
of tobacco. That pipe is now used daily by
balf a dozen of my comrades. "We " take
turns" at ii and it affords us about the only
consolation we have here. A poor fellow wag
murdered last night not far from my wig-

wam. A bloodthirsty guard shot at a man
who was standing near the dead-lin- e smoking
his pipe, but missed him and killed a man
who was lying on the ground asleep some dis-

tance away. The entire top of the victim's
skull was shattered to pieces. As a geuoral
thing, the guards who murder prisoners
without the semblance of provocation are
mere boys just from home or foolish old
men. who imagine that killing an unarmed
Yankee is a very heroic achievement. In
one day last month, a boy fourteen years of
age murdered three prisoners froni his sentry-

-box. Some of the "white-coate- d mili-

tia5' who did so much shooting when our
regiment first arrived here were sent to the
front a short time ago, and rumor ha3 it
that they have all been raptured. If we
are ever exchanged, what a comfort it would
be ior us to be sent to guard the scoundrels.
General Pat Cleburne, of the rebel army, a
portion of whose division captured our
regiment, is a native of Ireland, and was
formerly a sergeant in tue Juntisu army.
Previous to this war he was practicing law
in Arkansas. On the opening of hostilities
he raised a company and took the field as a
captain in the First Arkansas infantry.
Among Union troops he has the reputation
of being a fighting general, but the rebels
say that his career thus far has been suc-

cessful by reason of the strict discipline he
enforces in his command.

Sept. 6th. This continual swinging be-

tween hope and despair is trying indeed.
To-Sa- y I secured a rebel newspaper, and
with my own eyes read that an exchange of
prisoners is in progress at Charleston. No
reliance can be placed on the statement,
however. We continue to learn of the suc-

cess of Sherman's army. "While our enemies
sneer at our sufferings and misery, we laugh
at their doleful and elongated visages
every time fresh war news arrives.

I wish to preserve the following fact:
"When this camp was first established an-aic- hy

prevailed. The rebels made no attempt
to preserve order among the prisoners. A
faction of ruffians banded together under the
name of "Raidors," whose avowed object
was to persistently plunder the" camp. Under
their domination murders" and robberies
were common occurrences. Even in day-

light men were struck down in the streets,
beaten to the point of death, and robbed of
everything they possessed. No one dared to
assist the victims, for a Raider had only to
raise a cry of distress, and a horde of his
fellow-robbe- rs would hasten to his assist-

ance. Their clubs would soon terminate
resistance. At night the cry of murder was
heard at all hours. No one dared to inter-
fere or attempt to aid a friend. Death was
the punishment of such temerity. At day-

light the bodies of men who had been beaten
to death in the streets were found; also the
bodies of men who had had their throats cut
during the night; other bodies were also
sometimes found buried under a slight cov-

ering of earth. A couple of Indians belong-

ing to a "Wisconsin regiment were attacked
in their hovel one night, but offered a des-

perate resistance, killing one of the Haiders
and repelling the others. The next night
the Indians remained awake, and watched
for another visit from the assassins. To-

ward morning the Raiders came, but one of
them was stabbed and killed, and the rest
abandoned such unprofitable customers.
"Whenever new prisoners came into the
stockade the Raiders set upon them, beat
them cruelly, and stole every article of the
least value they had'with them. These out-

laws even went so far, on one occasion, as to
capture the provision wagons and take for
their own use the rations that were designed
for the entire camp. A perfect reign of ter-
ror ensued. Men lay down at night expect-

ing at any moment to be assailed or mur-
dered. "Is there to be no end of this ? " was
the anxious question of all. At length there
was an answer.

A party of bold and resolute men held a
secret conference. The terrible problem was
discussed in all its bearings, and under the
title of "Regulators" they determined to
wage war on the Raiders and establish order
or perish in the attempt. They armed
themselves with clubs, summoned volun-
teers to join them, elected a chief, organized
companies, and one day opened the contest.
Crossing the swamp they marched boldly
upon the quarters of the Raiders, in the
southeast corner of the prison. A fierce
battle ensued, for the Raiders put five hun-
dred strong men into action. After a bloody
struggle the Regulators won a complete vic-

tory. A court was at once created and
juries were impaneled. It was found im-

possible to collect satisfactory evidence
against all the criminals, but cases were
made out against nearly a hundred of them.
They were allowed attorneys, their trials
were conducted with dignity and fairness,
and six of them were sentenced to death,
and lighter punishments were meted out to
the remainder. By permission of the rebel
authorities a rude scaffold was erected with-

in the stockade. "When all preparations had
been concluded, in the presence of 30,000
prisoners, the six convicted murderers were
marched to execution. The rope broke with
one of them, and he fell to the ground. Ris-

ing to hi3 knees he implored for mercy, but
he was dragged back to his place, and in
another moment was again dangling in air.
Another of them, appalled by the fate of his
comrades, broke from the party guarding
him and fled across the swamp, but the pris-

oners on the other side clubbed him to
death. "When these horrifying scenes were
over the Regulators formed themselves into
a regular police force, increased their num-

ber to one thousand men, gave their com-

mander the title of Chief, and conferred upon
him autocratic powers, voted themselves
double allowances of food, to be taken daily
from the prison supplies; posted sentinels
both by day and night in all quarters of the
camp, in the streets, at the wells, and at the
ration wagons, and conscientiously endeav-

ored to enforce justice and order. A few
weeks subsequently a Union regiment came
in, the members of 'which had just drawn
their veteran bounty, and who, by the
terms of their capitulation, were not plun-
dered by the rebels. This money gradually
worked into circulation, bakeries and sutler
shops were started, and trading and business
began. The chief deserves great praise for
the ability with which he administers affairs,
and when the war is over should be rewarded
with a commission in the United States
Regular army. He is a swarthy, robust man,
about thirty years of age, with a heavy black
mustache, a rude, earnest tone of voice, a
threatening eye, ana conunauding air, He
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usually dresses in the costume of a sailor.
Tie is shrewd and intelligent, and rules his
little dominion with as much unlimited
power as the Czar of Russia. The Regula-
tors were organized and led in battle by Ser-

geant Leroy L. Key, of the Sixteenth Illinois
cavalry. On the day following the execution
he and six of his companions were taken out
of the stockade on parole, lest they should be
assassinated by Raider sympathizers. He
subsequently made his escape, but was re-

captured, and on the 2-it- h of November, ISO 1,

he was exchanged at Savannah. Ho died at
Springfield, 111,, in April, 1831, The defeat
of the Raiders occurred on July 3, 18G4. The
six murderers were hanged on July 11th.
Their names were as follows : John Sarsfield,
One Hundred and Forty-fourt- h New York ;

"William Collins, Eighty-eight- h Pennsylva-
nia; Patrick Delaney, Eighty-thir- d Penn
sylvania; Charles Curtis, Fifth Rhode Island
artillery; A. Munn and AY, R, Rickson,
United States navy.

Sejit. 7th. A rumor started at about dusk
last night to the effect that eighteen detach-
ments had received orders to be ready to
march from tho stockade at a moment's
notice. The tale was generally greeted with
skeptical jeers. By bed-tim- e, however, tho
fact was everywhere established that such
orders had actually been received. Tho
members of tho lucky detachments are ex-

tremely excited. As yet none have- left us,
but we can see that the railroad track at the
depot is massed with cars. The great query
is, Are we going home or to some other
prison? The rebel guards say that we aro
to be sent to Charleston for exchaugo, but
they may have been instructed to do so in
order to deter us from attempting to escape
on the route. The old prisoners state that
every time they have ever been removed
from one point to another they havo been
humbugged in this mannor with the story of
an exchange. Half tho men in this prison
did not sleop last night owing to the intense
excitement that prevails. If we do not go
home hundreds will die of disappointment.
They will give up this fearful struggle for
existence. In all my experience I never
before realized the necessity of courage and
determination as I realize it here. The mo-

ment a man's courage is broken he is gone.
His death follows as a natural consequence.
Thousands of prisoners around me may be
said to be living without hope. They have
waited so long for tho day of deliverance
that they almost believe it will never come.
Nevertheless, they face the future with a
cynical ana stoical courage winch I never
witnessed before. The courage of the soldier
in battle is active. Hero we must have
passive courage or die.

Sept. Slh. All day yesterday and all
through last night prisoners wero being
shipped away. Eighteen detachments have
bidden us farewell. The streets are still
crowded, business goes on as usual, but
prices are not so exorbitant. On account of

the removals in progress our rations have
been seriously shortened. Last evening, to
serve for twenty-fou- r hours, each man drew
less than a pint of coarse cornmeal and a
thin piece of raw bacon an inch long and
about an eighth of an inch wide. Neither
wood nor salt was issued to us. Not half
the men have been able to cook their food,
for lack of fuel. I am almost famished, and
am so debilitated by starvation that the least
undue exertion makes me nearly sick. This
is a gloomy, cloudy day, but we are hopeful,
and everything looks bright ahead

Sept. Qlh. "We have suffered unusually to-

day from the intense heat. Detachment after
detachment 3 leaving us. As the boys march
out we bid them good-b- y with loud cheers.
The rebels say a general exchange is going
on at Charleston, and that every man of us
will be homeward bound within ten days.
The news seems too good to be true. The
general determination is to prepare for either
fortune. If home is our destination, we will
bo glad to get there. If another prison
awaits us, our minds aro settled for its hor-
rors. I have noticed more than the usual
number of dead bodies lying in the streets
to-da- y. The excitement of this reputed ex-

change is proving fatal to many. Half an
hour ago, while going to the swamp for
water, I found a mere boy stretched across
my path, half-dea- d with starvation and dis-e:is- e.

ne had no shelter over him, and not
a friend was near him. His pallid face was
turned up to the scorching sun; his eyes
were closed, and his breast heaved with
mortal agony. I slopped a moment to pity
him, when a kind-hearte- d German came up
and proposed that we do something for him.
We hunted up an old rotten blanket some
departed prisoner had abandoned, and with
a few sticks improvised a miserable shade
for his face, and then left him. "That's
what a man gets for fighting for his country,"
cried a faint-voice-d invalid not far away.
"When we came back from tho swamp the
boy was dead. This is only an instance of
what I have seen every day since I have
been here. Since the 1st of June more than
nine thousand men have been carried to
their graves from this loathsome prison-pe- n,

and thousands of others have been ruined
in health for life.

Sept. 10th. The good work still goes on ;

thousands of prisoners are leaving us daily.
Trains of box and cattle cars are running
day and night, heavily laden, bearing them
northward. In the meantime, judging by
appearances, those of us who remain are
doomed to starve. All tho food I have had
to-da- y has been a little unsalted gruel made
from meal I tried to save up for my journey.
Anything, however, so we finally get out of
this den or horrors. A new species of strategy
has been developed by the removals now
going on, which we term " flanking." When
a detachment is about to march out, men
who do not belong to it crowd into its ranks,
and if lucky enough to be counted off by
the rebel officer they pass out, and as many
unfortunate fellows at the rear of the column
are cheated of their chances and forced to
remain. Tho exodus is beginning to thin
out our city, leaving plenty of fuel and room
for exercise.

Entered ncconllnp: to net of Confrresa in the yenr
1882 by The National Tribune in tho offlce of tho
Librarian of Congress at Washington.

A HUSBAND DECEIVED.
The "Wheeling (West Va.) Register publishes

a confession from Mrs. John Scarlott, the wife
of an iron-mold- er of that city, to the effect
that she had on threo different occasions ob-

tained infants from the Philadelphia alms-
house and successfully palmed them off on
her unsuspecting husband. The first and
second died, but the third is a pretty little
girl of five years, to whom its " parents " aro
greatly attached.

It is true that a man may ruin himself by
frankness bat few men go to their rain in
that way.

THE GIRL SOLDIER.

Written for The National Tribune by A. J. ioson,
M D., Co. D, 148tm Regt. Ius. Vows,

I was on detailed duty as surgeon at the
U. S. General Hospital, Tullahoma, Tennes-
see, during the spring of 1805. "We had had
an accession of new patient3, and every ward
was crowded to its utmost capacity. The
troops in the vicinity had been augmented
by three or four new regiments, and an opi-deni-ic

of measles was at its maximum, and
very fatal. It was a dark time, and many a
delicate youth, who had always had the
comforts of a well - ordered home and the
tender enre of an affectionate mother, found
here a hard couch, and with a fevered brow
and a sad heart, wundered in his thoughts
or delirium back to associations of ehild- -
hood with its innocent and happy sports.

Our surgeon, Major Samuel Hart, was a
noble man, who, with his equally noble wife,
resided in tho town, while myself and two
other assistant surgeons occupied a large tent
in tho vicinity of tho hospital. Our tent was
provided with a floor and well furnished.
"We had an abundance of books and papers,
and, had it not been for bad health and the
dark clouds of sectional strife which ob-

scured our National sky, my duties would
havo been one of t ho pleasant opisodes of-lif-

Our hospital was three-stor- y build-
ing, with porches, high nV.tl airy rooms, and
broad firo-place- s, and had been designed for
a Southern tavern. My post of duty was
ward No. ., in tho third story, and I had an
averago of about forty-fiv- o patients. The
regulations required mo to see and prescribe
for them onco a dny, but I always visited
my ward twico and sometimes oftener. In
tho morning, attended by the ward master,
I examined each patient and prescribed. At
eight o'clock p. m. I returned to tho ward to
see that the attendants were faithful in the
performance of their duties, prescribed for
new patients, or made changes in the treat-
ment of the morning if necessary.

Some of our patients were very youthful
mere boys who contrasted in a marked
manner with men of largo frame and brawny
limbs, and strangely, indeed, with men
in advanced life with whitened locks and
tho decrepitudes of ago upon them. Among
this mixed and varied crowd, with every ex
treme of life in years, habits, talent, aud cul-

ture, I observed Avith interest a youth who
appeared to be about eighteen years of age,
very frail and very fair, a privato soldier
from an eastern regiment. His name was
Charley II , and his disease was the
measles. Like many others he had pro-

gressed finely for a fovr days, then grew
worse and commenced sinking, his case re-

sisting all the appliances of medical skill.
There was nothing about him different

from other boy-patien- ts except his extreme
fairness a feminine mould and charm a
something more delicate and spiritictllt. His
patience and address soon gained the good
will and caro of attendants, and his culture
and refinement the respect and sincere
friendship of all. Everything done foi him
was always right, and he was grateful for
the smallest attention and kindness. "We

became much attached to him without alto
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with reversed arms and strains of sad music,
to his last resting place among the honored
dead.

I had visited my ward for tho last time
that day. My colleagues were in their beds,
and I was preparing for rest when the orde-

rly-sergeant presented himself and said:
" Surgeon of ward No. 3 is wanted. Char-

ley H is dying."
I sprang to my feet. " Yery well, I'll be

there in a few minutes." I put on my coat,
picked up my memorandum book, and was
soon at the bedside of Charley. I was often
sent for. Sometimes patients fancied them-

selves worse; sometimes my presence was
indispensable, and very often I was made
the confidant of some poor fellow's dying
message to his parents or wife and children.
There were scenes in that hospital which I
shall never forget There were prayers,
offered that would melt the hardest heart.
There were developments of friendship and
love that no human author can portray. I
have seen a friend linger over a dying
couch, when the exhalations of disease were
as poisonous as the breath of tho simoon. I
have seen the dying soldier cover a photo-

graph of wife, sister or sweetheart with the
kisses of fondest affection or most passionate
love, that ceased only when the eye lost its
lustre and the muscular grasp its strength
in the stillness of tho last long sleep.

I sought tho bedside of Charley. His
pulse was weak aud rapid, his breathing hur-
ried and laborious. He roused from a fitful
slumber, with an unearthly brightness in
his eyes. Ho knew me in a moment, and a
smile lit up his emaciated face. He caught
my hand in both of his, and said:

" Doctor, I am dying ! "

"I know that, Charley; can I do anything
for you?"

"Yes," said he, with eagerness. He closed
his cye3 and relaxed his hold on my hand
and lay for some moments still and silent1
It was now quite lato,tind all the nurses,
except the two on duty, were in their wel-

comed beds. Tho lights burned dimly, and
the stillness was only broken by the call of
some patient for water, or the low-mutteri- ng

delirium of some one neariug the dark val-

ley. "Doctor, I want to tell you some-
thing."

"Very well, Charley, what is it?" I in-

clined my head that I might hear more dis-

tinctly. He put up his arms and encircled
them about my neck, and drew me close to
him. Then he put his lips close to my ear
and whispered something that made me
start. I

"What?"
" Hush ! I am not what you all take me

to be ; I am a woman ! "

It would be impossible for me to describe
my feelings. A thousand thoughts flashed
through my brain, a thousand emotions
filled my heart. There I had been for
months, surrounded by tho sick, the dying
and tho dead. I had mingled with suffer-
ing, disappointment and sorrow in every
form and of every shade, and had patiently,
calmly, faithfully done my duty, and" kept
my manhood in equanimity, but now tho
hot tears ran down my cheeks and my heart
seemed almost breaking. Never before had
I realized the greatness of the calamity that
the rebellion had entailed upon our once
peaceful aud happy couutry. It ig true I Jiad.

seen and felt, but I had endeavored to com-

fort myself as became a dignified member of
my profession. I looked on disease in the
light of medical science, and endeavored to
mitigate suffering with skillful treatment
and gentle hands, I had cheered the de-

sponding with words of hope and loudness,
and had devoted myself entirely, fearlessly
to my duties, but never till now did I feel
fully the vastncs3 of my responsibilities,
never till now had my heart thrilled with
the anguish that filled a hundred thousand
homes with sorrow, bereavement, and deso-

lation.
"Doctor, I want yon to do this. You

knovr mj sex now, and I do not wjsh any one
else to know it. Promise me that you will
keep my secret. You yourself place me in
my coffin- - Swear to me "

"Bat why? What is your name? In
the ramo of ail that is good, what was your
motive for joining the army? Tell me all! "

"No! I would haye told you nothing
could I have been sure that my secret would
not havo been found out. Do you promise
me?"

"I will do as you wish, and sacredly per-
form my trust. Have you parents, brothers
or sisters ? "

"No ! I am alone in the world. My bright-
est hopes have been blighted. I have noth
ing to live for but my country, and for the
stars and stripes I die ! I go to meet dear
ones on the beautiful shore. I go to the
arms and affections of those whose love per-
ished not, even in death. "When they had
gone I found comfort in friendship, and joy
in tho bright, sweet dreams of a love that
comes but once to mortals. But he was
false ! Doctor, I give my life for my country.
I havo fought to defend its rights and main-
tain its honor. And now farewell. God bless
you meet me there ! "

And with these words, and others that I
have forgotten, she ceased from exhaustion.
The cold sweat "stood thickly on her brow,
a bright hectic spot burned on each cheek,
the eye grew lustreless and closed, a slight
convulsion passed' over her frame, and she
ceased to breathe. The pulse fluttered a
moment longer, the color faded from the
check, and the Girl Soldier was dead!

Gladly would I have obtained the history
of her life, tho great grief that had blighted
her stainless heart and its pure affections,
the secret of her self-impos-ed martyrdom
on the altar of our country.

"I found joy in tho bright, sweet dreams
of a love that comes but once to mortals;
but he was false!"

Oh God! must thy creatures still suffer,
still drink the bitter cup ! Must those most
pure in heart, most nohle in purpose, by
nature so capable of intense enjoyment,
so sensitive to suffer keenly must those
most worthy of all that makes love and life
desirable weep over the grave of crushed-affection- s

and blighted expectations, or linger
only in the delusive smiles that cluster
around tho mockery of worthless vows!

I called one of the nurses. " Charley is
gone," I said. The nurse rubbed his eyes,
gasped, and deliberately took a chew of
tobacco.

"Tell you what, Doc, the measles play
the diclceiis with the hoys. That's five to-- W
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body onto the bier, bore it out to the
porch, and threw a blanket over the cold
clay.

"Tom, don't move that boy till I give
you permission ; and get his coffin early."

At 9 o'clock tho next morning I helped
iCarry the bier to the dead-hou- se ; helped put
the inanimate form into the coffin, and nailed
down the lid myself. '

We buried " Charley" with the honors of
war, aud for the first time this sketch of the
" Girl Soldier " is given to the public.

BUCK GRANT.
JIott Gen. Grant's Son Was Jlittencd by a Cali- -

fornin lleirois.
A correspondent of the Charleston News

and Courier writes from San Francisco : The
story of how Buck Grant courted Miss Flood
is in everybody's mouth in San Francisco.
"We all like Miss Flood," said a San Francisco
lady, "she is so sensible, so democratic, and so
frank and womanly. I tell you, we were all
glad when sh e mittened Buck Grant." When
Gen. Grant arrived in San Francisco from his
trip around tho world he was entertained by
Gov. Stanford, Charles Crocker, and Mr. Flood.
Grant took a great fancy to Flood. A fine

--looking girl, with a prospect of four or fivo
millions, is an interesting obj ect to any parent
who has a poor boy to fit out. She is a splen-
did girl, without any money. But as I was
saying, Gen. and Mrs. Grant liked Miss Flood.
They urged Buck to try and get her. He
was the most devoted lover I ever saw. He
was at her side every moment. Well, ho
finally proposed, and Miss Flood, without
any especial thought, sakl: "Yes, if father
agrees to it." '

Buck hurried back to 'Frisco, and went to
tho rich banker at his office in the Nevada
Bank. Mr. Flood listened to tho young man
respectfully yes, with pleasure. But still
he turned to Buck and said :

" It's till very well to talk about getting
married, but you have no money to support
a wife with. What are your chances in tho
future?

Young Grant said he had no business, but
was willing to do anything.

" Very well," said tho millionaire. "You go
back to New York, buy the stocks I tell you
to, and deal for six months as I suggest, and
I think we can fix you out."

" Ho bought stocks just as Flood told him
to. Everything Buck Grant bought made
monoy. Every point Flood gave him tho
great millionaire was sure to come out right.
It was not long before young Grant had
$100,000 ahead. Flood told him to go in
again and doublo it. Grant kept right on,
Flood arranging it so that he should make.
Soon Grant hd $200,000. It began to turn
his head. Everything was talking about
Buck Grant's snecess. He didn't think it
was Flood behind him who was making tho
money for him. But it was Flood, and he
was doing it so tho world wouldn't say ' ho
marries my daughter for her money."'
"What was the result?" I asked. "After
young Grant had made $200,000 and all the
world was talking about it, the Floods began
to think it time to bring him back to Cali-

fornia to complete the nuptial arrangements.
It was then that Buck Grant began to get
dizzy-heade- d. He was courted and flattered
by other girls then, for the money which
Flood. Jind. m,&de for him, Ho gtarted back,

for 'Frisco, but tarried in Chicago to attend
club dinners and to meet young ladies. He
began to forget Miss Flood, who is a girl of
spirit. He sauntered along over to California.
At 'Frisco he found Miss Flood was down to
Menlo Park, their magnificent country seat.
He immediately commenced receiving invi-
tations, and accepting them from other young
ladies, Miss Flood expected him to take the
first train for Menlo Park, Mr. Flood was
disappointed in the young man. He called
to see him at tho Palace Hotel. Young
Grant excused himself by saying he was
sick, but the great banker saw that he had
made a mistake. The poor, frank boy of a
year ago had become inflated. Success had
turned his head. He even kept Mr. Flood
waiting in his parlor while he finished a con
versation with some one else. That night
Flood went back to Menlo a disappointed
man. ne told his daughter that he believed
they had both made a mistake. Miss Flood's
pride was humiliated. She had a great fight
with herself. She said: 'What would the
world say? The envious girls in San Fran-
cisco are even now talking about me.' So
she wrote to young Grant, but never sent the
letter. She said : ' If he can't come straight
to me I don't want him.' Finally, when
young Grant called on her at Menlo Park,
she was in San Francisco, and he did not see
her. In 'Frisco she learned that young Grant
had been flirting with several young ladies,
not particularly her friends. So she wrote
him a plain note, saying she would release
him altogether if it would please him. This
made yoang Grant mad, and, being half in
love with another young lady, he continued
his flirtations till the Floods gave out pub-
licly that the engagement was off."

" Did Miss Flood mind, it much ? "
"Not personally. There was never very

much love." She is still in great demand,
and even since then she has refused a mar-
quis and a count, who were searching aroundi
Prince-de-Bourbon-li- for a little wife and
a good deal of money.

HOW SENATOR RANSOM STOOD THE
HEAT.

There is Matt. Ransom, the cavalier senator
from North Carolina the most graceful,
magnificent, and Adisonian statesman in
Congress who will not say "How are yon?"
but in a metaphor, nor Temark on the weather
except in an apostrophe. He put up his life
and the hopes of the tar-he- el State on the
maintenance of his style and buttoned-u- p

Prince Albert coat. When the thermometer
got to 00 he unbuttoned the top button and
mopped his dome of thought with a big
handkerchief, as he sighed aloud and deliv-

ered an ornate apostrophe to the babbling
brooks that flow from the bubbling fountains
in the meadow valleys and mountain peaks
of Vallambrosa (Ashe county, N. C.) At 95
he displayed a little more shirt bosom, and
at 96 fired out the fourth button and a meta-

phor on the naval appropriation bill. When
the mercury got to 98 the Prince Albert
toga was thrown open, and at 100 he had
rushed to' his room, whence he appeared
directly in a striped jump-jack- et sack-co- at

that was either cut at high tide or must have
belonged to his youngest boy. The able
Senator is as popular as he is famous and
wise, and among his great achievements is

a ' t L : "he necessary sacrifice
ff 1 m '- - mstances. Richmond
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f. ng atrocity and start--
"T itted a short distance

from Calhoun, Ky., not far from this city, last
evening. There was a country dance, which
a young girl of the neighborhood named Ida
Parger attended, and rival sweethearts of the
young lady named Hiram SiechristandLouis
Ragland also were present. She was a cause
of contention, each wanting to dance with
her. The girl, who is good-lookin- g and
graceful, engaged to dance with both in the
same set in an endeavor to avoid disturbance.
When the music struck up each claimed her
hand, resulting in an exchange of blows.
The lookers-o- n interfered and remonstrated
against breaking up the ball. Both men
were put out of the barn where the ball was
being held and renewed the fight in a cow-lo-t.

For some time both men used their
fists, but Siechrist being the lighter of the
two and appreciating his incompetency to
cope with Ragland, drew a knife, and after
terrible punishment while opening it, he ap-

proached Ragland and inflicted a dangerous
wound on the left cheek.

The by-stande- rs dragged Siechrist away
and persuaded him to go home. This ho
seemed inclined to do, but when loosed a
moment he made a rush at Ragland, who,
being off his guard and not looking for an
assault, had no protection. Siechrist made
a desperate slash at his throat, but missed
his mark several times, finally, however, suc-

ceeding. The fatal knife-blad- e entered the
neck below tho left ear, and passing on its
downard course, severed the carotid artery
and lodged and broke off in the left shoulder.
Ragland died almost instantly. Siechrist
leaped astride a horse roaming in the lot,
bare-backe- d and hatless, and jumping the
fence, disappeared in the woods. Evansvitte
Courier.

THE NORTHERN AND SOUTHERN SOL-
DIER.

, In tho actual soldierly qualities of tho pco-- 1

pie of the two sections there is probably but
little diflereuce. AH the talk about tho im-

petuosity, reckless daring, and joy of battle
which is said to characterize tho South in
contrast with tho North is mere twaddlo. The
charge at Mission Ridge, when tho army of
Grant outran his orders and went to tho sum-

mit instead of entrenching at tho foot of tho
slope, was tho great miraclo of iinpotuosity of
tho wholo war. On the other hand, the claim
of greater staunchness, of stubborn bulldog
grip, on tho part of tho North is equally non-

sensical. Petersburg is an eternal monument
of the power of the South to stand punish-

ment. The man who could boast of the supe-

rior staying power of the North with tho facts
of that marvelous defenso boforo him exceeds
in assuranco tho traditional Government mule.
Tho truth would seem to be that in mere soldierly
qualities tho men of tho two sections are very
fairly balanced. Each has certain advantages
which are counterbalanced by certain deficien-

cies. Tho South has a bettor general prepara-

tion for cainp-lif- o while tho North has moro
ingenuity and is better ablo to supply deficien-
cies of equipment and the liko. Tho North
has mora intelligence, but the South has more
homogeneity. Tho Southern soldior can sub-

sist on less and the Northern volunteer will
moro intelligently husband his resources and
securo himself against disease. In short, wo
believo that tho excellencies and defects of a
suddenly recruited army drawn from each
section for servico against a common enemy
aro so evenly balanced that no unprejudiced
observer could find ground on which to base an
intelligent proferenco. A Union Veteran in Our
Coit'tnn)U

MRS. LINCOLN'S AMBITION.
Her Determination to Become the Win. 0r a prCai

dent of the United States.
Tho correspondent of a Philadelphia pajeiwriting from Greenbrier White Stup.'

Springs, Vn., tells an interesting storv of 31 5Lincoln's girl-lif- e, courtship and marria-- e ile"
says :

Although Mrs. Lincoln's illness was notknown here, her ie was mentioned in aPleasant parlor conversation between ladieslast week, and some interesting re--

I rcston of Lexii,rtonf Ky., who whcn agirl, Miss Wickliffe, was well acquainted ViMary Todd, for both were then living in Lex-ington. Mrs. Preston said that Miss Todd hadalways insisted when quite a vom. irl thather husband would be President of "ti,0 UnitedStates, and as she did not then appear to be onewho would attract the attention of younjrmon,not bwng as handsome as most of her comi-10n- s.

many of the latter would laugh at tierprediction. While sho wa3 still young she ,t
into a girlish pet with her family and annonn ---

ed

that sho was going to make her home vhher sister, Mrs. Edwards, in Springfield, 111."

aim ueciarca mac sue would yet bo the wife ox
the President of theUnited States and triumph
over thoso who had opposed her.

Sho went, and was courted by boh Stephen
A. Douglas and Abraham Lincoln, and accept
tho latter. After becoming engaged to him .o
wrote to her friend, Miss Wickliffe, a playful
description of tho man of her choice, menti --

inghis unprepossessing appearance and awk-
wardness, and with a merry appreciation of tho
humor of tho prediction, again said: "HvH
mean to make him President of tho Unit d
States all tho same. You will see that, as 1 al-
ways told you, I will yet bo the President's
wifo." Years afterwards, in fact not more Hnten or twelve years ago, in looking ovor m0
papers of his father-in-la- Governor WiCk-liff-e,

who had just died, General Preston caiae
across a letter indorsed in Governor Wickliffe
handwriting, " The most remarkable letter ever
written hy one girl to another." This pro-c-
to bo the identical letter written by Mary Toud
in regard to her betrothed Abraham Lincoln.
When General Preston showed it to his wife,
she said she supposed that after reading it sio
had thrown it carelessly down on her father's
desk, attaching no importance to it, but le,
picking it up, was so impressed by it that he in-
dorsed it as quoted above, and laid it awy
among his papers, to bo found after the girlish
prophecy had been, fulfilled. Mrs. Lincoln's
talent for match-makin- g did not end with her-
self, for it was she who picked out Mary Har-
lan, tho daughter of the Senator from Iowa, for
her son Robert, and seeing her one evening at
tho opera, remarked, "I should liko Robert to
marry just such a girl as that." Her husband,
who heard her say it, then observed to Mr.
Sumner, "My wifo is a great match-make- r.

She will make a match between Harlan's
daughter and Bob; seo if she don't."

Subsequently Mrs. Lincoln sent .ris3 Harlan
a bouquet and began cultivating her acquaint-
ance and throwing her son and the young lady
together. Meantime the young people had met
at a hop at the National Hotel, in Washington,
and soon became interested in each other. That
was in tho spring of 1S65. Their marriage,
however, did not occur until September, 1S67 or
1S63 I think tho latter year and tho only
timo Mrs. Abraham Lincoln has visited Wash-
ington since her removal from the White
House after her husband's assassination was
when she attended her son's wedding there.
She has always been fond of his wife, even
since sho has been offended with him, and
Mrs. Robert Lincoln visited her last winter,
and hajLctoimco averv year --nrlieu her mother-in-la- w

has been in this country. Presidenir
Lincoln also was attracted by Miss Harlan, and
I was told by one who knows, and who spoke of.
it to me in Washington in the spring, that he
had before his death decided to take Mr. Har-
lan into his cabinet, and it was playfully said
that it was tho possibility of a match between
their children which first suggested tho idea to
him.

PRESIDENT ARTHUR AT HOME.
A correspondent of the St. Louis Globe-Democr- at

speaks of the President and his surround-
ings in his New York home and also at the
White House in the following pleasant strain:

President Arthur is an admirer and some-
thing of a judge of art work, and at his Lex-
ington avenue houso in XewYorkho has many
fine paintings and valuable engravings. With all
the bareness of the White House walls staring
him daily in tho face, ho refuses to despoil his
home of a single treasure or change tho least
one of its arrangements; a delicate sentiment
constraining him to wish everything there to
remain untouched a constant reminder of his
wife, to whose taste that habitation owc3 its
charm. He brought with him from Now York
the miniature portrait of Mrs. Arthur, set in a
finely wrought bronzo frame. This picture,
standing on a table in his bedroom, constitutes
the household shrine, and is lighted in the-evenin-

hours by tho shaded light of an an-

tique bronzo lamp. Tho privato staircase from
tho first floor leads up to the President's pri-

vate retreat, and it is shut off from tho rest of
tho corridor by a heavy portiere of raw silk
tapestry, shot with gold and silver thread. A
portiero of Turkish cloth on one side conceals
tho door of the pink and bluo Pompadour
apartment occupied by President Garfield, and
a similar drapery hangs at tho entrance to
President Arthur's pale azure chamber. Tho
arched window at tho end is filled with bloom-

ing plants ; the tloor is covered with a part of
the rich Turkoy carpet sent some years ago 03

a present to this Government frem the Sultan,
the prevailing tiut of which is a soft, rich
orange, and the furniture is covered with dark
gray-gree- n plush. A writing-des- k at one sidf
of this sitting-roo-m has its racks filled with
dainty, cream-tinte- d note-pape- r, and the center-

-table is strewn with tho latest books and
magazines. Several copies of tho North fmeri-ca-n

Review occupy a conspicuous place, and a
rich Venetian lamp, with a fluted, tulip shaped
globo of opal glass, stands on this table.

Big shaker rocking-chair- s, fans, and tho
daily papers of Washington and Now York
offor comfort and company for the idlo sum-

mer hours, and through tho curtained door-
ways there comes tho steady south wind. Bicr-stad- t's

fine pictures aro hung on the walls of
this informal apartment; tho largest, which
represents a dark and gloomy mountain-sid- e

canyon of tho Rocky Mountains, occupying tho
wall just abovo the stairway. On onesido of
it hangs a smaller canvas, showing tho great
Fan Geyser of the Yellowstone Park in full
play; and on the other side a view of the Yel-sto- no

Fall, with the amber waters pouring
straight over tho precipice and dashing down
tho canyon toward one. On the opposite wall
is the somewhat celebrated painting of a " Win-

ter Morning Scene in tho Yosemite," tha giant
rocks and valley walls powdered with soft lines
of snow, and tho trees bent and whitened with
tho accumulated flakes. Tho fifth picture
shows a calm, green-bordere- d lake, with a lono
fishorman floating over it in a boat, and drop-

ping his line meditatively Into its waters. All
of them aro worthy efforts of the great arist's
brush, and on a hot day the gazo rest3 envi-

ously on tho cool waters and the snow banks
of the wostcrn wonderlands.

A scientific article asks: " Will the com-

ing man use both arms ? " That depends on

whether the coming man's "mash" he a slim
girl or one of the stout variety.
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