because you have been
unable to rid yourself of
that obstinate cough.
You have been experi-
menting with new and
worthless compounds.

Cheer up!
There is hope for you
ifyou will try that stand-
ard preparation that has
been in use tor more
than 50 years.

Wistar's Balsam
of Wild Cherry.

// wiU Cure Yon-.
Sold by all 'Druggists.

CONSUMPTION CURED.
FOU tO YEARS DR. WM.

HALL'S BALSAM
'\u25a0""OR THE LUIMG-S

Has been a never-failing family remedy tor
COUGHS, COI,I>S, CONSUMPTION, "I,A
GRIPPE," SORE THROAT, HOARSE-
NESS, PNEUMONIA, CATARRH. IN-
FLUENZA, ACUTE AND CHRONICBRONCHITIS, ASTHMA, WHOOPINGCOUGH, CROUP, PLEURISY, PAIN IN
THE SIDE AND BREAST, SPITTING
OF BLOOD and all diseases oftho

Throat, Chest anil Lungs
Leadings CONSUMPTION

Dr. "WM. HALL'S BALSAM contains no
opium, morphine, nor any deleterious drug.
It soothes and heals the Membrane of the.
Lungs, inflamed and poisoned l.y disease, and
prevents night sweats and ti.'htnebs acrois
tho chest. It is pleasant to the toste. Be smk.
and ask for Dr. WM. HALL'S BALSAM
and take no other.
Trade supplied ty KIRK, GEAEY & CO., Sacramento. Cal.

PRICE, 26c, 50c*. 91.
Dr. WM. HALL, CO., NEW YORK.
\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0\u25a0—\u25a0—\u25a0—"\u25a0^\u25a0l^——

The Liebig COMPANY
Have for twenty-five years been putting
up the famous product which stirred
medical circles when lirst Invented and
given to the world hy the renowned
cluniist, Justus yon Liebig. Their

EXTRACT OF BEEF
Is known around the world. Itis unap-
proachable for purity, flavor and bene-
ficial effects. As Beef Tea, delicious
and refreshing. Indispensable in Im-
proved and JEtionomic Cookery. Best
stock lor soups.

Genuine X*o of

with jKf^pMfejJustus
Signature ," f5 yon Liebig
tpqtaMw-tiiiiniMi-.MWii.iiw 11 is* in,

t"VVo
send tho *aar**»<lo*H FrenchRemedy CALTHOS fr***?,and «

legal guarantee that Calthos will
STOP Diftchargcn &Kiulailoiio.
CTUK sip»Tm»torr*icn,Vi»rlcocelo ,
ond RESTORE Li.Ht VI»or.

Use itand pay ifsatisfied.
Adrtr.ss. YON MOHL CO.,

Sole Arcriinn .igrnU, linrinnatl, Ohio. I

TAKE THE HINT!
All Whiskies Are Not Alike.

JUDGES BA.Y

BUFFALO

BOURBON
Is Absolutely tbe Best

UParic:.^ S3 el Grallot^.

Geo. E. Dierssen k Co.. Sole Props,


