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4] talk with my Fingers.”

At the recent Press Convention, held in Ann
Arbor, one of the editors being called upon for o
speech, quuintly excused his lack of orstorical
power by the above pithy saying:

1 talk with my fingers,” quoth one of the men
Whose hund weilds the press, whose tongue i the

pen.
“1 talk with my fingers "—"twas so eloquent word,
Whose echo the heart of humanity heard.

Who talks with his tongue, prints his thoughts on
n breath,

Which is vocal a moment then hushes in death:
How true or how eloguent, 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 undecsyed o'er the coutinent’s reach,
And an suditive world may list to his speech.

He peeds no proud forum, no high puablic halls,
No echoing isles, nor yot compassing walls;
In the homes of the people, or simple or sage,
He builds his fit forum, the fair printed page.
To ke 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 perlor 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 conviet's cell.

To the schools of childhood, to the haunts of age,

The printer still seadeth his eloquent page ;
No dist ean silence, no sepulchre urn

STATE OFFICERS.

Governor—KINSLEY 8. BINGHAM.
Lieutenant Governor—GEORGE A. COE.
Secretary of State—JOHN McKINNEY.
Auditor General—WHITNEY JONES.
State Treassurer—SILAS M, HOLMES.
Attorney General—JACOB M. HOWARD.
Supt. of Public Instruction—IRA MAYHEW.
Com'r of Land Ofice—S. B, TREADWELL.
— i i
COUNTY OFFICERS.

Treasurer—J EFFERSON OSBORN.
Clerk—E. B. WARNER.

Register of Deeds—ARIEL E. PECK.
Sherif—JOSEPH N, MARSHALL

Judge of Probote—CLIFFORD SHANAHAN,
Proseenting Attorney—A. J. SMITH.
Circuit Court Com'r—JAS. M. SPENCER.
Sarveyor—AMOS SMITH.

HILL.

Business Divectorp.

PROFESSIONAL.

o e e

GEO. W. ANDREWS,
ustice Peace udcdbdhg.lgzu]} Do-
f .‘l“li:l. Office st the American House,
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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 pooder full loog ¢'re he moves that wierd

Press.
Whose issues through ages may wither or blesa.

The typea are but key-boards—the vibrating string
Then thoaghtfully, prayerfully, strike the high

Be God and l’mmnky still the refrain.
—— e —— i —
The Border Hervine.
A THRILLING STORY OF ARKANSAS LIFE.

Some years ago, before the State of
Arkansas was 5o 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. 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 left 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 oceasion to say this, and with truth,
too.
Jacob Bamap 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
sorts of hardships. As he sprang from
his saddle Polly made her appearance.
“ Ah, Polly—once more here,” the
new comer said, as he drew a pair of
well-filled saddle bags from the back of
his beast.

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

acob gone! Where?"
“Down the river with aload of skins

t | and furs.,”

% Oh—ah—yes. Well—you shall
have the company of Lant Morton for
one ni%?t——-at least: so for the next
twelve hours you'll feel safe.”

% Oh, I feel safe enough,” returned
the woman quickly, “only lonesome.”

“Well, then, for this evening you
shan’t be lonesome.”

Thus sgeahndﬁ Morton threw his
saddle and saddle-bags into the cabin

and then led his horse around to a shed,
where he made the animal fast and fed
him:. After this he returnced to the
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neath was a deep cellar where the pro-
visions were k:]n in the summer, and
where they could be equally well kept
in the winter, for frost never en

the deep hole the hunter had dug.
Besides these was the loft, with a tight-
ly boarded floor, which was reached b
a ladder from the pantry, and in this
latter place the mail carrier slept. He
had the mail bags up after him,
not feeling disposed to leave so pre-
cious a charge l{:;ond 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, 80 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 the corner,

The old German clock which hung
upon the wall, with its great weight
and winding strings all exposed, had
just struck ten ere Polly arose from her
work. She had just pushed her basket
beneath the table, and had taken up the
eandle, 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 oneword 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 Eer.
With that quickness of perception nat-
ural to ler, 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 Gallus. 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 enong!i).

“ What seek ve gentlemen ?” asked
Polly Barnap, withont betraying the
least fear.

“We have come to see Morton, the
mail-carrier,” returned Gallus, in a
coarse whisper. Whereishe? Don’t
speak too loud,”

“He is long since asleep. Would it
not do as well to see him in the morn-
ing? 1 ean find youroomforlodging.”

The fair hostess said this for the pur-
pose of gaining time. She knew very
well, that these men had come to ruf)
the ecarrier, 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 rufiians, 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,” ronghly re-
plied Gallas, in answer to Polly’s last
remark.

“But I ean call him, good sirs,”
reasoned the brave woman, calmly,
though there was alarm in her sounl

“Call him? Cal’ ” growled
the villsin, with a fierce oath. “Yon
call him ang you'll be ealled 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 tarned towards
the door which was situated directly
between the doors of the little bed-room

and the pan 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 Ifrvzssed 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.

This been the door opening into
the deep excavation, and the onl
means o was by a perpendicular

ladder. Ifthis 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 ing it. So she
t?idll;‘wI:;: she had resolved on from the

; she sprang to the fire-place and
caught her trusty rifle from its hecket,
and, baving cocked it, she drew to-
wards the open door. She heard the
curses of the villains as searched

for the ladder, and she soon that
one of them had found it.

“Back " she cried, as she saw a
a appear above the

light upon the

She saw the robber raise a pistol:
there was but one alternative. She

y |age looking face had just presented
itself.

Y | He now pro:
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Ere the second robber could show
himself, Morton came in the room, with
a pistol in each hand. :

“ What is it ? he cried.

“There ! there !" gasped Polly, point-
ing to the doorway, where a sav-

Lant Morton had long enough been
used to r 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 & 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?”

“QOnly two. I am certain that I
killed one.”

% And I ecan swear that I killed the
other I” 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 Iight and gazed around—saw two
men—both dead—both shot through |
the brain—and then came up.

“ Polly—noble Polly!” he eried,
% 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.
Bat then I knew they were—I knew
it—or I should not have fired. 1 knew
they meant to rob and murder you,
and 1"

“ 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 expressed his thanks as
he best eould ; but, after all, the mois-
ture of the sharp grey eyes, the chang-
ing of his countenance, and that very |
lack of langnage, told more than words !
could have done. !

After due deliberatiop, it was decided |
that the bodies should remain where
they were, till morning. 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 lond 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 & party of traders at Lewis-|
burgh, 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 owu!
story, Morton gave him an account of|
his Iast 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 tolove.” |
And then tarning to Moses he added: |

“Ts she not a noble wife ¥

“ Ah,” returned the guest, with dee
feeling, “ if poor Lant Morton had suc
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 removed them. And ere a week
was passed, whole settlements blessed
the lgorder Heroine for the work she
had done.

— . ——

BARNUM ONX HIS FEET AGaiN.—The
broken showman, Barnum, has been
mended and is fully as good as new.
to bring to this coun-
try anle{s Opera and Ballet company
from London.

It comprises in all—the
company and his adjuncts—about 500
persons, including 0st ey dis-

tinguished artiste in E e cost
of the twenty-four representations pro-
ed, is estimated at not less tgsn
00,000, and as & partial security for
the remuneration for this great outlay

the projector requires eight hun
subscribers at five dollars a night for
mrﬁymm the tickets to be
i by Mr. Lumley on the arrival

of the troupe.
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Trip Lightly over Troable.
Trip lightly over wouble,
Trip lightly over wrong;
‘We ounly make grief double
By dwelling on it long.
Why elasp woe's hand so tightly ?
Why sigh o'er blossoms dead ?
Why cling to forms unsightly ¥
5 Why not seek joy instead.
Trip lightly over sorrow,
Though this day may be dark,
The sun may shine to-merrow,
And gaily sing the lark ;
Fair hope has not departed,
Though roses may have fled :
Thén never be down-hearted,
But look for joy instead.
Trip lightly over sadness,
Stand not to rail st doom ;
‘We've pearls to string of gladness,
Op this side of the tomb ;
While stars are nightly shining,
And heaven is o’erhead,
Encourage not repining,
But look for joy instead.

Deacription of an Indian Battle.

to the
» UD-

A correspondent, writin
Minnesotian from Shakopee,
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
posite Major Murphy, his wife, ds.u;E:
ter and two lady visitors 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, ever
movement of the combatants, and wit{
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-fourths of amile,) is a
level, grassy plain, with a few large elm
trees near the north bank; while the
south bank on which we stood, is high,
overlocking 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, runming, skulking, ecrawling,
shooting, tomahawking, scalping, mul-
squaws ecarrying the
wounded, shouting and encouraging
their braves, who were yelling, fighting,
bleeding, dying, crossing and re-cross-
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 (g;ip-
Eewa heads, gentlemen and Chippews

ands, children and strips of Chippewa
skin, barking dogs, moaning squaws,
dyiny warriors, bleeding braves, crying
children, yelling combatants, neighing
horses, eackling 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-
E’;de movement on the part of the
ies and children, the contention of
those who advocate or objected to the
consummation of the barbarous aet,
the roaring of the flames, the broiling
of the carcass, the rising of the incense,
and the general leaving in disgust, or
Iingeﬁng for curiosity of the crowd—
and all this adjoining a city of a thon-
sand inhabitants,”
et e

Axecvore oF Haveroce.—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 #" 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 for me
there at twelve o'clock to-day; and in
the pressure of business at I

nite forgct the sppointment” The
ather 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
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The present “ democratic” Admin-
e g . Bnbren
cally and . Mr. B
enjoyed the reputation of having some
executive ability. Inless than a year
he completely fizzled that ides out of
the pubkic mind.
 Gen. Cass, a proverbial fizzle, in the
conduct of the sas 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 Sec of State.

Secretary b has fizzled thé Na-
tional treasury of £18,000,000 of sur-

lus on hand when he resumed office:

e has fizzled away $20,000,000 of
treasury notes besides, now asks for
another loan of .165000,000 ﬁt::i 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. | keep

Secretary Floyd, who went into the
war office with moderate integrity, has
fizzled that all away, in the Willet’s
Point, Snelling, and similar official
speculations, ides having fizzled
away in two years, some £11,000,000
more than even his Pierce
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 nlso fizzled out
what little reputation they took into
their departments, in the swindles per-
ﬁm upon the treasury in the Land,

dian 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 Quirxotically
fizzled out from an absolute want of
any “ cause of action.”

izzling 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 fary
is exhaunsted,in Congress and out of it,
gun-boats, war steamers and fortifica-
tions are demanded, when, lo! just as
Congress had been wrought up to_the
war pitch, the administration fizzled ont
lgain, upon discovering, as in the case
of the Utah fizzle, there existed “mno
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, figzle, fizzle. It has fizzled the
government bankrupt, fizzled the “dem-

ocratic” party out of what little prinei- |2

ple and character it had left on the
retirement of Pierce. It began a fizzle
and will end o fizzle.—Det. Tribune.

The Macomb County Bank,

Is dead, beyond redemption, we hope,
as it ought to be, Tt has played its pe-
culiar and chartered “sixty day” re-
sumption aud suspensions too long. It
should mnever be allowed existence

ain. 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 tolers
its present owners it is more a swindle
than ever, and was probably bought by
them for that purpose. Its charter is
said tobe vnlnnble-—vﬂusl;'laﬁorlwh:_d-
ling purposes, we suppose is meant, for
it E.f never been of any public value.
Its periodical sixty day suspensions,
and the entire absence of any security
to the bill-holder, are sufficient for its
utter and permanent repudiation by the
public. e swindling management of
its

severest legaltest. The substitution of
$25,000 of “straw paper” for thasj
amonnt of ita capital, the '
abstraction of all of its “bills receivas-
ble,” and the successful off of
over $6,000 of its assets, should be
promptly legally investigated, and the
trators be made to suffer the pen-
alty of the law. We trust the Attor-
ney-General has taken steps, or, if he
e i i
i i e ste
the matter ytboro%hl;';nd punish the
guilty parties, e people of Michi-
gan have suffered severely from bank
swindling, and they will not hold any
blic a&ecr guiltless who fails to do
: p:llmg“y& perpetrated
as as thal
Macomb County

In the hands of 6

owners should be put to the |

Donald G. Mitchel (Ik re-
wvwmmahmh

fore Connecticut State

Society. From a con report in

the Hartford we select the fol-
;omg.anﬁ.ﬂ"

But there is worth livi
for, besides money.

i of ideas.
ire unmers, romember

men, with duties and
Live down the old brutal notion that &

with
You cannot
out of the buzz of the toiling world.
thrill of the wonder w
and the rumble of the locomotive (the
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woman wino now
Care much more for
tures. Don’t keep a solemn
which you go but once & o
person, or the sewing lndnt
lrﬁnndgw;nlh pictures whi
tell stories of mercy, hope,
age, and charity. Make
room the
th;hom wm
when your
land, or even when, perhaps, he
to a single plank in the lonel
of the wide ocean, the of the
still homestead shall come across the
desolation brings awsy light, hope and

love.
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be not ashamed of the knife.
Bﬁngtoyonrdowthamm
from the woods, caltivate the £

of birds scorn the scamp that levels
m gun at the bird or the
robin. Study , learn to love
pature and seek a er
than the fashionable world would give

you
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A Boggestioa to Wheat Growers.

A number of millers and whuthz
ers here have
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