
GRANDMOTHER.
Grandmother paces \u25a0with statoly tread

Forward and back through the qr.u'.nt old room,
Out of the firelight,dancing and red,
.Into the gathering dusk and gioom;
Forward amd back in her Kliien Areas, \u25a0

With its fallingruffles of frost-like lace;
Alook ofdeepest tenderner*
Inthe faded lines of her fine old face.

Warm on her breast in his red Light-gown
Uk«a a scarlet lilythe baby lies,

\Chile softly the ttrao Itu9 droop down
Over the litrlofleepy eve.*.

Grandmother pings tohim tweet and low,
Andmemories come withthe cradle soag

Of the days when she sang it long sgo,
When her life was youEg and herhesrt was strong.

Grandmother's children have lefther now;
The large oldhouse is a shadowed place ;

But bU!ini:t»cut in the sunset glow
Ofher life, like a Etar, comes tha b.-.by's face.

He lies where of old hia father toy:
Softly she sings him the same tweet strain ;

Tillthe years intervening arc swept away,
And the joyof life's morning ishere again.

Grandmother's gray head inbeading low
Over the dear littledowny one:

The steps of her pathway are few to go—
The baby's journey in justbegun.

Yet the ro*y dawn of his childish love
Brightens the evening that else were dim;

And,inafter year?, fromher home above,

The lightof her blessing willrest onhim.

AGhost in the Garret.
"Thisis the garret floor. It's a relic

of the past," said Miss Pettigrew.
"Thay do not build such garrets now.
The house is moie than 100 years old.
It was my grandfather's grandfather
who built*it. By the way," continued
the lady, turning on her guest ina sharp
and bird-like manner peculiar to her

—
"by the way, this garret is haunted.""

How deh'ghtfiil!Do tellme about
tbe ghost !

"
cried the young lady who

had followed her into tho great room
which covered half the large house."

The ghost, Miss Walker, is a soldier,
an officer who was killed by a jealous
husband in a duel, which took place
here. He walks up and down, trailing
his sword after him, and is said to be as
pale as death ;however, ha hasn't been
seen for ten years, though the servants
are terribly afraid of him yet.

"They sleep," said Miss Pettigrew,
"in that half of the garret which is
partitioned off, and use the back stairs.
They wouldn't come here for the world,
soImake a sort of store closet of those
shelves there, and feel perfectly safe
about my sweetmeats."Here," said Miss Pettigrew, opening
a little door

—"
here is stillanother pair

of stairs. They lead to the orchard.
It is said that that idiotic lady who
caused the duel had them builtthat her
lover might come to the garret without
discovery. Itmay be tru«. It's evi-
dent that they were never builtinthe
original house. Nobody ever uses them
now;and they are actually moldering
away."

With some difficultyshe moved a rusty
bolt, and tha young lady peeped down
the rickety stairs."
Ican fancy the ghost coining up,"'

she said, witha little,soft shriek, as she
drew back.

"
How romantic !"

Descending the large, well-carpeted
stairs that ran down the middle of the
house, the two ladies entered the parlor,
where an elderly gentleman sat wait-
ing. The young lady then addressed
him :"

Tho rooms are lovely, pa, andif Miss
Pettigrew willlet us come, we ought to
be delighted."

Miss Pettigrew gave a polite wave
of the hand, which signified that she
Was charmed to receive such boarders.

"Elsie, dear, go out and get into the
carriage," said the old gentleman.
11Miss Pettigrew andIwillhave a word
about terms."

The young lady tripped lightly away.
"Ihave but one condition to make,

madam," said the old gentleman, the
instant she was gone.

"
That you will

take no single-gentlemen boarders."
"Ihave one, sir," said Miss Petti-

grew,
"

Mr. Jeflera, 75 years of age, and
quite rheumatic."

"Ah!Idon't mindhim," responded
Mr. Walker. "I—lmean

— Infact,I
have brought my daughter to this quiet
place to separate her from a person who
Is paying his addresses to her, andIam
afraid he willfollowus."

"Notinto this house," said Miss Pet-
tigrew. "Myother rooms are filled;
two families, mother, father and chil-
dren ;a widow lady and her daughter ;
and Miss Budwick, principal of a school
in ."

*'The place willsuit me perfectly,"
aaid Mr.Walker.

"
We'llcome over to-

morrow morning ;" and with a bow he
trotted down the path and also took his
place in the carriage.

About a fortnight from the day on
which she had received her firstboarder,
Suss Pettigrew descended to the dining-
loom at an early hour, as was her wont,
tod in a very ciieerftil mood.

"This is very comfortable, indeed,"
thought she to 'herself, "very comfort-
able. Why shouldn't Iturn a penny as
well as my neighbors? Certainly my
house is full of genteel people, ana it's
really pleasanter than to live alone."
And Miss Pettigrew regarded her well-
spread breakfast table with just pride
and pleasure."

Very comfortable, indeed
—

My good-
ness !

"
The latter portion of tho sen-

tence didnot belong to the former. It
was an ejaculation forced from her by
the sudden appearance of her two ser-
vants, pale as death, hollow-eyed, and
with compressed mouths, who, having
made each a courtesy, ground them-
selves against the wall and stood looking
at nothing, in a way, as Miss Pettigrew
afterward said, calculated to freeze the
blood of an observer.

"Mygoodness !'' repeated Miss Pet-
tigrew. "Fanny Ann and Abby Jane,
what's the matter ? Is the house on
fire?"

MNo,Miss," replied Fanny Ann."
Have you seen a ghost ?'' proceeded

Miss Pettigrew.
"Yes, Miss," replied Abby Jane.
"Andplease, Miss, we can't sleep in

that awful place no more," continued
Fanny Ann. '\u25a0Ifyou can't putus some-
where else we must go. We've seen him
three times."

"Three nights hand-running," said
Abby Jane."

Why didn't you
'
tell me before?"

asked Miss Pettigrew.
"We thought you wouldn't believe

us," said Fanny Ann."Well,Ibelieve you've seen some-
thing terrifying," said Miss Pettigrew,"

andI'llsee what Ican do. Don't
mention this to anybody. You'd fright-
en some of my boarders away, perhaps,m talk itover after breakfast, and I'll
wagerI'lllay the ghost."

Fanny Annand Abby Jane departed,
promising silence, and the boarders ate
their breakfast as usual. Afterward, be-
hind closed doors, she heard this narra-
tive :

At 11o'clock every night for the past
week the gills had heard a noise in the
outer garret;but, the last three having
been litby a brilliant moon, they had
been able tosee through a crack in the
door, and espied

—"
as sure as she was

a livingwoman," Abby Jane declared —
aghostly soldier in complete uniform,
pacing up and down.

The first time the figure vanished rap-
idly. Ihe second time itwas longer in
going, but on__the thirdjaight they saw

it enter by the disused stairway", and
heard it speak. What it said was:
"Darling, Iwould die for you! I
wouldrisk all to meet you 1

"
"We could look no longer, Miss,"

said Abby Jane. "We thought we
should take spasms."

Miss Pettigrew rubbed her nose.
11 This is unpleasant," she said. "Cer-

tainly, the ghost was an officer, and my
own Aunt Lydia declared that she saw
him. That was before her daughter,
Grace, eloped with— Good gracious !
Ihave it!

"What, Miss?
"

cried Abbv Jane.
"An Idea!" said Miss Pettigrew.

"Girls, you may take a mattress on the
parlor floor to-night, and hold your
tongues until to-morrow morning."

The police force of was not
large, but that night two of its members
stood concealed behind the largest apple
trees in the orchard at the east of Miss
Pettigrew's house. They were No. 12
and No. 14. These figures glittered on
their cap bands.

Within, on the other side of the gar-
ret door, Miss Pettigrew, in a flowered
dressing-gown, stood listening intently.
The moonlight flooded the old garret.
Stern and strong of mind as she was,
Miss Pettigrew felt a cold shudder run
up her spine. Itwas now a quarter to
11. Soon the oldclock in the hall be-
low croaked, rolledand struck the hour.
At that instant a faint creaking was
heard. A door opened —not the stair
door, the one into the hall—andafigure ;
all in white, stole in and sat downon a
great box. Itwas very ghostly.

''
Ugh !

"
shuddered Miss Pettigrew.

"
Ideclare

Ifeel scary." Hark !another faint
creaking. The door to the mysterious
stairway opened softly and a figure en-
tered. Itwas dressed in a soldier's uni-
form. Itwore a sword, but its face

—
its awful face, though it bore the feat-
ures of a man, was of an awful ghostly
white, lips and all,enlivened only by two
great black eyes, that glared about
them.

Miss Pettigrew shivered until the
door rattled. The next instant the two
ghosts ran into each other's arms. An-
other instant, and the stair door was
opened with a bang, and Officer No. 12
followed Officer No. 14 into the garret,
each armed with a club.

"Ghost or not I'm quite safe now,"
said Miss Pettigrew, and opened the
garret door with her kerosene lamp in
her hand.

"So we've caught you," said Officer
No. 12."

And we'll findhow ghosts likebeing
locked up in jail," said Officer No. 14,
as he pulled a wet handkerchief with
two holes initfrom the ghost's face, and
revealed a very pale human counten-
ance, adorned by a mustache whichhad
most-carefully-waxed points, and, under
other circumstances, might have been
very fierce, indeed.

"And this young woman
—

your ser-
vant, most likely—shall we arrest her
along with the burglar ? Do you make
a charge against her, Miss Pettigrew ?"

At these words tho female ghost, who
had hitherto done nothing but wring its
hands, tore from its form the sheet in
whichitwas enveloped and revealed the
face and figure of Miss Elsie Walker,
who instantly went down on her knees
at the feet of Miss Pettigrew.

"He is not a burglar, dear Miss Pet-
tigrew. We were neither of us doing
anything dishonest. It's Capt. Slasher,
to whom Iam engaged. Pa wouldn't
let us meet as we wished, so we had to
meet as we could, and the dress and dis-
guise were only assumed to save me if
we were seen by any one. Don't

—don't—
don't arrest my Alfred for a thief,

when it is only his great love for me
that^-that— that—

"
Here Miss Walker's voice failed her

and she became hysterical, and Capt
Slasher was heard to say, rather faintly
and nervously :"

Be calm, Elsie,be calm."
"Officers," said Miss Pettigrew, "I

am sorry to waste your time, but will
you be seated

—
take some boxes, pray

—
untilIsummon another person."

And Miss Petyigrew sailed from the
room and returned, ten minutes later,
witholdMr. Walker, hastily clad inhis
dressing-gown, on whose appearance the
gallant Captain grew pale, and Miss
Elsie wrungher hands again."

Apretty piece of business, indeed !
"

said Mr. Walker.
"Yes, sir," said Miss Pettigrew,

"pretty, indeed. Here is a decent young
man

—in the army,Isuppose— who is
driven tosneaking up back stairs into a
garret to pay attention to a respectable
young lady who prefers to receive him
in the parlor. Now, if that young lady
loses her character, whose fault is it,sir ?
The fault of those who drove her to it.
We are old, Mr.Walker, but we have
been young. I'msingle, but

—
and Miss

Pettigrew drew out her pocket-handker-
chief—lhave a heart!Ishouid have
been somebody's wife twenty-five years
ago ifIhad had the spirit that girlhas ;
butIwas meek and submissive —and—
no matter. Ifyou really have nothing
serious against that young man, hadn't
you better let rn'm marryyour daughter,
Mr. Walker?"

"Perhaps Ihad, Amelia
—Imean,

Miss Pettigrew," said the old gentle-
man.

"You angelic woman!" cried Miss
Elsie, casting herself into Miss Petti-
grew's arms."Sir,Ithank you," said Capt. Slash-
er, who had grown red to the tips of his
ears.
"Isuppose no charge whatever will

be made, then," said Officer No. 12, in
an irritated tone.

"Oh! no. This is not a case for
charges," said Miss Pettigrew.

"Good-night, then," said Officer No.
14, turning on his heel and departing as
he came, but ina huff.

"You may call on my daughter two
evenings a week and see her inMiss
Pettigrew'3 presence," said the old gen-
tleman to the Captain. "Ifmy daugh-
ter were not motherless this would not
have happened.

"
The Captain shook hands with every-

body and followed the policemen. Miss
Pettigrew bolted the garret door. Mr.
Walker assisted her."
Ithought you did not know me,

Amelia," he said.
"Youmight very well have forgotten

me, I'mso dreadfully changed," sighed
Miss Pettigrew.

And after these mysterious whispers
they went down stairs.

There was a wedding at Mies Petti-
grew's that autumn. Elsie was united
to her Captain in the presence of all the
boarders and many friends. But Miss
Pettigrew did not take boarders again
the next summer. Before that time
came she had changed her name, and
had married old Mr. Walker.

"It's rather late in life,Elsie," said
she, as she embraced her step-daughter,"

but the fact is, your pa and Iwere old
sweethearts, and but for the cruelty of
the old folks, who broke the match, I
suppose Ishould have been your mother
inreality."

Elsie did not discuss the question.
She onlykissed her and said:

"You've been my best friend, at all
events, dear mamma."

PITH ANDPOIST.

"The first lady in the land" is
"Mother."

An unpaid note often rises up in judg-
ment.

The railroad flagman does a flourish-
ing business."

Ifblood willtell,a mosquito should
bo confessing nearly all the time.

Goijlath was the first person who
wore a bang on his forehead.

The retired prize-fighter generally
keeps a bar, showing the survival of the
fittest.

When you say that a girl's hair is
black as coal, itis just as wellto specify
that you do not mean a red-hot coal.

Manitoba ought either to come into
the Union and shut the door behind
her or stay out and keep her blizzards
to herself.

"IfIpunish you," said a mamma to
her little girl,

"
you don't suppose Ido

bo for my pleasure, do you ?
" "

Then
whose pleasure is itfor, dear mamma ?

''
"Eugenic, Eugenic, willyou stillin-

sist on wealing the hair of another wom-
an upon youv head ?

" "
Alphonso, Al-

phonso, do you stillinsist upon wearing

the skin of another calf upon your feet ?r
'

A FINAXCIALLY-MINDEDyouth got Up
the following verse ina Detroit Sunday-
school :

Should all the banks ofEngland break,
Should England's bank be smashed,

Bring inyour checks to Zinn'» bank,
And you willget them cashed.

LordHollakd toldof a man remark-
able for absence of mind, who, dining
once at some sort of shabby repast, fan-
cied himself in his own house and began
to apologize for the wretchedness of the
dinner.

A Galveston widow is about tomarry
her fifthhusband. Her pastor rebuked
her for contemplating matrimony so
soon again. "Well,Ijust want you to
understand, ifthe Lordkeeps on taking
themIwill,too," was the spirited reply.—

Oalvcston News.
The boast of a newspaper giving the

fullest account of a late revolting specta-
cle reminds us of what a campaign
speaker admitted of a politicalopponent :
"He can dive deeper, stay under longer,
and come up nastier than any manIever
heard of.

"—New YorkMail.
The Milwaukee Sun speaks of a per-

son
"

who turned as pale as the ace of
spades." We always supposed the ace
ofspades was red, and was hard to dis-
tinguish from the jack of—of

—
diamonds,

as we believe that card is called where
the figure wears a crown.

—
Norristown

Herald."
Youdid wrong to shoot that man's

dog. You might have pushed him off
with the butt of your gun," said the
Galveston Kecorder to a man who was
charged with shooting a neighbor's dog.
"Iwould have done that," replied the
prisoner, "if the dog had come at me
tail first, but he came at me with his
biting end."
Ithas become customary inGalveston

to refer all commercial troubles to the
Cotton Exchange. A few days ago a
prominent merchant slipped up on a ba-
nana-peel with the usual results. He
sat up on the wet pavement, and, look-
ing at the slippery peel, said : "IfI
knew what hyena put that peel there I'd
have him upbefore the Cotton Exchange
for impairing my standing on the
street.

"—Galveston News.
Agenial mistake :New beauty (un-

versed as yet in the mysteries of high
life)

—
"Who's that wonderful old gen-

tleman ?" The Captain—" SirDigby de
Rigby, a Hampshire Baronet, one of the
oldest in England ;James the First's
creation, you know." New beauty (de-
termined to be surprised at nothing)—
"Indeed! How wellpreserved he is!I
shouldn't have thought him more than
70 or 80."

She was a big, buxom lass, and when
her small beau called one evening she
said :

"
Good evening, Lily." "I'm no

lily,"he replied, surprised at the idea ;
"you're the lily;men are never lilies.""

Yes, sometimes they are, and you es-
pecially are a lily." "How's that?"
"Lilliputian." He then looked as ifhe
wished he were an elephant.""

Don't talk tom« so ?
Iwould have you toknow

The p'ear-,;re's been mine allthrough life
Tobe my ownboss

—
But then you, of course,

Won't mention this fact tomy wife.
—Yonkers Statesman.

Sunday a littlegirl came home from
church and failed to repeat the text to
her mother as customary. The good
mother cast her deep, expressive eyes
reproachfully to her regretful child."

How couldI,mamma, remember such
a long text, when every lady in the con-
gregation had on a bran' new dress that
was toosweet foranything ? Oh, mam-
ma, you'd ought to have been to
churcn !" And allthoughts of the text
were forgotten as she described whatshe
saw toher lovingmother.

How Poor Boys may Become Successful
Men.

You want some good advice. Ithas
ruined many a man, but may not harm
you, because you willnot followit.Rise
early; be abstemious; be frugal; attend
toyour own business and never trust it
to another; be not afraid to work, and
diligently, too, with your own hands;
treat every one with civilityand respect;
good manners insure success; accom-
plish what you undertake; decide, then
persevere; diligence and industry over-
come all difficulties; never be mean

—
rather give than take the odd shilling;
never postpone tillto-morrow what can
be done to-day; never anticipate wealth
from any source but labor;honesty is not
only the best policy, but the only policy;
commence at the first round and keep
climbing; make your word as good as
your bond; seek knowledge to plan, en-
terprise to execute, honesty to govern
all;never trade beyond your stock; nev-
er give toolarge credit; time is money;
make few promises; keep your secrets;
live within your income; sobriety above
all things; luck is a word that does not
apply to a successful man; not too much
caution

—
slow but sure is the thing; the

highest monuments are built piece by
piece; step by step we mount the pyra-
mids; be bold—be resolute when the
clouds gather, difficulties are surmount-
ed by opposition; self-confidence, self-
reliance is your capital; your conscience
the best monitor; never be over-sangu-
ine, but do not underrate your own
abilities; don't be discouraged; ninety-
nine may say no, the hundredth, yes:
take off your coat: rollup your sleeves,
don't be afraid of manual labor!America
is large enough for all

—
strike out for

the west
—

the sea- shore cities are too
crowded; the best letter of introduction
is your own energy: lean on yourself
when you walk;keep good company; the
Spaniards say, ifyou lie down withdogs
you willget up with fleas; keep out of
politics unless you are sure to win—

you
are never sure to Vk). so look out.

ACaltfobnia yonng man of twenty-
six years, has recently married a widow
of seventy-two years.

CUSHISG'S CAPTURE.
One of the Most Daring Exploits of

tbe I-ate War.

WilliamB. Cushing in many respects
can justly be classed as one of the most
extraordinary officers who ever saw ser-
vice in the United States navy. The
writer was Cushing's shipmate in the
closing scenes of the Rebellion. At the
close of the war Cushing was barely 224
years of nge, rather slight of figure,
about five feet ten inches in height,
boyish-looking, with large gray eyes, a
well-shaped, prominent, aquiline nose,
yellowish hair, worn long, and, withfil,
a rather- grave expression of counte-
nance.

Cuahing was incommand of the gun-
boat Monticello, off Wilmington, N. C,
when he conceived the daring idea of
entering the river,penetrating to Smith-
ville,and pickingup whatever he could
find or the fortunes of war might throw
inhis power. On the 29th of February
he left his vessel with twenty men,
passed the forts at the entrance of the
harbor, and proceeded up the river with-
out experiencing the slightest trouble or
molestation from the enemy. A bright
lookout was kept forsteamers, especially
blockade-runners anchored inthe stream,
which itwas his intention to surprise
and take out of the river. But Smith-
villehove in sight without even a. boat
being sighted. Cushing effected a
landing almost opposite the hotel. The
men were hid under the overhanging
bank of the river, finding a secure place
of concealment among the grass, weeds
and thick underbrush. Hearing voices
a short distance off, Cushing with a
couple of his men crept cautiously for-
ward and discovered some negroes at
workmaking salt. Their capture was
quietly effected inside of fiftyyards of
an armed sentinel, who in the bright
moonlight was plainly visible as he
slowlypaced up and down on his beat.
From the negroes Cushing succeeded in
gleaning considerable information, on
whichhe formed his plans accordingly.
Leaving most of his men to guard the
boats, Cushing, accompanied by Acting
Ensign J. E. Jones and ActingMaster's
Mate Howorth and one seaman, boldly
left their cover, and walked rapidly
across the green to Gen. Herbert's
house, a large, imposing mansion sur-

rounded by a piazz«i. The barracks
were nearly opposite, containing 1,000
men.
Itwas close upon 11o'clock. Allwas

quiet and tranquil throughout the little
town. Maj. Hardman and Capt. Kelly,
of the General's staff, were down stairs,
on the eve of retiring, when a heavy
step was heard on the piazza. The
Major, supposing it was his servant,
threw up the window, when the muzzle
of a navy revolver was thrust inhis face,
followedby a demand to surrender. The
Major pushed the revolver aside, and
escaped through aback door, calling up-
on Capt. Kelly to follow him. The
Major was the Adjutant General, and,
laboring under the idea that the troops
had mutinied, took to the woods with
great scarcity of clothing, neglecting in
his haste to turn out the garrison. Un-
fortunately the commanding General
had gone to Wilmington, aud Cushing
was forced to content himself withCapt.
Kelly, who was the Chief Engineer of the
defences, and the negroes captured in
the salt works. The boats were nowre-
gained, and the wordgiven to pulldown
the river with all speed, as an alarm
could not be long delayed. The moon
was high in the heavens, yet the boats
effected theirretreat without receiving a
shot. They passed within thirty yards
of the Smithville forts and were abreast
of Fort Coswell before the signal light
announcing the fact that the enemy had
been among them was fired. The
Bteamer Scotia passed down the river
and steamed by the boats. Cushing
had no opportunity to board the vessel,
much to his disgust. He turned the
Confederate Captain over to the Admi-
ral, and resumed his duty on the Mon-
ticello.

Good OldTimes.
There wer« no tax collectors; no Lon-

don cries; no Christmas bills; no law-
yers to set men by the ears; to telegram
to shorten your holidays; no newspapers
to chronicle your shortcomings; no gu%
powder barges toblow you up in your
sleep; no steam launches to run you
down when you sailed inyour shallop by
the reed margined river; no cynics to
sneer at Christmas customs or question
the reality of Christmas ghosts. Inshort
it was the good old days. "Limited
liability"was not yet created to fasten
the intellect of finance and empty the
pockets of fools. Turks and Egyptians
were not borrowing in English markets,
though there were occasionally objects
of Christain attentions, which they have
since returned withoutinterest.

The stage Irishman and the typical
Northcountryman had not yet shown
virtueher own bright image and shamed
vice into a corner. Mr. William Shak-
speare had not flung broadcast ten
thousand apples of discord to afflict a

school of acting that struts and mouths
and calls a childa "cheyld." The short-
hand writer was waiting to be born with
the press, and Lord Coleridge and the
lord chief justice had not fired every
other counsel and judge in the land with
the desire toaddress law courts for four-
teen days at a stretch. There were no
perambulators, no Parisian modistes, no
necessity for co-operative stores, no com-
mission agents, no middlemen, no cleri-
cal magistrates, no school board beadles,
no game laws, no ticket-of-leave, traders
on charity, no Irishpatriots, no deposit
banks, no societies for clothing the Hot-
tentots. As Isaid before, it was the
good old days.

The zodiac was the perfect order. Not
a Christian man had heard of the vaga-
ries of the Gulf Stream. May day
brought its flowers and its festivals to
the moment by the record of strictest
sun dial. At Easter there were 'gam-
mons of bacon all over the land, and
Easter huts even inthe warren of Stai-
ness forest The red men roamed at
willin the undreamed forests of the New
World. The dusky Indian had no mas-
ter but his own untamed will. The
wildbear and the wolf challenged the
hunter's power inEnglish woods. The
eagle sat insolemn state on the white
cliffs of Dover. There were omens.
The owlshrieked, the nightcrow crowed,
the raven clapped his winga, death bells
were heard at sea; your grandfather,
clad in armor as he lived, walked out of
his picture frame, and once in a while
some weirdand witched tree would spout
fire from its shrunken boughs. Night
was night, and day was day. You rose
with the lark, yourested when the Bun
went down on lands not yet weighed and
mapped and colonized. Knives and
forks were unknown implements, and
when prince struck his wife he struck
her with his mailed hand, and none
could say him nay.

—
International An-

nual.

United States Marshal Root, yesterday, ar-
rested at Brooklyn, Poweshiek county, lowa,
Wm. McCreißh, John Conner, John Butts,
and Elmer Shanks, charged with passing
counterfeit money. They were taken to Keo-
kuk. Other arrests in the same vicinity are
expected.

TRICHINAE. 4

Some Interesting Facts About the Dis-
\u25a0\..', .;

'
'.",'""v ease. ]' \u25a0 ':'\u25a0•\u25a0' "i

'

Trichinieconsist of a male and female.
When mature the \u25a0 male is about •one-
twenty-fifthof an inch long by one-six-
hundredth of an inch in thickness ;the
female of at least twice this length and
thickness. The eggs measure about
1-1,200 of an inch indiameter, and each
female, though so - small, contains from
300 to 2,000 ova. These, after fertiliza-
tion and six or eight days of gestation,
are

'
developed into embryos, which,

when extruded within the intestines of
an animal, commence at once their mi-
gration. Finding their way through the
intestinal walls, they travel on until they
locate themselves in or .between the
fibers of some of the muscles. !There
they coil into a spiral form, and become
gradually surrounded by a calcareous
sac or cyst. When incysted, ifleft alone,
they soon change into so many specks
of lime ;but, if ingested into the body
of an animal, they burst out and infest
the system. The sac has an ovoid or
lemon-like shape, and is visible some-
times to the naked eye as a whitish or
gray speck.

The muscles mostly affected are dif-
ferently stated by the various authors ;
but, \u25a0 generally, the insects migrate to
the muscles of the back, the chest, neck
and limbs, also to the muscles of the
eyeball and throat. For examination
during life, the muscular tissue of the
under part of the tongue is preferable ;
a fragment is obtained, and, when placed
under the lens of the microscope, the
free wormmay be seen.

The hog is especially liable to trichi-
nae, but they have also been found in
the horse, sheep, dog, cat, mole, pigeon,
eel, and, some assert, in the ox. Ex-
perimentally, by feeding the animals
upon infected meat, they have been
communicated to the rabbit, guinea pig,
and other creatures.

Sometimes death follows,but itis as-
tonishing how littledisturbance of health
occurs ina large number of instances.
Stiffness of movements and hoarseness
of the voice show the affection inthe
swine ina large number ot cases. Much
more often, however, they appear to be,
during life,inas good condition as oth-
er animals not so affected. The number
of parasites in the muscles of an animal
may be immense. As many as 10,000
to18,000 have been found ina cubic inch
of hog's flesh. Prof. Dalton estimates
the number of them ina human subject
at 85,000 to the cubic inch, and Prof.
Flint found ina piece of a human mus-
cle one-twelfth of an inch square and
one-fiftieth of an inch thick twenty-nine
trichinte, thus giving a little over 208,-
-000 to the cubic inch, and 1,000,000 to
10,000,000 of them may exist ina single
human body, according to examinations
made inseveral cases. Itis said that
enough trichinse may be present inhalf
a pound of meat to give birthin a few
days to a brood numbering over 30,000,-
-000.
Itwas not until1860 that the morbid

effects of the parasite, when inhabiting
the body of man, were distinctly recog-
nized. Zenker, of Dresden, then found
trichinse in ham and sausages eaten by
those affected by the insects. Wunder-
lich saw two cases in. Leipsic in 1862,
and several persons died fromthis cause
the same year inPlowen, inSaxony. In
1863 occurred the most startling exam-
ple of the disease ina town in Prussia,
called Hesttadt. Of 103 persons there
dining together on a festive occasion,
twenty died and eighty othersj.were for
some time very ill. Apart oftheir din-
ner consisted of sausages smoked and
warmed, but not cooked. Some of the
sausages left were examined, and found
to be swarming with trichinse. The
same was ascertained to be the case with
the muscles of those who had eaten of
them. Since that occurrence a number
of other instances have been reported
throughout Germany. In another vil-
lage, called Hadersleben, of 2,000 in-
habitants, 300 were affected, of whom
eighty died. All of those affected
had eaten raw or but slightly cooked
meat, mostly ham or sausage.

The first cases of trichinosis recorded
in America were seen by Dr. Schuetler,
of New York, in1864. About the same
time Dr. Voss, of the same city, saw
four persons so affected on a steamer
from Bremen. Afterward cases were
reported from various parts of the coun-
try;and a number of cases occurred in
Canada.

Do not forget tohave your meats well
cooked before eating them, for, by so
doing, you need never fear to become
victims of trichinse,

—
Dr. Lagori, of

Chicago.

A Model Seaside Hotel.
The Gobblecash seaside house is now

open for the season.
Contains over seven hundred rooms,

withevery possible discomfort for ycur
money.

Chamber doors are just not large
enough to admit your Saratoga.

Chambers square, having one window
and little inducements for heated air to
get out when once it gets in.

Water all in pitchers; no basins or
faucets.

Furniture of the light summer pat-
terns. Fierce contest necessary to open
the bureau drawers, and similar one nec-
essary to coax them back again.

Not less than four changes of dress tol-
erated forladies.

Washing, twenty cents per square inch,
hotel laundry measurement

Guests having valuables are requested
todeposit them with the landlord, as he
wants them.

Chef de cuisine same as last season,
and willserve up the same chickens.

Guests who do not properly fee the
waiters are expected to satisfy theirhun-
ger elsewhere.

The clerk is an American gentleman of
nobleEuropean lineage, anddistinguished
hauteaur, dignity and_high old breeding
[to partie^^^H|^Knljliand baggageW

The bathTng^^^^^fumished, haying
properly rotted during the winter, are
warranted to add to the excitement ofthe
rolling breakers, and furnish much en-
tertainment to spectators on the beach.~

A distinguished swimmerhas been em-
ployed by the Gobblecash Seaside House,
who will allow none but objectionable
and unfashionable parties to drown on
venturing beyond a safe distance inthe
breakers.

The table will.be supplied with pure
country milk and eggs from New York
City.

—
New York Graphic.

Anarticle on etiquette says that
"

a
gentleman is one who never inflicts
pain." Dentists are nogentlemen.

Itcosts 40,000 francs a year to sweep
the Grand Opera House, Paris, and the
gas billis 240,000 francs a year.

Thebe is no laeiing, perhaps, excep
the extremes of fear and grief, that does
not find relief inmusic.

A single cucumber engraved upon a
child's tomb is oftentimes more express-
ive than ten lines of obituary poetry.

The Sagacity of Animals.
"Isee an item in onocf the papers

about a dog down in Georgia that stole a
nickel and bought some neat. Ilike
stories about animals, because Ihave
some very sagacious aniiaals myself.
Did you ever hear about that striped
bass of mine? Igot him two years ago
up in Pennsylvania. H*'s the most
sagacious cues in this world!"

"Don't thinkIknowhim.
"replied the

city editor, to whom this question was
addressed. "Ishe particularly smart?"

"He done a thing recen
-
ly that make

some talk inour neighborhc od. We had
company for supper one Eight, and the
cat stole the meat while my wife wasn't
looking. Took it right of the stove.
What do you suppose that iiKh did? He
just flopped out of his tub and crawled
into that pan, and began to cook him-
self! He didn't propose to1lave anybody
go away from my house hungry. My
wifo snatched him out of the pan and
slung him back into the water. Ten
minutes afterward she found him trying
to s^ale himself with a piece of tin.
Fact. And she had to send for more
meat before he'd letup. !3e's a know-
ing one, that bass. A couple of weeks
ago he had a row with tho servant girl.
Itwas her place tofeed him with spiders,
and she forgot him for tvo days. He
didn't say much, but the third day he
began to rare around and tear things.
How do you think he got even with that
girl?"

"Haven't the remotest ilea," said the
city editor.

"Why, he just went aad hid some
spoons in her trunk. We missed 'em,
searched her room and discharged her
without a character. The way we found
it out was his trying torlay the same
dodge on my wife for not allowing him
to sleep in the tea-kettle during the cold
snap. It takes the whole family toget
ahead of that fish. Yesterday the water
froze stiff in his tub, and ha put up a
danger signal and was skaiing around it
on his tailand trying to fallinwhen we
found him. Ibroke the ica for him and
that night he sent me a billfor $18, be-
cause the sudden thaw had reduced his
stock and he felt he must rlise the price.
Igave a dollar for him, md cheap he
was."

"As Ishould say." conceded the city
editor.

"He's a remarkable bass One night,
not long ago, Iheard the derndest row
you ever seen. Went dow n stairs, and
there he was, sitting on th( side of a tub,
and a class of cockroaches was reading:
•Itis a man. Who is the iaau? Has he
a boilon his chin? He hrs two boils on
Ihis cliin. What shall the man do?
!iSiiuil he wipe off hischii? The man

\ shall wipe off his chin.' That fish had
got hard up and started a night-school,
and was making §20 a month. Of course,
Ihad to bust that —couldn't stand the
noise. Would you like to publish some-
thing about hini? His nai ie is Abelhard
and Heloise."

"What do you callhiln that for?""
'Cause holikes it,and 'cause he's all

brains and affection. WhenIwas sick a
month ago he took my medicine- for me,
and when my son froze his ear that fish
went around with his head bandaged up,
just out of sympathy. W« made him a

nice Christmas present, now, you bet!"
"What was it?" inquired the city

editor.
"Arat trap."
"What does he do with \ rat trap?"
"He sets itand plays mouse. He'll

i dart into that trap aud "hoilorlike a bull
j till some one lets him oat. You just
reckon he has fun to himsiIf. He broke
the trap the other day, but he didn't
notice it. So he went in and sat there
for forty-eight hours, waiting for the
spring to catch him.

"
"Can't you bring him down and letus

see him?" asked the city editor.
"Well, not exactly," s;ammered the

stranger. "He's buy now and will be
the remainder of the winier. He's get-
ting up the plans for a Panama ship
canal. Hisidea is to put the sea serpent
right across the isthmus and run the
ships down his throat. Ha's got toswal-
low, you know, and when they reach the
Pacific side he cuts open tie serpent and
they sail out. Besides th.it, he's lame."

"Hurthimself?"
"Yes. Yesterday morning he was

waking around in the yard, taking a sort
of siesta, and he fell, and sprained his
knee."

"His what?" demanded v.he city editor.
"His fin," said the stranger, correcting

himself. "He fell over a ten-foot fence,
and came down on his thumb."

"Do youknow you're v.n awfulliar?"
asked the city editor.

"No,Iain't. Haven't Igot as much
right to a fish as a Georgia man to a
dog? Ain'tmy fish as sm:ut as his pup?
Besides, my fish has gotb mions and the
spring halt, and he can lick any derned
dog in the State of Georgia; now, you
hear me," and the proprietor of the
Abelhard and Heloise marched away,
offering to bet that his fish could repeat
more bible verses than any cur outside
of a Presbyterian orphan asylum for a
hundred to twenty, money up.—Brook-
lynEagle.

References.
The name of a well mown Quaker

(this was at the end of the last century)
was once given as a reference bya young
man of good character who was just en-
tering business. The Quaker emphat-
ically recommended credit, but the
young man almost at once fellinto bad
habits, neglected his buliness, and be-
came insolvent. The in;ured creditor
met the Quaker and complained that he
had been deceived byhis lepresentations
and thereby lost £500. The Quaker re-
plied that what he had stated was then
true, and he also had beer deceived, but
as it was on his recommendation that
credit had been given he would pay the
debt, and then and theie did so by a
check on his bankers. Now this is a
very pretty little story, nnd the good
Quaker in the then existing state of the
law could not have beer legallycom-
pelled to make good the '. oss. There is
a commercial moral, howet er, with which
all our readers may not ac acquainted,
and itis this: Ifin these days a man on
being applied to for a refe -ence makes a
broad and positive statement in writing,
or even verbally, that so and-so is per-
fectly solvent, and that credit may be
safely given, and on this declaration
credit is given, the person or firm who
foolishly gave so unqualified a reference
is legally liable for the rtsuiting loss in
case of bankruptcy. Some firms on this
account make a rule of refusing, under
any circumstances whatever, to lend
their names as references

—
but this

seems a somewhat strained, if not cruel,
proceeding. The best pisn is to state
honestly and fairly what is known, the
amount of credit

—
ifany

—that is being
given by the firm applied to, coupled
with the intimation that the firm apply-
ing must use their own discretion entire-
ly as to whether credit bt given at all,
as itis against rules to guarantee the
commercial status of any one.

One of the best rolesliconversation
is, never to say a thing wlichany of the
company can reasonably irish had been
leftunsaid.

Man's \u25a0cord shrinks before thypast,
O world v4thin a world!

• Atom by fiery waves upcast, (

Or icy torrents hurled.

More eloquent than tongue or pea
Beside thy ttory's worth,

What are the feeble words of men,
The writtenbooks ofearth ?

And yetIhold thee inmy Band,
Thou key that should unlock,

The awful door of secret grand
Whereat Ivainly knock.

FACTS FOR THE CURIOUS.

Some of the nerves of the human
body are so fine and small that six of
them are only equal to one hair of the
head in size.

Every one should know thata prompt
shock of electricity willrestore a person
to consciousness, who is dying from the
effects of chloroform.

In the manufacture of lead pencils,
the lead is ground to almost impalpable
powder, mixed in a paste with water,
made intoa long coil-like wire, bybeing
forced through a small hole (just as
water issues from a syringe), straight-
ened, and cut inlengths and baked like
pottery. The

"
hardness" is due to an

admixture of clay. The pencil is made
in two halves bymachinery, at a cheap
and rapid rate.

The origin of the word
"

Canada "is
very curious. The Spaniards visited
that country previous to the French,
and made particular search for gold
and silver, and, finding none, they often
sang among themselves

"
Aca nada

"—"—
there is nothing here. The Indians,
who watched closely, learned the sen-
tence and its meaning. The French ar-
rived, and the Indians (who wanted
none of their company, and supposed
they were also Spaniards on the same
errand), were anxious to inform them,
in the Spanish sentence, "Aca nada."
The French, who knew as little of Span-
ish as the Indians, supposed this inces-
santly-recurring sound was the name of
the country, and gave it the name of
Canada.

The history of bells is one of the most
interesting in the record of inventions.
They were first heard of about J^e year
400, before which date rattles were used.
Inthe year 610 we hear of bells in the
city of Sens, the arinvof Clothaire, King
of 'France, having been frightened away
by the ring of them. In960 tho first
peal of bells was hung in England, at
Croyland Abbey. Many years ago if
was estimated that there were at least
2,262 peals of bells, great and small, in
England. Ithas been thought that the
custom of ringing bells was peculiar to
England ;but, in fact, the Cathedral of
Antwerp, celebrated for its magnificent
spire, has a peal of bells ninety in num-
ber, on which is played every half hour
the most elaborate music.

A correspondent, writing trom Put-
ney, says :

''
Havingoccasion to go into

my garden about half past 10 o'clock at
night, Ifound there was a thick white
fog, through which, however, a star
could be seen here and there. Ihad an
ordinary bedroom candlestick in my
hand, with the candle lighted, in order
to find the object Iwanted. To my
great surprise, Ifound that the lighted
candle projected a fantastic image of
myself on the fog, the shadow being
about twelve feet high, and of an oddly
distorted character, just as the specter
of the Brocken is said to be. May not
the gigantic spirits of the Ossianio
heroes, whose form is composed of mist,
through which the stars can be seen, be
derived from the fantastic images
thrown upon the mountain fogs from the
camp fires of the ancient Gauls? In a
land where mists abound a superstitious
people might very readily come to con-
sider a mocking cloud-specter to be
supernatural, though itwas really their
own image magnified.

Physically Fine, but VileMorally.
The Afghans are Mohammedans of the

faithSunni ;they reverence the first four
Khalifs, and have no particular venera-
ation for the prophet (Khalif)Ali.They
are split up into tribes, clans and fami-
nes, each under its own head, com-
mander, or Sirdar ; and they are often
at war or feud, and often engaged in
conspiracies, rebellions and assassina-
tions. They are tall, burly, active men,
with olive complexions,, dark Jewish
features, black eyes and long black hair
hanging down in curls. Their coun-
tenances are calm, and they affect a
frankness «nd bonhomie ; they will
sometimes indulge in rude jocularity •

but their expression is savage, and evil
passions are often raging intheir hearts
like hidden fires. They are bloodthirsty,
deceitful and depraved, ready to sell
their country, their honor, and their
very souls for lucre. They care fornoth-
ing but fighting and loot, delighting in
the din of arms, the turmoil of battle,
and the plunder of the killed and
wounded ;without any relish for home
lifeor domestic ties;without a sting of
remorse or a sense of shame. There are
nopeople onearth having a finer physique
or viler morals. They are the relics
of a nation who have played out their
parts inhistory. In bygone ages they
conquered Hindoostan on the one side
and Persia on the other ;but the con-
quering instinct has died away amid the
incessant discord of family feuds and
domestic broils.

—
Wheeler's

"
STiort

History ofIndia."

Willing to Gire Way.

On a Detroit street car a woman of 50,
made up to look about 25 years old, got
aboard at a crossing to find every seat
occupied. She stood for a moment, and
then, selecting a poorly-dressed man
about 45 years of age, she observed :

"Are there no gentlemen on this
car?"

"Indeed, Idunno," he replied, as he
looked up and down. "Ifthere hain't,
and you are going clear through, I'll
hunt up one for you at the end of the
line!"

There was an embarrassing silence for
a moment, and then a light broke in on
him all of a sudden, and he rose and
said :

"Youcan have this seat, madam. I
am allus perfectly willing to stand up
and give my seat to anybody older than
myself."

That decided her. She gave him a
look which he will not forget to his
dying day, and, grabbing tho .strap, she
refused to sit down, even when liveseats
had become vncant.

SENiok asKs iroiessor a very pro-
found question. Professor

—''
Mr.W ,

a fool can ask a question that ten wise
men could not answer." Senior

—"
Then

Isuppose that's why so many of us
flunk."
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THE OCEAN PEBBLE.
Oseaside nebble. what thy tale.

Where dumb arehuman lipej. Of fatalwreck, or pirate sail,
Or the old Norsemen's Bhips?

Inconverse with the wondrous tide,
Whone murmurs never sleep,

What whispers haunt thy lest besi&o
The threshold of the deep ?

Cutas asingle star mightbe
Where space begins her reign,

Or time beside eternity,
Artthou beside the main.


