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Com'r of Land Office S. B, TREAD WELL.
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Surveyor AM03 SMITH.
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vsmtsB Wmdax.
PROFESSIONAL.
GEO. W. AJTDItETVS,

Justice of the Peace and Collecting Agent, Do-

wagiac, Mich. Office at the American House,
. on the corner of Front and Division street.

D. II. WAGNER,
Justice of the Peace and Collecting Agent, Dowag- -

iac. Mich. Office on Front Street.
JAMES SUMJVAN,

Attorney and Counsellor at Law, and Solicitor in
Chancery, Dowagiac, Mich. Office on Front
Street.

JA3IES M. SPENCER,
Attorney and Counsellor at Law, and Solicitor in

Chancery, Dowagiac, Mich. Especial attention
given to collection throughout the Northwest.

CLIFFORD SHANAHAN,
Attorney and Counsellor at Law, and Solicitor in

Chancery, Cassapolis, Cass county, Mich.

HENRY H. COOLIDGE,
Attorney and Counsellor at Law, and Solicitor in

Chancery, Edwardsburgh, Cass Co., Mich.

CHARLES W. CLISBEE,
Attorney and Counsellor at Law, Solicitor in

Chancery, and Notary Public, Cassopolis, Cass
Co., Mich. Collections made, and the proceeds
promptly remitted.

DR. E. R. ALLEN,
Surgeon and Mechanical Dentist. All work war-- -

ranted to give satisfaction. Office over Brow- -

nell's Hardware Store, Front Street, Dowagiac,
Mich.

MERCHANTS.
G. C. JONES & CO.,

Dealers in Dry Goods, Groceries, Boots and Shoes,
Crockery, Glassware, Hats and Caps. Front

. fetreet, uowagiac, jatcn.

F. G. LARZELERE,
Dealer in Dry Goods, Groceries, Boots and Shoes,

Crockery, Hats and Caps, Glassware, Paints and
Oils, Hardware, Ac, e. Front Street, Dowag-

iac, 'Mich.
Mammoth Stork.

' '

H. E. ELLIS,
Dealer in Dry Goods, Groceries, Fancy Goods,

Boots and Shoes, and Yankee Notions. Front
Street, Dowagiac, Mich.

D. TV CLE3LHER,
Dealer in Drugs and Medicines, Paints, Oils, Var-

nishes, Perfumeries, Groceries, Ac. Front St,
Dowagiac, Mich.

N. CUTTING,
Dealer in Watches, Clocks, Jewelry and Fancy

Articles. All kinds of Repairing done, and work
warranted. Front Street, Dowagiac, Mich.

C. M. ALWARD,
General Dealer in Books, Stationery, Gold Pens,

. tfooks, Ac. All the leading daily, weekly and
Monthly periodicals received regularly. Front

1 ; IRA BROWNELL,
Dealer in Hardware, Tinware, Stoves, Agricultural

implements, Ac, Ac Front Street, dowagiac,

H. M. GAY AN,'
Dealer in Boots and Shoes, Leather and Findings.

Front Street, Dowagiac, Mich.

M. S. COBB,
Dealer in Boots and Shoes, Leather and Findings.
' Front Street, Dowagiac. Mich.

A. TOWNSEND,
r-- -i n : PMilnni TTnf andmucr ia uruverHrs
- Caps, Boots and Shoes, and Crockery, Front

TT. W. RUGG. -

. r (scccxssoa TO 3. w. mtsolds SOX,) .

Y i f n ii i c-- i WTmtAM 0nr)t and
- PUted Ware, Front St, Dowagiac, Mich. Strict

personal aitenuon paiu vj rcpwuig "-- ""

Clocks and Jewelry. All work warranted.

IISCEXJAJEOTJS.
JOHN PIPER,

Ambrotype Artist Likenesses taken on short no-

tice, and warranted not to fade. Children's pic-
tures taken in one second. Operating in Bald-
win's Daguerreian Car, on the Railroad Square,
near the liberty pole. Dowagiac, Mich. Also,
fine Boots made to order. .

II B DENMAN, , f

Banking and Exchange Office, Dowagiac, Mich.
Bay and sell Exchange, Gold, Bank Notes, and
Land Warrants. Par interest on School and

r Swamp Lands, and Taxes in all parts of the

rxni ANGE HOTEL,
By Joha Letts. Directly opposite the Passenger

ycpoT, lAWglC,

From the Michigan Journal of Education.

I talk with my Fingers."
At the recent Press Convention, held in Ann

Arbor, one of the editors being called upon for a
speech, quaintly excused bis lack of oratorical
power by the above pithy saying : "

" I talk with my fingers," quoth one of the men
Whose hand weilds the press, whose tongue is the

pen.
" I talk with " 'twasmy fingers an eloquent word,
Whose echo the heart of humanity heard.

Who talks with his tongue, prints his thoughts on

a breath.
Which is vocal a moment then hushes in death:
How true or how eloquent, how witty or brave,
The air is its winding sheet, the ear is its grave.

Who talks with his pen, speaks a visible word,
And his deathless voice, through the ages is heard;
His tones undecayed o'er the continent's reach,
And an auditive world may list to his speech.

He needs no proud forum, no high public halls,
No echoing isles, nor yet compassing walls;
In the homes of the people, or simple or sage,
He builds his fit forum, the fair printed page.

To the fireside's quiet, to the world's embroil,
To the haunts of pleasure, to the field of toil,
To to the artisan's bench, to the halls of state,
To cheer on the toiler, to urge the debate.

To the parlor of pride, to the palace of power,
To the maiden's chamber, to the poet's bower,
To the regal houses where monarchs dwell,
To the beggar's hoveL to the convict's cell.

To the schools of childhood, to the haunts of age,
The printer still sendeth his eloquent page :

No distance can silence, no sepulchre urn
Its imprinted thought and its words that burn.

The spoken word dies ; but he hath good need
To speak well and wisely, whose word is a deed :

Let him ponder full long e're he moves that wierd
Press.

Whose issues through ages may wither or bless.

The types are but tho vibrating Btring
Along the far ages doth echoing ring.
Then thoughtfully, prayerfully, strike the high

strain ;
Be God and humanity still the refrain.

The Border Heroine.
A THRILLING STORY OF ARKANSAS LIFE.

Some years ago, before the State of
Arkansas was so densely populated as
now, and when the mail from Little
Hook to the western borders was car-
ried on horseback, there lived a few
miles above Horse Head, a stout pio-
neer named Jacob Barnap. His wife,
Polly and one child a girl only nine
years old made up . his family. His
chief business was hunting, and his un-
erring rifle never failed to supply his
board, and something over. His near-
est neighbor was twenty miles off, so
he was little troubled with paying vis-
itors.

It was in early spring that Jacob
started with a load of furs and skins.
He left Polly in charge of the premises,
and lett with her, too, a light rifle and
brace of pistols. She knew how to use
that rifle, for never was she happier
than when her husband patted her on
the shoulder, and said," Nobly done ;
Polly, my dear ! I could not have made
a better shot myself." And he often
had occasion to say this, and with truth,
too.

Jacob Barnap had been gone four
days when, towards evening, a horse-
man rode up to the hunter's door. He
was a small muscular man, some forty
years of age, and seemed inured to all
sorts of hardships. As he sprang from
his saddle Polly made, her appearance.

"Ah, .roily once more here, the
new comer said, as he drew a pair of
well-fille- d saddle bans from the back of
his beast.

"Yes, and I am glad to see
Morton. Jacob has been gone for four
days, and the time is growing heavy.

"Jacob gone! Where?"
" Down the river with a load of skins

and furs."
Oh ah yes. Well yon shall

have the company of Lant Morton for
one night at least: so for the next
twelve hours you 11 feel safe."

" Oh, I feel safe enough," returned
the woman quickly, " only lonesome."

"Well, then, for this evening you
shan t be lonesome."

Thus speaking, Morton threw his
saddle and saddle-bag- s into the cabin
and then led his horse around to a shed,
where he made the animal fast and fed
him; After this he returned to the
dwelling and entered and was soon
after discussing the events of the times
over an ample supper. His hostess told
him all that had transpired in her neigh-
borhood since his last visit, and her
visitor gave her the news from the
eastern valley. .

: Lant Morton had been the mail car-
rier on the route for several years, and
not once had he passed through with-
out spending a night at Jacob Barnap's.
In fact he was about the only visitor
at the hunter's cabin, and though the
intervals between his visits were long,
yet he seemed almost a fixture of the
place. Polly Barnap, still in the bloom
of young womanhood knew his gene-
rous, noble character, and she felt at
home in his. presence.

" Those are heavy bags for this
route, said the carrier, as he pat away
his pipe and prepared to retire,
"and,", he added in an under tone,
" they contain some valuable letters
some fat ones going to the fort." ' '

" Is it known on the route that your
load is so valuable ?" asked Polly.

"I think not, though it may be.
Still, I am well armed, and I fancy that
it would be a tough job for any one to
take old Lant" . .

" A man was robbed on the creek' a
few days ago," ;

" And the robbers have fled ;" added
Morton carelessly, as he drew his mail
bags after him. .

U There were three apartments in the
lower cabin the main room where the
family lived then a small pantry and
provision room in one corner, and a
bedrboin in the corner opposite. Be

neath was a deep cellar where the pro-
visions were kept in the summer, and
where they could be equally well kept
in the winter, for frost never entered
the deep hole tho hunter had dug.
Besides these was the loft, with a tight-
ly boarded floor, which was reached by
a ladder from the pantry, and in this
latter place the mail carrier slept He
had dragged the mail bags up after him,
not feeling disposed to leave so pre-
cious a charge beyond his immediate
reach. .

Morton went to bed at nine o'clock,
as he was tired and sleepy from his
hard ride. Polly had work to do, hav-
ing neglected it while talking with her
guest, so when she had seen him safely
at rest, in the loft, she drew her basket
up to the table, where the candle was,
and went to work on some clothes for
her child, who was sleeping very sound-
ly in the bedroom in tho corner.

The old German clock which hung
upon the wall, with its great weight
and winding strings all exposedhad
just struck ten ere Polly arose from her
work, fehe had just pushed her basket
beneath the table, and had taken up the
candle, when the front door was opened,
and two men entered. They were in
their stockings, their shoes having been
left outside so as not to make any noise.

" sh !" uttered the foremost of the
intruders. " Speak but one word above
a whisper and you die on the instant !"

Polly recovered from her quick ter-
ror, and gazed up. She saw two stout,
wicked looking men, one of whom pre-
sented a cocked pistol towards her.
With that quickness of perception nat-
ural to her, she knew that the pistol
would not be fired if she held her peace,
as that would make a greater noise
than she could. And further she re-
cognized in the foremost of the men, a
notorious villain, who bore the name of
Dick G alius. She had never seen him
before, but the minute descriptions her
husband had given her of the man, led
her at once to know him and posi-
tively, too ; for one big scar on his left
cheek was mark enough.

" What seek ye gentlemen ?" asked
Polly Barnap, without betraying the
least fear.

" We have come to see Morton, the
mail-carrier- ," returned Gallus, in a
coarse whisper. Where is he ? Don't
speak too loud."

"He is long since asleep. Would it
not do as well to see him in the morn-
ing ? I can find you roomfor lodging."

The fair hostess said this for the pur-
pose of gaining time. She knew verv
well, that these men had come to rob
the carrier, and she was equally sure
that they would murder him if they
could, and, in all probability, put her
out of the way as well. They had evi-

dently heard of the valuable load he
carried, and meant to carry it in his
stead. . In short, she not only knew the
character of the bold ruffians, but she
also knew their business. Their very
warning and threat to her were positive
proof.

" Never mind his being asleep. Show
us where he is at once," roughly re-

plied Gallus, in answer to Polly's last
remark.

"But I can call him, good sirs,"
reasoned the brave woman, calmly,
though there was alarm in her souL

" Call him ? Cal'.- - !" growled
the villain, with a fierce oath. " You
call him anji you'll be called to another
world. Show us the way."

The mild eye that could aim an un-

erring bullet at the forest beast did not
betray the thoughts of that woman's
soul, nor did a look tell her meaning.
She was pale, but she did not tremble.
" This way gentlemen," she whispered.
And as she spoke she turned towards

the door which was situated directly
between the doors of the little bed-roo-

and the pantry. She did not open it
until both of the men had got up close
behind her.

" Don't you hear him breathe ?" she
whispered.

" Yes," returned both villains ; and
the did hear a breathing, but it was of
the child close at hand.

As they thus answered her, she
threw the door wide open it opened
inward. The men saw a dark void,
but they pressed forward. In another
instant Polly Barnap leaped back
Gallus was upon the threshold, and his
companion close on his heels. With
all her power the noble woman threw
herself against the rear man, and in the
next moment both the robbers lay
spralling on the cellar floor.

7
This had been the door opening into

the deep excavation," and the only
means of egress was by a perpendicular
ladder. If this could have been moved,
Polly would have pulled it up immedi-
ately, but it was spiked to its place, and
she must let it remain. To close the
door would be useless, for she had no
ready means of fastening it. t So she
did what she had resolved on from the
first ; she sprang .to the fire-plac- e and
caught her trusty rifle from its hecket,
and, having cocked it, she drew to-
wards the open door. She heard the
curses of the villains as they searched
for the ladder, and she soon knew that
one of them had found it

" Back 1" she cried, as 6he saw a
a'hand appear above the threshold.
The candle on the table threw a dim
light upon the spot

She saw the robber raise a pistol :
there was but one alternative. She
could not die. She had a husband a
child and she had set herself to save
the carrier. With these thoughts flash-
ing through her mind she drew the
trigger. :

The sharp report went running
through the house, and the echo was a
deep and gurgling groan from the bot-
tom of the cellar.

Ere the second robber could show
himself, Morton came in the room, with
a pistol in each hand. .

"What is it?" he cried.
" There I there 1" gasped Polly, point-

ing to the open doorway, where a sav-

age looking face had just presented
itself.

Lant Morton had long enough been
used to danger not to waste time in
conjecture when a moment may be life
and - death. He turned he saw the
face and quick as thought he covered
the mark and fired.

" Are there any more ?" he asked,
cocking his other pistoL

" No, I shot one." And as Polly
spoke she sank into a chair, and lean-
ing her head upon the table.

" What ! you hurt ?" the carrier ex-

claimed, springing to her side.
"No no!" she faintly replied. "Only

weak. I shall be better in a little while.
Look to the cellar."

" How many were they?"
"Only two. I am certain that I

killed one."
"And I can swear that I killed the

other J" added Morton, as he took the
candle and approached the open door.

He listened, but he could hear no
sound. Then, with his pistols still in
his : hand, he carefully descended the
ladder. . At the bottom he stepped
upon a human body, and having found
an easier standing place, he held down
the light and gazed around saw two
men both dead both shot through
the brain and then came up.

" Polly noble Polly I" he cried,
" you have rid the world of two of the
most desperate and cold hearted scoun-
drels that ever invested any country."

" Do you know them ?" she asked,
reviving.

"Aye well. Dick Gallus and Red
Harmon."

" Was that other Red Harmon ?"
" Yes the murderer of Parson and

Nathans."
" Oh ! I am glad they were robbers.

But then I knew they were I knew
it or I should not have fired. I knew
they meant to rob and murder you,
and I"" And so you meant to save me," re-

marked the carrier, as Polly hesitated.
" Yes yes I did. Yes that was it"
And as soon as the noble woman was

sufficiently recovered, she told the whole
story. Morton expressc d his thanks as
he best could ; but, after all, the mois-
ture of the sharp grey eyes, the chang-
ing of his countenance, and that very
lack of language, told more than words
could have done.

After due deliberation, it was decided
that the bodies should5 "remain where
thev were, till morninsf. So the cellar
door was shut, the front door bolted,
and then they prepared once more to
retire, but for the rest of the night
Morton made his bed on the floor of
the large room.

In the morning, just as the carrier
was dressing, there came a loud rap
upon the outer door, accompanied by a
voice which he knew full well. He
hastened to open the way, and gave
entrance to Jacob Barnap. The hunter
had met a party of traders at Lewis-burg- h,

and disposed of all his skins to
them, thus finishing his journey some
six days sooner than he had anticipated.

Polly was soon upon her husband's
bosom, and when he had told his own
story, Morton gave him an account of
his last night s adventure. Jacob was
at first incredulous, but when he
had been down and seen the bodies he
was satisfied.

"Polly, my jewel," he said, and
placing his arm about her neck, " I'm
proud of you. I love you more and
more, for every day I find more to love."
And then turning to Moses he added :

" Is she not a noble wife ?"
" Ah," returned the guest, with deep

feeling, " if poor Lant Morton had such
a one, he would not be a mail carrier."

When Morton left, he was directed
to stop at the first settlement, and state
to the officers there what had happened,
and promised to do so. He once more
blessed the brave woman that had
saved his life, and then set out Late
in the afternoon two officers arrived at
the cabin, and when they were shown
the dead bodies, they recognized them
and remove them. And ere a week
was passed, whole settlements blessed
the Border Heroine for the work she
had done. ' '

Babnttm on his feet again. The
broken showman, Barnum, has been
mended and is fully as good as new.
He now proposes to bring to this coun-
try Lumley's Opera and Ballet company
from London. It comprises in all the
company and his adjuncts about 500
persons, including almost every dis-

tinguished artiste in Europe. .The cost
of the twenty-fou-r representations pro-
posed, is estimated at not "less than
$300,000, and as a partial security for
the remuneration for this great outlay,
the projector requires eight hundred
subscribers at five dollars a night for
twenty performances, the tickets to be
delivered by Mr. Lumley on the arrival
of the troupe.

2lfThe grave buries every error
covers every defect extinguishes every
resentment From its peaceful bosom
spring none but fond regrets and ten-
der recollections. Who can look down
upon the grave of an enemy, and not
feel a compunctious throb, that . he
should have warred with the poor hand-
ful' of earth that lies mouldering be-
fore him?

2pWhen you go to drown yourself
always put off your clothes, as-- tHey
rayt your wife's second husband.

Trip Lightly over Trouble.

Trip lightly over trouble,
Trip lightly over wrong ;

We only make grief double
By dwelling on it long.

Why clasp woe'a hand so tightly f
Why iigh o'er blossoms dead ?

Why cling to forms unsightly 1

Why not seek joy instead.

Trip lightly over sorrow,
Though this day may be dark,

The sun may shine
And gaily sing the lark ;

Fair hope has not departed,
Though roses may have fled :

Then never be down-hearte-
.

.

But look for joy instead.

Trip lightly over sadness,
. Stand sot to rail at doom;

- We've pearls to string of gladness,
On this side of the tomb ;

.While stars are nightly shining,
And heaven is o'erhead, ! ;

Encourage not repining,
But look for joy instead.

Description of an Indian Battle

A correspondent, writing to the
Minnesotian from Shakopee, Min., un-

der date of May 28th says:
"This is truly a great country,

where one can get up by sunrise, take
his wife and family in a buggy, ride a
mile or so in the fresh morning air, see
such a scene as an Indian fight from
such a view as we had, be treated to a
Chippewa barbecue and return to
breakfast at a seasonable hour without
costing the first red cent though sev
eral red skins had to pay dearly for the
entertainment

When the fight first commenced op-
posite .Major Murphy, his wife, daugh-
ter and two lady Tisitors arose and
stepped upon the river's brink and
watched the whole affair quite uncon-
cernedly, although at one time the rifle
balls whizzed and sang past them, strik-
ing in close proximity. Before the
battle ended a very large portion of the
population of men, women and children
of the city, were gathered around the
dead, dying and wounded warriors
which the Sioux had brought over the
river, and from their elevated position
could see, with the naked eye, every
movement of the combatants, and with
the aid of telescopes counted the num-
ber of Chippewas which collected on
the opposite bluffs where the Sioux had
driven them,

The ground from the river to the
bluffs, (about three-fourt- of a mile,) is a
level, grassy plain, with a few large elm
trees near me norm cans ; wniie tne
south bank on which we stood, is high,
overlooking the whole scene as per
fectly as one could sit in the boxes of a
theatre and observe the play upon the
stage. Only think what a sight we
had, of Indians stripped to the breech--
cloth, running, skulking, crawling.
shooting, tomahawking, scalping, mul- -

tuating the squaws carrying the
wounded, snouting and encouraging
their braves, who were yelling, fighting,
bleeding, dying, crossing and ss

ing the river, the retreat of the Chip
pewas to the opposite hills, gathering
under the trees, where all their gestures
and actions were elearly visible through
the telescope ; while among us .and at
our feet, were ladies and Chippewa
scalps, horses and carriages and Chip- -

Eewa
heads, gentlemen and Chippewa
children and strips of Chippewa

skin, barking dogs, moaning squaws,
dying warriors, bleeding braves, crying
children, yelling combatants, neighing
horses, cackling hens, whistling bullets,
cracking rifles, puffing steamboats,
smoking Dutchmen, mixed up with the
different languages, including the sil-

very' tone of beautiful women ; the
whole concluding with the building of
a fire, appearance of the headless trunk
of a Chippewa, a very extensive retro-
grade movement on the part of the
ladies and children, the contention of
those who advocate or objected to the
consummation of the barbarous act
the roaring of the flames, the broiling
of the carcass, the rising of the incense,
and the general leaving in disgust or
lingering for curiosity 01 the crowd
and all this adjoining a city of a thou
sand inhabitants."

Anecdote of Havelock. During
his stay in England, the narrator went
one evening to the house of the colonel,
in compliance with an invitation. In
the course of conversation, Mrs. Have
lock turned suddenly round to her hus
band and said, "By the way, my dear,
where is Harry ?" referring to her son,
whom she had not seen during the
whole afternoon. The colonel started
to his feet: " Well poor fellow, he's
standing on London bridge, and in this
cold too. I told him to wait forme
there at twelve o'clock to-d-ay ; and in
the pressure of business at ,' I
quite forget the appointment" The
father and son were to have met at
twelve at noon, and now it was after
seven o'clock in the evening. Yet the
father seemed to have no doubt that
Harry would not move from his
post until he appeared. The colonel at
once rose, ordered a cab to be called,
and as he went forth to deliver his son
from his weary watch on London bridge,
he turned to excuse himself to his vis-

itor, saving: " You 'see sir,' that is the
discipline of a soldier's family.n In the
course of an hour the colonel returned
with poor Harry, who, although he ap-
peared somewhat affected by the cold
watch, and glad to sec the fire in the
comfortable parlor at home, seemed to
have passed through the little after-
noon's experience with the greatest
good humor, and the feeling that all
was right Hartlepool Mercury.

: EST Never do that in prosperity
whereof you may repent in adversity.

Fizzlers, Fizzling. Fizzled.

The present " democratic " Admin-
istration is a complete Fizzle, politi-
cally and personally. Mr. Buchanan
enjoyed the reputation of having some
executive ability. In less than a year
he completely fizzled that idea out of
the pubKc mind.

Gen. Cass, a proverbial fizzle, in the
conduct of the Kansas and foreign di-

plomacy of the nation, has fizzled him-
self out of what little public esteem he
retained when he entered upon the du-

ties of Secretary of State.
Secretary Cobb has fizzled tbe'Na-tion- al

treasury of $18,000,000 of sur-
plus on hand when he resumed office:
he has fizzled away $20,000,000 of
treasury notes besides, now asks for
another loan of $15,000,000 to fizzle
upon pet schemes and party favorites,
and has so managed so as to . fizzle
away over $135,000,000 in two years, or
about twice as much as the last two
years of Mr. Fillmore's Administration.

Secretary Floyd, who went ' into the
war office with moderate integrity, has
fizzled that all away, in th'e Willet's
Point, Snelling, and similar official
speculations, besides having fizzled
away in two years, some $11,000,000
more than even his Pierce predecessors
did in the same time.

. Secretary Toucey, too, who was
supposed to be proof against contami-
nating influences, has fizzled into,
or been fizzled by, the fizzling influences
around him, to the tune of $100,000 in
a single transaction.

Secretaries Brown and Thomson and
Attorney Black have also fizzled out
what little reputation they took into
their departments, in the swindles per--

?ctratea upon the treasury in the Land,
and Legal departments of the

Administration.
Then, to divert public attention from

Administration aggressions upon Kan-
sas, Buchanan attempted a Utah War,
sent our army into winter quarters in
Rocky Mountains, at a cost of some
$25,000,000, and exhausted a vast
amount of patriotism to get up and
keep up that War, but Quixotically
fizzled out from an absolute want of
any " cause of action."

Fizzling in Utah having exhausted
the pretence for further extraordinary
expenditure, we are next invited to
" prepare for war with England." Piles
upon piles of patriotic sound and fury
is exhausted, in Congress and out of it
gun-boat- s, war steamers and fortifica
tions are demanded, when, lo ! just as
Congress had been wrought up to the
war pitch, the administration fizzled out
again, upon discovering, as in the case
of the Utah fizzle, there existed " no
cause of action !"

We might go on with an enumeration
of other fizzles, as exhaustless as dis
gusting and dishonorable, but it is un
necessary. From the beginning to the
end, in little things and in great things,
in everything, the ." democratic ad-

ministration of Mr. Buchanan has been
fizzle, fizzle, fizzle. It has fizzled the
government bankrupt, fizzled the "dem
ocratic party out ol what little princi-
ple and character it had left on the
retirement of Pierce. It began a fizzle
and will end a fizzle. Det. Tribune.

The Macomb Connty Bank,

Is dead, beyond redemption, we hope,
as it ought to be. It has played its pe-
culiar and chartered " sixty day" re
sumption and suspensions too long. It
should never be allowed existence
again. ' Fourteen years it has trifled
with the public. During this period it
has changed hands many times, each
time subjecting the public to great
loss. The " democratic " character of
its charter and practices should not
longer be tolerated. In the hands of
its present owners it is more a swindle
than ever, and was probably bought by
them for that purpose. Its charter is
said to be valuable --valuable for swind
ling purposes, we suppose is meant, for
it has never been of any public ; value.
Its periodical sixty day suspensions,
and the entire absence of any security
to the bill-holde- r, are sufficient for its
utter and permanent repudiation by the
public, : The swindling management of
its present owners should be put to the
severest legal test The substitution of
$25,000 of "straw paper" for that
amonnt of its " capital, the attempted
abstraction of all of its " bills receiva
ble." and the successful taking off of
over. $6,000 of its assets, should be
promptly legally investigated, and the
perpetrators be made to sutler the pen-
alty of the law. We trust the Attorney-G-

eneral has taken steps, or, if he
has not already done so, that he will
immediately take steps, to prosecute
the matter thoroughly and punish the
guilty parties. The people of Michi-
gan have suffered severely from bank
swindling, and they will not hold any

officer guiltless who fails to do
Eublic duty in prosecuting a fraud
as palpable as that perpetrated by the
Macomb County Bank operators. e
are glad to learn mat tne uoara 01

Trade of this city propose to take
action on the subject at their meeting
on Monday next In the meantime,
we caution tne puDiic against ever
again having anything to do with Mv
comb County Bank bills. --Det. Trib.

Population. Estimating the popu
lation of the State from the number of
chidren returned to the office of the
Superintendent of Public Instruction,
as compared with the returns . of. chil
dren and the census of 1850, our pres-se- nt

population is 737,000. In 1850 it
was 387,536 showing that our num-
bers have very nearly doupled in seven
years. Zanstji Republican. ., -

Address to Farmers

Donald G. Mitchel (Ike Marvel) re-
cently delivered the annual address be-
fore the Connecticut State Agricultural
Society. From a condensed report in
the Hartford papers we select the fol-

lowing admirable paragraphs.
But there is something worth living

for, besides money. That is very goocl,
but it is not alL With the rest let us
raise a crop of good ideas. While you
are farmers, remember that you are
men, with duties and responsibilities.
Live down the old brutal notion that a
farmer must ber uncouth, uneducated
and unthinking a mere plodder. Yoa
are bought into immediate contact with
the heart of civilization. You cannot
get out of the buzz of the toiling world.
The thrill of the wonder working wires
and the rumble of the locomotive (the
thunder tread of nations) come to your
once secluded hill-sid- e.

Move towards better life. Do not
keep your boys corn-shellin- g in the
long winter evenings. Make your farm
a place that your sons and daughters
cannot help loving. Cultivate the trees

thev are God's messengers. Don't
say that you care nothing for. looks.
You do care, else "why did you build
that two-stor- y white house, with blinds,
and a cupalo into which you never go ?
Or why did you, years ago, carefully
brush your coat, and pluck up your
shirt collar when your were starting,
on Sunday evening, to visit that good
woman who now shares your home?

Care much more for books and pic-

tures. Don't keep a solemn parlor into
which you go but once a month with a
person, or the sewing society Hang
around your walls pictures which shall
tell 6tories of mercy, hope, faith, cour-
age, and charity. Make your living
room the largest and most cheerful in
the house. Let the place be such that
when your boy has gone to a distant
land, or even when, perhaps, he clings
to a single plank in the lonely waters
of the wide ocean, the thought of the
still homestead shall come across the
desolation brings away light, hope and
love.

Have no dungeons about your house,
no room never open, no blinds that s

shut
Don't teach your daughters French

before they can weed a flower-be-d, or
cling to a side-sadd- le ; and daughters,
be not ashamed of the pruning knife.
Bring to your door the richest fiowers
from the woods, cultivate the friendship
of birds scorn the scamp that levels his
murderous gun at the blue bird or the
robin. Study botany, learn to love
nature and seek a higher cultivation
than the fashionable world would give
you.

A Suggestion to Wheat Growers.

A number of millers and wheat buy-
ers here have requested us to call the
attention of the fanners to the fact that
a very slight admixture of rye depre-
ciates the value of their wheat in pro-
portion much greater than the inferior
grain bears. to the whole quantity. A
little rye in a given parcel will reduce
the market value of the whole from
twenty-fiv- e to thirty cents a bushel, cr
more. The best of wheat thus mixed,
is worth no more to the miller than red,
if as much. Now is the time to remedy
this. The rye can be easily seen at this
time, by its hight and color, and can
be cut out xcxth no great labor, and the
value of the growing crop will be en
hanced enough to payfor the labor ten
times over. Farmers, who have sold
wheat in this market, cannot fail to
have noticed how much the. price of-
fered for a parcel even slightly mixed
is reduced by all buyers in consequence.

lhere is a parcel of wheat now in
store here which cannot be sold unless
for distilling, because the rye in it re-
duces it below the grade of red wheat
for milling. There are a great many
cases, however, where a much less
quantity of rye impairs the value of the
whole lot by twenty-fiv- e cents a busheL
A little pains at the right time would .

have made the wheat first quality.
" There is, on the part of w heat grow-

ers, another neglect, which may seem
of slight consequence, but which im-

pairs the value of the whole harvest of
a farm. It is negligence in securing
the grain in the stack. If the grain
be imperfectly stacked or capped, to
that a small portion is wet and sprouted,
that little " leavens the whole lump.V
It is sure to be detected, and to bring
down the price by a considerable figure.

It is of great consequence to the
seller in this market, and in every otbery
to bring his wheat to market weft
cleaned and in good condition. ' The
enhanced price will more than com
pensate for all the labor and they will
find it to their interest to heed these
suggestions.-;-Akr- on JBeOcon.
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Sugar fob Cows. Sugar is used
for a great many purposes,, but the
latest use we have heaid is given by
Frances D. .Gage. She says: -

"Traveling a few days since in Mis
souri, in sections where the cows have
a wide range, I heard of a new entice-
ment to bring cows home regularly at
eve. This was teeding tnem sugar, tne
same you would salt A little handful
at eve, at the same time of day, would
bring them back to the gate with a
regularity as untauing as the sun. Alter
thej are well trained in sugar-eatin- g, it
may be omitted every other night"

CSF " Mr. President," said a mem- - x

ber of a school committee, " I risa to
v

get up and 1 am not backward to come
forward in the cause of education. Had
it not been for edication, I might have
been as ignorant &s yoTyself, IIrk Pres-
ident : . . .
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