" ALARN FROM BOX NO. L
' dulunl:%ﬁmllmmm.

mshedl agide his plate, und walked to the
. wsinnedo

o Tactalls bognan

T wtay wih 5'3':

j ' s 1
H et P gty "nﬁ.lmb;
oo flre 1s Lol mo' himin®,

e B S T T
m why de ‘fagm: beil's clangin’s

/S Bee datde | neber gits aronund ;
_ Glboabe br i fryih'oe
Wheore the Babeook 'sting'sters kain'i be

an' dey ain't 3o use o' tryin',

Elanscs 16 & burnin® up higher an’ higher—
Burprisin’, oh, surprisin'l

Fiows Bas un Intrust In dat fire,
An' de flamos s still nerisin’,

Eamp when you henh dst warnin' chime;
Jamp up, sinnabs, jJump vp!

e your do ln w berry quick Ume;
Now lsde time to bump up.

m.fmw dal you ken't uflfonl—
Hallalujah! singin'l—
Too pesk yo' sutiln, for dey sn't inshored:
Listen to de Ore-vells riogin'.
=N ). World.

——
COUSIN LIZZIE.

““Who is living in Swan's house? I
‘may i is ocenpied,” said Mr, Tartufle to
[ris sewvant,

& Mr. Ernest Simpson and his wife
sl mother, He is just married, I be-
Bswwe ™ was the "3’ ’

“His mother, ilf you say?"' queried
M- Tartofle, s shade crossing his face,

“Yes, sir, She's a widow laly, and
s wmoommon fine looking woman, too."”

“Verywell. That will do," rc?'ainﬂd
fim mantor, hastily, and he applied him-
@i (o his breakfast with an air of ub-
siaedion unnsual to him, At length he

" "
“Strange,” he muttered, “that 1
Benld come home to find them lere, of
all places in world, I knew this
meening that that young fellow must in
snme way be conneoted with Ernest
Simpnon, The likeness is nnmistakable.
There comes & woman, I wonder if it
ana be his mother?” :

A large woman with a fresli-colored
face and with a bundle on her arm en-
fuend the and hurried up the walk
weitlls the air of one very much at home.

“¥es, it must be she; yot who could
I believed that Sophie Martyn would
Becamo such a great, blowsy creature.
Phwemiy-five years wor gm\t changes.”

Thoe fact was, it was Mrs, Bimpson's
olissssmaker; but how was Mr, Tartuffe to
Bumaw that? For five years ho hud been
Mmf ufter a fashion of hisown. Of
anpuarse, it cost him o pretty fortune, but
he Bad the fortune to spend, and as he
wan o bachelor with no near rolatives, it

s 0o one's concern how he spent it ex-

his own,

v years had wrought great changes,
A Beis old frionds and wssociates, some
wgaee dead, others moved away, and the
st were so immersed in business, so in-
teerentad in their own particnlsr pursuits,
thst they had little time or thought to
spmrs for him,

= *F'in like coming back from the dead
s fimd ono's place filled and one's self
fegotten,” he said sadly, And now to
asll the rest was added the unwelcome
dissovery that the wife and son of Ernest

n, the man who lsd dpne him a
wrong and marred his life, were
Bwdng noxt door to him. Bome time ho
stwnd ot the window drnmming softl
the pane and looking idly out; umf-
y his face Lightod up,

“That's an idea; I'll do it, Forsyth
sl jurp at the obance, I've no doubt.”

d‘nlﬂm the ides wis, ho immodiately
rocdul to put it into execution, A

minutes lator, ho loft the house and
Swek hin way down town,

“Why, good morning, Tartuffe, Glad
fie smo you; sit down; I'll be at leisure in
mfmw minutes,”

When the busy lawyer was at lnst able
#ix pay some attention to his visitor, Mr,
withont preliminury:
“*Farsyth, 1 have been thinking over

wiiaf you said {enl&-rdny, anid have n
praposition to make, Suppose we make
ter exohange?"”

“Mako an exchange?" repeatod the
puexlod lawyor,

““Yeos; you tuke my house and I take
yoars, for o yoar,  Your fumily ave desi-
s of coming to town, and I want to
Bieswes i, Take tho honses us thoy stand.
F& will save the bother of moving."

“Woll," musod Mr. Forsyth, “that's
me ddea, certainly, and it strikes me
flumerably, but I must consult my wife
i, of conrse. Why do you wish to
Basse town,, though?-~yon've just come
Bere.  Your wandering life Lns spoilad
x:..nhm ought to get married and settle

quietly.”

“iot married!” repeated the other,
with an oxprossion of scorn; “‘what
wraman would have an old man like me,

'? for his money?"
Id wman, indesd!” axelaimod Mr,
i “why, you're just in the prime
af Lifo, and there isn'ts youug man in
e eity who can boast of a moro splendid
physigue.  Besides, yon need uul ATy
® yeung school-girl, you know. I know
et thie woman for you, about your own
mpe, & widow with only one¢ son, but he
iw married and out of the way. Say
the  word, and  I'll make you ne-

“I hato widows,” said Mr. Tartuffe,
with such au air that Mr. Forsyth
ﬁml the sabject then and there,

iden of marrying a widow!"
egmenlatod Mr. Tartuflo in silent wratloas
B toak his way homeward,

Aa ho ascended the ateps, che red-

Suoed dress-maker seated by the window

i Mre. Simpson’s room, exclaimed:
“Fhero goon Mr, Tartuffe. He's just got
Hack —been gono five years, Bplendid

Feoking man, ain’t he?

~What did yon say his name was?'
smid Mrs, Biwpson, rather engerly.

=“Simon Tartufle. He's a rich old
Dateh. You had bettor set your onp at
Bisn. Bot I'm afraid ‘twonldn't do no
ﬁ, for they say he's » woman-hater,
" & disappointment once most likely;
18at'® generally the case when men are so
on women.”

Mrs. Simpson wade no reply, but
rgmmmed her work with s thonghtful face,

“Mother, hore's a letter for you,” said
Barnest’s wifo, ontering the room. Mrs.
read the few it contained,
said: “Aunt Elizabeth is ill;
s sfdack similar to the one she had three
she wanls me W come

sorry [ an?" exclaimed
0 not know what we shall do

f

acconnts,

itmyd lo;.:{om Bbe

-

One afternoon, a fortnight later, Mr.
Tartuffo lighted from the train at
Brierdale station, Thomas was there te
attend to the luggage, and so his master,
without stopping, took his way up the
villuge street to his new home,

For the next few days he fairly lived
out of doors, exploring the country for
miles around, , driving, fishing
aud boating, One oon,
sunset, as he lay stretched at full len
under a tree at the brink of the river,
sonnd of the oars sttracted his attention,
and, Iookin!;
coming rapidly toward him, Itwas pro-
pelled by two ladies, whose merty voices
were borne to him by the breeze.
of them was evidently a yonng girl yet
in hor teens; the other, a splendidly de-
yoloped and still very handsome woman,
wns & good many years her senior.

“There comes Bob in his wherry,
consin Lizgie; let's have a mee!” ex-
claimed the younger of the two,

“1 think, Katie, it is time for me to

o back to the house; I am afraid Aunt

lizabeth will want me,” answered lLer
companion, casting 3 glance at the west-
ern sky.

1 fine cultured face it was, with o re-
markably sweet expression. Mr. Tartuffe
raised himself upon his elbow, s he
cought wight of it.

“Strange!” he muttered , ““but Lecould
swear I had seen that fe.e before some-
where or some time; yet itis like a
dream.”

“Oh, nonsenso, Cousin Lizzie, she
won't want you yet awhile. You'll grow
an old woman before your time if yon
shut yourself np so.”

“Oh, it's all very well for youn to pre-
tend,” said Katie, nodding her head,
“but you know very well that we young
folks stand no chance atall when youare
near, and—" (here the speaker became
conseious of the unditor upon the bank
and stopped short.) Both ladies flushed,
and, bending to their oars, the boat
glided swiftly by, and was in a moment
out of hearing distance.

My. Tartufle rose and walked home-
ward. ““I'bat is tho sort of & woman that
I thought Sophie would make, and in
faot there is something in her face that
reminds me very much of her.”

The next Bunday Mr, Tartuffe went
to ehurch and oecupied the Forsyth pew.
In front of him were three ladies and two
gentlemen. Two of the Indies ' were
young and charmingly protty, and in one
of them he recognized the Katie of the
boat. The other was evidently her sis-
tor. The third was elderly and us plainly
the mother of the two. “‘And that must
bs Bob and the fother,” said Mr. Tar-

tuffe to himself, “‘and now, where is
Consin Lizzie?"

The question was no sooner asked than

answored by the appearance of the ludy.

She vnlcre:rn pew just across the m'sia
and opposite tho family party that Mr.

Tartutle had been observing so closely.

A faint perfume of violets was wafted to

him as she passed by; and although Le
liad never liked it since the olden days,

it seemed to him now most exquisite and

upllnruprinm. He studied the sweet face,

and the costnme simple yot dainty in all

its appointments nud perfect in taste. e

never knew what was the text or the ser-

mon that morning,

At the olose of the service, the gentle-

wan whom Mr, Tartuffe had taken to be

the “‘paterfamilins” came up and intro-

dueed himeell as o neighbor and an old

friend of the Forsyths.

“I do not know whether you have ever
heard Porsyth speak of Emery Taylor.”
“Indead I have, and in the highest
terms,” responded My, Tartuffe, cordially
shaking the profferad hand, T am ex-
ceadingly happy to mako your acquaint-
snce,” speaking in such a ready, heart-
felt manner, that Mr. Taylor set him
down at once as o “‘most agreesble
fellow.”

“I must make you acquainted with my
family,” Mr. Taylor said, as his wife and
children joined him, and then followed
introductions to the different members,
“Where is Consin Lizzie?" asked Mr,
Taylor, looking round.

“She wos in haste to gel Lome, for
fear her aunt might nead her; there she
goes now,” pointing np the street, where
n stately tignre wus  fust alimp}murmg
from view.

“Onr rosds lic in the same direction:
may I have the pleasnre of accompany-
ing vou?" said Mr, Tartafle to Katie,

“{f yon will make yoursolf very agroo-
able, and not expect to be entertuingd in
return,” sho said, flashing a saucy glance
at him.

“A hard condition. How am I to
know whether 1 nm successful or not?"”
“Yon shall receive your reward,” she
auswerod solemnly, Dut with dancing
ayos,

A fortnight ago Mr. Tartufle wonld
have considored the whole thing an un-
mitigated bore, but the lust fow duys
hind wrought a wonderful ehange in him.
He exerted himself to be entortaining,
and sneceeded admirably, When they
reachod the gate, Katie said:
*And now for your roward.
like croqnet?”

“1 linve always detested it hitherto,"
he said, “but, with yon for a purtner, I
have no doubt 1 .-ﬂull soon Do a com-
plete votary of it.”

“Yery preity, but you cannot impose
on mo wigh your gallant speeches, How-
ever, [ am to have a small eroquet party
to-morrow afternoon, and wish you to
wake one of the number. Consin Lizzie
Simpson ahall be one of the number,
and, I sssure yvou, yon will find her a
‘foeman worthy of yonr steel.” She is
the lady who sat opposite to us in
chureh,™

*Yes, 1 saw her with yon in a beat the
other afternoon,” he said, quietly,

Kate flushed o little.

“The very same; will you come?"
“With great pleasure. At what hour?"”
“Four o'clook.”

“1 will be punctusl,” opening the
gate for her to pass through, and then,
with a bow, he left Ler.

The croquet party was a snceess, and
Mr. Tartuffe proved no despicable
player, aftor all,
“"That was & ve

Do youn

close game, Cousin
Lizzie, you must look out or you will
Jose your lanrels. Another o would
have finished you," exclaimed Bob,

“I should count it mo dishonor to be

toward | monstrated Katio's sister, Grota,

up, he saw o small boat | sell

One | rested

““Why, no, certainly not,” she said,
opening her eyes in .

Here Katie glided away from them to
g he

i " Fl Al A r
finger on her lip. -'m
Lizzle is uomarried; don't yon en-
lighten him for your lives,”

*But do you think it quite right?" re-

“Of conrse it is, so long as her Lus

band is dead.”
“But Consin Lizzie will tell him her-

“Well, if she tells him, 80 be it. We
won't, at any rate,” said h’nﬁe, and so it

One bright afternoon, some months
Iater, Lizzie Simpson stood by the win-
dow in her room, looking out with a
troubled face, ‘It has gone on too lon
already, 1 must tell him the truth an
take the consequences. But suppose he
should be very angry? Well, he has a
right to be, and yet—"

or hands worked nervously, and two
largo tears rolled down her cheeks,

ust then o carringe rolled up to the
front of the house, and Mr., Tartaffe
alighted. Hastily tying o veil over her
fuce, Mrs. Simpson went down to meet
him, It was with & very loverlike air
that he assisted ber into fhe carriuge,
and Lis manner cansed her to shrink
with a premonition of what was coming.
With a sort of nervous haste she strove
to avert it by conversing volubly upon
the beanties of the opening spring and of
the conntry around,

A little smile erept into the corners of
his mouth, and at length, lnf'ing his
hiand npon hers, he said, quietls
of no use; T am not to be diverted from
my purpose, Lizzie; 1 love you with &
love which I believed nothing conld cre-
ate i my heart sgain, [wantyou, Will
you eome?’

She trembled like o leaf, and for a mo-
ment strove to speak in vain; then she
said, *“Mr, Tartuffe, I lave a confession
to make which may alter yonr feelings
toward me. I have been a widow for
fifteen yoars."

He looked at her keenly for & moment.
She resumed hurriedly, *I thonght yon
knew, of course, at first, and then it
grew rather hard for me to tell yon, and
I kept hoping you wonld find ont your
mistake. Indeed, I had not the slightest
intention of deceiving you."

He smiled, and drew her closely to
him. “‘Ts that all?”

“*No; it.is only the smallest part of my
confession, Simon,” she cried, vehein-
ently; *is it possible that you have never
recognized me?”

“Sophie!” he exclaimeil,
Simpson’s wife!”

His fuoe was pale, but ho only tight
ened his elasp, while he looked into her
eyes u8 if he would read her very soul.
Sle continued with choked voice, **For
ten years I have believed you false and
treacherous, It was not nuntil he lay on
his dying bed that he confessed the truth
to me, and I knew how eruelly you had
beon wronged. Underany other cirenm-
stances I stionld not have told you this,
for, after all, he was my husband, and I
believe loved me truly and triod to muke
me happy.”

“1 absolved you from all blame years
ago. As soon as I heard of Ernest’s
marringe the truth flashed across me at
onoe, that he loved you himself, and had
been the sole cause of our estrangement.
1 cursed myself for a blind fool when I
realized that I bad been but an unsus-
pecting tool in hishands, Uan you won-
der that I hated him, with the bitterness
that—"'

“Remember that he is dead, and that
he was but humin after all,’” she inter-
mpted, Lot the desd past bury its
dead.”

He bowed hie head silently, and after
a panso, with rather s mischievons look,
Lo said:  “Doyon know why I left the
city and came to Brierdalo?”

““No," ghe replied wonderingly.

1 wus running away from you. But
you have not answered my quastion yet;
1 this Mrs. Tatuffe that I hold in my
arms?" suiting the action to the words,
and dropping the reing ns he did so
(fortunately the horse wus well trained).
“If yom wish it," was the low reply.
SBuat I do wishiit, wost decidedly,”
was the rejoinder; “‘and sftor waiting all
these years, T intend to olaim my reward
very soon.”  After a pause he continned:
“It doos seem strange to mo that I shonld
not have recognized yon before, although
you bave changed yery greafiy. Two
things misled me; 1 always called yon
Sophi, and here you are called Lizaie;
how happens that?"

“My name {8 Sophis Elizabeth. At
home they always called me by my first
namé, but Aunt Eligaboth calls me by
my steond, and so do all my friends here
in Brierdale call me Liszie. What was
the second thing that misled you?"

He langhed as he replied, “Isaw a
large, red-faced woman going iuto your
son’s, aud mistook her for you. Twen-
ty-five years will often chunge parsons as
much as that, you know,”

“And so you ran away from iy dress-
maker,” she said, langhing, and half
pouting.

Just then the clatter of horses’ foet
was heard, and, looking up, they saw
two young people on horseback, coming
rapidly toward them.

“It 18 Katie and Bob,” exclaimed Mrs,
Simpson, putting down her wail to hide
her flushed checks,

“How do von do, Consin Lizzie? Good
afternoon, Mr, Tartuffe,” said Katio,
reining in as she reached the carriage.
“Youn have made u slight mistake,
Katio,” retnrned the latter.  ““It is not
Mr. Tartuffe, but Cousin Simon."
“Bravo! 1 knew it months ago. My
eyes were not given me for nothing,” ex-
elaimed Katie, in eostatic glee. **I'll not
take up your valuable time now, but,
when you come home, I'll congratulate
you in due form,” and the merry riders
dashed on.

“So Mrs, Simpson is really going to
marry Mr. Tartuffo. Did she ever know
him before?” said the dressmaker to Jen-
nie Simpson, as she was trying on her
dress,

“Yess, they were friends a good many

“Well, I kind o' mistrusted as much
when we was talkin' sbout, bhim ovel

“Enrnest

, "It is [

‘ skies, Mr. Tartufle took hihhhrida hon:;.
: 4 stood at night upon the
ﬂhhdtfomuit

verandah, an

silver.

earth?” Lizzie said noll.l{h
“Are you satisfled with your home—

her lovingly.
“Perfectly; and you?”

happy year, instead of which, I have ob-
tained bliss for a lifetima.”

Murder Unpanished.

The duel between Maj. Dibble, of the
navy, and Jim Lunody, which ocenrred ot
Industry Bar, on the main Yuba, in this
county, has been s froitless theme for
numberless compilers of pioneer history.
8. 8. Crafts, & merchant of Alleghany,
who called at the Tvanscript office day be-
fore yesterday, says that in all the ac-
counts yet published the principal
points were wrongly stated, He was in
the camp at the time, and relates the
circumstances of the bloody incident as
follows:

On the evéning of Oct. 24, 1851, o
number of men were sitting around the
table after supper, whiling away the
time spinning yarus, eracking jokes and
inging songs.

“When was it that fruit first swore?
suddenly interrupted Maj. Dibble, who
had taken but slight part in the proceed-
in%u until now.

he listoners moade one or two efforts
to guess the answer, and then gave it

of

"

)
“When the apple damned the pair,
course,” explained the joker,

All langhed bnt Jim Lundy, between
whom and the Major there had never
been any love lost. He glanced at the
latter in an ugly way and hissed, “It's no
such a thing!’

The color left Dibble's cheeks and his
eyes blazed like two suns, It looked for
a moment as though he was going to
tackle his insulter right there. Then
by & powerful effort he controlled him-
self, and hLis face began to assume a scar-
let hne,

“Yon mnst not contradiot me in such
& way,” he said, in a low, determined
tone. ““Yon have done it too often al-
l‘t'.llll)'."

Lundy gave expression to o contempt-
nons sneer,

“You are u lying, thieving — —
~—, and I am a bigger mark to shoot at
than you are!” These words came from
the gambler with a ring that showed he
wanted them to strike home.

“Very well, sir,” responded the out-
raged trooper; “‘we will try it on when
Gien, Morehead comes over from Nevada
City."

Both men were crack shots and had
plenty of moral courage. The pionecrs
at the Bar knew there would be at least
one funeral in their midst before many
honrs elapsed.

Dibble and Mr. Crafts slept togethor
that night, and Lundy, taking his blan-
kots, eamped out slone on a side-hill,
The first numed spent part of the night
in writing letters to his friends in the
East., Heindited several lengthy epis-
tles, one being to the faithfal and high-
bred sweetheart who was anxiously
awniting his return from the land of gold,
and auother to his aged father and
mother.

The antagonists wet atsunrise. Major-
General Morehead was Dibble's second,
and Charley Morse was Lundy's.

Fifteen paces were messured off, and
the challenger and challenged took their
pluces.

Just as the God of Day peeped over a
pine-fringed hill to the east the prepara-
tions were deelared complete,
“Gentlemen, are you realy?"

Before the echo of the sentence had
died away, snd while Dibble was in the
act of raising his weapon, there was o
sharp report from the other's pistol.

A momentary look of consternstion

flitted over Dibble’s handsomeo face,
“Yon —— —— ——, you fired beforo the
word. Yon have nearly killed me,"” he

eried. Then, pressing one hand to his
breast, ho whirled aronnd like mad once
or twice, and fell dead in his tracks, The
bullet found its resting place in the
voung man's heart,

Lundy wus indieted, tried and found
gnilty. The proceedings were shown to
have been irregular, and he was granted
o now trial, The watier dragged alonga
year or two, some of the witnesses disap-
peared from the country, and finally n
nolle proseiqui was entered,

How They Send Down the Logs in

Truckee,

A chute is Isid froam the river's brink
up the steep wonutdain 1o the railroad,
ad  while we gre telling it the monster
logs ure rushing, thandering, flying, leap
ing down the dedivity.  They come with
the speed of a thunderbolt, and somew hiat
of s ronr. A truck of fire and smoke
fullows them,—fire struck by their friction
witls the chute logs.
1,700 feet of the chute in fourteen seconds.
In Joing so they drop 700 leet perpendic-
ulurly, They strike the deep water of
the pond with u report that can be heard
& mile distant.

Logs fired from a eannon could searcely
have greater velocity than they have at
the foot of the chute, Their average ve-
locity is over 100 feet in asecond through-
out the entire distance, and at the instant
they leap frum the mouth their speed
must be folly 200 por second, A sugare
ping. log sometimes weighs ten tons
Whet & missile! How the water is
dashed into the alr! Like agrand plume
of duunonds amd ruinbows, the feathery
spray s buried iow the air to the hight
of 4 hundreed feet, It forms the grandest
fountain ever beheld, How the waters
of the pond foam, and seethe, and lash
agninst the shore,

One log having spent its force by its
mad plunge into the deep waters, has
floated »0 us to be at right angles with
the path of the descending monster. The
mouth of the chule is perbiaps tifteen feat
above the surface of the water. A huge
log hurled from the ehute cleaves the xir
and alights on the fAoating log. You
know how a bullet glances, but can you
imaging a saw-log glaucing? The end
strikes with a heavy shock, but glides
quickly past for a short distance, then »
crush like a reverberation of art@lury, the
falling log springs 150 feet verticully into
the air, and with a curve like a rocket
falls into the pong seventy yurds from the
log it strock.—Truckee Repullican.

A Boston mutﬁ;: company recently
played a sceme laid in a charch ®0 natur-

besten by such s foe,” she angwered,
Hers tea was and the
turned their toward the

i s himsel{
mv;lﬂlgnh(ﬂhhﬂtuﬂhmﬂn
*Miss Bimpson, do excel in every-

ally that to many of the sudience it
seemed 80 real that they went to sleep.

rose, flooding the whole earth with its erammed with the theory of
“What can be more beautifnl on

onr home?" he asked, looking down upon

] came to Briordale, anticipating one

They descend the | p

War's Locusts.

When o young man leaves West Polfll
war a8 laid
| down in Jomini, Vauban, Todleben, e:ie-.
| with o firm conviction that d tactics
|can easily be mastered through the
| gumes of strategos and kriegspiel, he bas
been lectured, watebed, dr od and hee-
tored, but now he will be s own mas.
ter. Gradusting in the most beautiful
season of the year, he leuves his alma
mater, and, with the ulujatioua'of his
' relatives snd friends ringing in his ours,
| straps his beautiful new sword by his
| side, and with the bng parchment com-
mission of the President of the United
States for his oredentials, starts on his
career. Poor little fellow! He little
knows the thonsand and one obstacles to
| be overcome, and on reporting to his reg-
imenta! commander, possibly u grizzled
veteran ol several wars, ab some far-nway
frontier post, the tine eonceit of his own
importance which sustained our embryo
Grant begin to evaporate. He will be-
gin to find the difference between play-
' ing soldier in & civilized community and
ﬁglin.ing those terrible Indinns, wi
tactios. especially of “eireling” in &
fight, aren't so pleasant after all. If, in
| thie conrse of affairs, he is placed in com-
{ mand of acompany without the advice or
| association of officers versed in the care
and management of men, our young
officer’s tronbles begin sorely to harnss
| him,

It is a strange anomaly tliat under &
form of government like that of the
United States, an officer must keep aloof

| from the enlisted man, and there is a
| wide gulf between the two grades of ser-
vice, A well-known cavalry officer
| states that he was snddenly snowed in at
an isolated post on the plains, and for
months the only company he had was a
little music-box. He was the only com-
missioned officer present, and of conrse
counld not associate with his soldiers, and
that little mnsie-box made sweeter musio
for him than that of the finest brass band
he ever heard. It is queer such a dis-
tinction is made in onr army, because
in the armies of the monurchies of
Europe the cadets of the German, Aus-
trian and Russian aristocrats have to
gserye in the ranks before they are com-
missioned as officers,

A young officer will find the theory of
commanding men more easily brought
into practice than taking care of them,
and if he is wise he goon makes acquaint-
ance with two very important factors in
the question, that is, the cummissary
and quartermaster, In all the accounts
of the grand achievements of the profes-
gion of arms, one hears little about those
who feed and elothe un army, but many
a brilliant battte which illuminates his-
tory is due to their care and foresight.

The cares of the commissary braneh of
our service have been most graphically
get forth a short time since in an article
entitled *“Feeding an Army” in the
United Service magazine, and the author,
# modest gentlemun who was the chief
commissary of the Army of the Potoma,
gives some valuablo data of the immense
stores of provisions consumed.

In May, 1864, the army commanded by
(teneral Mende, left Brandy Station to
enter on the campaign which ineluded
those terrible battles of the Wilderness,
Spottsylvania, Coal Harbor, ete., and
consisted of 160,000 souls. An idea of
the length of the wagon-train can be
formed when it is stated that *“had it been
placed in a right line when the first
wagon was entering the city of Rich-
mond, the lust one would have just been
leaving the city of Washington—a dis-
tanee of 130 miles by rail." The army
was orgamzed as follows: Second, Fifth
and Sixth army corps, cavalry corps, ar-
tillery reserve, First and Second Brig-
wdes of horse artillery, regnlar and vol-
unteer engineer battalions, provisional
brigade (Provost Marshal General,) and
subsequently the Ninth and Eighteenth
corpe were ndded.  General Meade, who
was ever mindful of the wants of lis
men, required that Colonel Thomas Wil
son, the Chief Commissary, should al-
ways be near him, and the system of that
Department, and the prompiness with
which food for this immense body of
men was furnished under trying cirenm-
stances, hus been the subject of well-
deserved praise. Each wagon earried, in
addition to-the forage for its own ani-
mnls, 40 boxes of hard bread, 6 barrels of
lmrk and 4 barrels of coffee; or, if only
oaded with sugur, 10 barrels of that
article,

A two months' supply of food amount-
ed to the following articles:

1,003,400 rations of pork,
pounds,

10,419 rations bacon, 7804 pounds.

234 832 rations ham, 175,624 pounds.

40,477 vations flonr, 32 381 pounds.

3,881,225 rations hard bread, 3,881,225
wounds.

752,800

4,214,313  rations  coffes, - 421,431
pounds,

161,867 rations tea, 2428 pounds.
4,602,180  rations  sugar, 310,145

ounds.
200,200 rations vinegar, 200 gallons.
726,000 rations candles, 9975 ponnds.
1,208,000  rations soap, 519,200
pounds.
4,043,450 rations salt, 151,644 pounds.

410,787 rations whisky, 11,837 gal-
lons.

832,617 rations pepper, 20813
pounds,

540,540 rations dried apples, 53,684
ponnds, :

136,200 rations pickles, 2,088 gal-
lons, '
416,533 rations pickled cabbage, 0248
gallons.

Paoroanarsy Usper Wares.—Mr.,
\_'\"ilham Morris, of Greenock, seys the
Glnsgow News, has made a discovery by
which he ean photograph underneath the
water at & depth of ten fathoms. Two of
the negatives he has secured ae remarka-
bly distinet, but the others are rather
dim owing to defects in the apparatns
which he hopes to remedy. The camera
is enclosed in & water-tight glass case,
suspended by the centor and enclosed in
a8 cover, that is drmwn off after the
camers—which is fixed on a Joaded
tripod —has reached its position. Oneof
the views, taken in the bay, shows a
sandy bottom, with a number of large
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Rainfall and Forests.

An Indiana correspondent of
ral New Yorker writes: A mgm.:ﬁf:f'
rerterates what has mmu.
rmcbod for several years Wb—-um:
drr.otlnt the destruction of forests cansey

ught. This is constantly stated 1o
be susceptible of proof—and, to use the
expression of the present age, “sojoy.

e proof.’ Seience l.lu‘ﬁ; exalted
place nowwmlays, and proof is no proof
unless it is  scientific, Why the
droughty effect of the destrnction of
forests 18 s0 often reiterated I cannot
imagine, since no one seems to donhy
it. Never have I seen the least contry.
diction of the philosophy. And this
seems strange lo me since fasts do pot
favor it in the broad extent of oy
conntry, There are two notable facly
that afford such elear proof to the coy.
trary, that appavent proof of the theory
drawn from narrow, isolated sections
cannot affect them., The first is this:
In Indians, (llinois, Wisconsin, Minne.
sotn, Towa, Missouri, Kansas, and Ng.
braska, there is a region, in ares, say
three hundred thousand square miles
that is now, and has been, while knowy
to the white man, practically treeless
and it is a recent discovery that this
vast extent of country is a desert, For,
taking this theory that the loss of forests
canses dronght, and drought sterility, it
follows that we nre miutu‘lfeu i lhilfking
that we live ina fertile plain that groans
with millions of bushels of corn and
wheat and other productions that can-
not thrive withont the proper amount
of moisture.

What has been the fact in regard to
this vast region? Tt is that, without
forests, it has had from time immemp.
rial, as large a rainfall, on the averng,
a8 those States which are largely coy-
ered with forests. Is there any possi-
ble way to get wround that fact? It
will not do to point to dronghts that
bave prevailed from time to time in
varying localities. They do not mili-
tate against the great truth stated; for
they were local, and, besides, dronghts
have prevailed similarly in wooded
distriets.

The next great fact is that our rain-
fall does not ecome, to any considera-
ble extent, from the evaporation of
moisture from the surfaoe of the land,
beld there by the forests and liberated
as needed, according to this theory:
but from the vast masses of vapor pro-
jeeted over ug, drawn from the Gulf
of Mexieo and the Pacific Ocean, and
which by uatural laws are precipitated
on us, regardless of wide prarie or
thick forest, These two facts, it seems
to me ntlerly destroy the theory,

How does experience affect the ques-
tion, looking at it from a local point?
In Indiane and Illinois, and perhaps in
a larger extent of conntry, our sessons
were dry for several years previous to
1876. Then we had o flood, and for
five years past there has beenan abun-
danco of rain.  In those dry years it
was common to cry out about the
cutting away of the forests. Have the
forests come back, that we lack not for
moisture? ‘

Here we are suffering from rain;
farmers (this middle of June) in some
parts have not been able to get their
corn, and one flood follows suother in
our bottoms, Iun the East you have
burnt up. How about the foresis—are
ours growing and yours lessening:
rapidly? This is only another instance
of arguing from hand to mouth, as
were,

His Honor was Sympathetic.

The Great Grizzly Exterminator of
California was Lrought before Justice
Moses to answer to n charge of having
beon drank on the street.  He had been
privately informed af the jail that hunt-
mg was the peculinr weakness of Lis
Honor, and advised to appeal to the fel-
low feeling of the Court, Judge Moses
looked sternly at Medicine Bill und said:
“William, you are charged with being
drunk; what have you to say?"

“Wall, yer Honor, I may have been a
little off, but yer see I've just comein
from & bear hunt, and felt like having o
good time,"”

“Boar hunt, did you say?" asked the
the Court, with evident interest.

“Yos, sir, I'm the boss grizaly-killer of
the Yosemite, Show me a grilzlv an’
I'll show yer some dirty work, 1'm s
bad man ter elean up after, 1 am."

““Well, now, this Court isn'tany slonch
of a grizzly-slayer itself, This tribnnal
of justice used used to hunt bears and
gleep in n blanket over in California.
You've heard of Grizaly Adams and
Mountain Charlie, of course?”

Medicine Bill admitted that he had,
aud in faot was intimately acquainted
with both these mighty hunters,

“Well, this Court had the honor of
teaching both those gentlemen the knack
of catehing o grizzly by the tail sod pull-
ing bis apine ont.”

Medicine Bill said he had often soen
them doit, and heard them tell how they
learned the trick from his Honor. _

The Court looking solemnly at Medi-
cine Bill, asked him bow long it woull
tuka him to get out of town and point
himself toward the Sierra, where the
gnizzly roums in his native wilds.

Medicine Bill allowed that if he didn’t
break a leg he wouldn't be more than ten
minutes inside the city limits, snd the
Court told him to go.— Virginia Chron-
vle.

Mexpivg Roans.—A favorite method
with too many of the overseers of roads,
is to repair them by scraping out the
soft, loose earth or mud from the ditches
alongside, and then gathering all the
weeds from the gandens or other places.
and loose trash generally, to fill up the
holes. 'These soon rot, the loose earth i
ground ont, und there is left a mud hole
bigger and more unsightly than the
original one. Such holes should be in
variably filled up with pure gravel, if to
be had: if not, with the driest, Lardest
soil to be found near by. A subsoil it
better for this than a surface soil, as it
has less vegetable matter in it to decay
and form mud. After roads are smoothed
and all rats and holes filled up, they
should have & coat of gravel, if to be ob-
tained even at 8 md-ﬂ;ble cost, unless
they are macadamized. Then they cab
be kept hard, smooth and dry fnrsluﬁ
time, without additional expense.—Ka
New Yorker.

“Kind words are never lost.” ADY

.| one who does not believe this bas only o

read the letters submitted in evidence 18
any bresch-of-promise suil.




