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THE NEW GOLD REGION.

New and Additional Discoveries—The
Whole Town of Lisbon Turned Into a
MiningCamp.

[Special Telegram to the Globs. 1
Faego, Oct. 25.—The latest sensation

in regard to the gold discoveries about
Lisbon is the report to-day that gold has
been found in the immediate vicinity of
the town. A placer claim on 200 acres in
the Lisbon town site has been filed to-day,
being land on both sides of the Cheyenne
river, one and a quarter miles in length.
A mining association has been organized,

comprising a large number of prominent
citizens of Fargo and Lisbon. The dis-
covery of gold was made by John Kinar.
who b.33 a brick yard on the premises. It
is discovered that no patents have D6en is-
sued on tha land, and it is said that the
whole town will at once be covered by
placer claim?. The assessment put 3 its j
capital stock at $500,000. P. V. Raymond
i*president.

ilfax ]>::~oJ through Fargo
to-night eu route <

3UTUEW ARNOLD.
Ha inks There is Simie.L.atent GooU I'm

<)s. sir Wilde—He L)t»sn't Like American
Newspapers.

[Special Telegram to tho Globe.]
New Yohk, Oct. 25.—Mr. Mathew Arnold,

in a conversation this afternoon, sail
among other thiags: "Poor Wilde, whom
your newspapers treated so harshly when
he wa3 hero list, did not take away any-
thing like the sum of money that was
mentioned at tho time—nothiry like it.
I wa3 sorry to find ho was so badly used,
for there is latent good in him, I believe.
My lectures will be in the nature of
an experiment." Mr. Arnold cannot ac-
castom himself to the newspapers. '-I
canuot,"' he says, "yet get used to reading
these short paragraphs of jour daily press

\u25a0with any comfort. lam so accustomed to
go through the heavy leaders of our own
Times that to find the newspaper articles
themselves scarcely larger than the double
leaded heads yon pu!. over them, disturbs
my gense of proportion. I suppose that
the practice comes, as 6ome one has sug-
gested to me, from your American habit
oi reading in the cars and omnibasses.
The Amenein newspaper page has a frag-
mentary look to me.

The Star Uoute <iang.

New Yosk, Oct. 25.—The action brought
by John A. Wash against Thomas J. Brady
was called in the supreme court to-day.
The matter came up on motion to vacate
the order granted for the examination of
Brady bbfore the trial. The suit is based
upon a claim of about §420,000. The or-
der was vacated. la connection with this
suit an order ha.9 also been obtained to
fxamino Senator Win. P. Kellogg r.s a
witness, so that his deposition could be
used upon the trial. Senator Kellogg:, iv
an affidavit, says the order was not ob-
tained in good ft.i a, but was intended to
prejudice him on his trial on inuictmsuts.
\u25a0Judge Barrett vacated this order.

tw.'u Bound.
Milwaukee, Oat. 25.—The wind has

brfn blowing from the riorihwoi\i fora
week, lacking oca day, and navigation at
this and other Lnke Michigan ports is at a
stand still. All the docks between East
Water street bridge and Wolf <5> Davisorrs
yard, ell th.3 Flips and all the branches ere
filled with wind bound crafts, and reports
from Racine, Sheboysjan, Manitowoc and
mailer ports show the same condition of

affairs, nothing having moved during the
week. Among the fleet are steam craft,
grain laden vessels and a large number of
vessels bound for Escanaba. It is esti-
mated that over 100 wind bound vessels
are in port here to-day. The los3to own-
ers by tha delay is said to be very heavy.

Fire Engineers.
New Obleans, Oct. 24.—The eleventh

annual convention of the National Asso-
ciation of Fire Engineers met to-day,
Chief Joseph Barm, of Cincinnati, presid-
ing, H. A. HilL 'of Cincinnati, secretary.
Representatives were present from nearly
every state in the union. Mayor Behan, in
behalf of the municipality and citizens,
nude an address of welcome, extending
the freedom and hospitality of the city,
Charles F. Back spok9 oa behalf of the
lire department. Chief B. B. McCool, of
Pottsviile, Pa., responded in behalf of the
visitors.

?."•<! tonal Incendiaries.
N't* Yobk, Ocs. 24.—The annual mcct 1

in_- of the National board of eteam navi-
gation has begun, E. W. Gould of St. Louis
in the chair. Tne object of the meeting
is to have congress revise the present
steamboat laws, the first points looked to
being limiting the liabilities of steamboat
owners and to have the required te3t of
kerosene oil redaeed to 120 degrees.

The I'atrlarchal Circle.
The decision which was finally reached

was to the effect that the circle should con-
stitute a separate society, as distinct from
Odd Fellowship as Masonry is. The mem-
bers are still Odd fellows, bat candidates
will gain admission hereafter by election
and not by promotion. The demand of
the sovereign grand lod^e of Odd Fellows
that the qualification of the royal purple
adopted by the circle should be abolished
is th'js thought to be avoided and the
members saved from exyoramtmicatioa.

O'Djnnell'g Defense.
Chicago, Oct. 25.—Sullivan, one of the

couuselfor the defense of O'Donr.ell, ca-
blud trom London yesterday thit the pris-
oner had a good prospect of acquittal,
lint money was needed t j secure witnesses
from south Africa. The treasurer of the
( \u25ba'Donnell defense fund hare at once for-
warded £.\OOO.

ISot National.
Ottawa, Oct. 2.">.—lt is understood that

Lindsdowne, acting npon the suggestions
in Lome's answer to the last address pre-
sented him, has decided not toreceive ad-
dre*?es from Ejglish, Scotch or Irish 60-
--cieties.

An Answer Wanted.
\u25a0 bring us a casa of Kidney cr Liver

\u25a0 ric Bitters will not speedily
cure! We Bay they cannot, as thousands of cases

permanently eared, aad who ar? diily
recommending Eleatrio Bitters will prore.
Blight's Dieeaoe, Diabetes, Weair Back, or any
urinary complaint quickly cured. Theyparity the b.ood, regulate the bowels, and net
directly on the di*oa«ed pans. Every bottl •guaranteed. For sale at 58c a bottle by LambieIk-thune,

ALife Saviug Present.
Mr. 11. E. Allison, Hutchinson, Kan., saved

his lifeby a simple Trial bottle of Dr. King's
New Discovery for Consumption, •which caused
him to procure a large boctie that completelycared him, when doctors, chang9 of climate
and everything else had failed. Asthma, Bron-
chitis, Hoarseness, Severe Coughs, and all
Taroat and Lung Diseases it 13 guaranteed % >
cure. Trialbottles free -itLambie &Bethuae's
Drugstore. Large size $1.00.

DUFF BROWFS RIDS.

A. Locomotive Chased by an Ava«

lanelio of Flame.

Engineer Brown's Dash Down tho

Mountain Side from Frosycet

to Erocton in Front of a
Blazing; Oil Train.

[Dunkirk Letter in New York Sun.]
"Idon't expect to live much longer, and

after I am dead I want you to put in the
papers tho story of that ride I had from
Prospect to Brockton in ISCD."

The speaker was Duff Brown, an old loco-
motive engineer, who was lying at his home
in Portland, this county, dying with con-
sumption. This was several weeks ago. On
the Tth of this month ho die-1. Ho was
nearly GO years old. His story of tl>o awful
ride is this:

"InISC9 Iwas running a mixed train en
the Buffalo, Cony & Erie railway. Tho
track between Prospect or Mayville Summit
and Brockton Junction is so crooked that,
while the distance is actually onlyten miles,
the curves make it by rail fourteen. Tho
grade for the whole distance is over seventy

! feet to the mile.
"About 9 o'clock on tho night of Aug. 17.

1869, we reached the Summit with itrain cf
two passenger cars, six oil cars and al ox
car. The latter contained two valua le trot-
ting horses, and their keepers with tiiom, on
their way; Ibelieve, to the Clevelan . meet-
ing. There were fiftyor sixty passengers ia
the two car;. Igot tho signal from tiro con-

I ductor to start, and I pulled out. Vv'o had
got under considerable headway, when, look-
ing back, Isaw that an oilcar in the middle
of the train was on Cre. Ireversed my en-
gine and whistled forbrakes. Tn_ coauueter

I and brakeman jumped off. They v coupled
the passenger cars and set the brakes >n them,
bringing them to a stop. Supposing Chat
the brakes on the burning oil car \u25a0 would
also bo pat on, I called to a br&ksinan on
the box car to draw the coupling pin
between that car and the head oil tank, back-
ing so that he could do it, intending to run
far enough away to save the box car and lo-
comotive. As I ran on down the hill, after
the pin had been drawn, what was my horror
to see that the burning cars were following
me at a speed that was rapidly increasing.
The men had not succeeded in putting on the
brakes. Isaw that the only thins tobe done

I was to run for it to Brocton. and the chances
were that we would never reach there at the
speed which wo would be obliged to make
around those sharp reverse curves, where we
had never run over twenty miles an hour.

"When I saw the flaming cars—for the
whole -.->: were on fire by this —plunging
after me, an.l only a few feet away, Ipulled
the throttle open. Tho oil cars caught me,
though, before Igot away. They oani3 with
full force against the rear of the box car,
smashing in one end and knocking tha
horses and their keepers flat on the floor.
The beat was almost unbearable, and, do my
best, Icouldn't placo more than thirty feet
between the pursuing column of fire and

i ourselves. .By the light from the furnace,
as my fireman opened the door to pile
in the coal Icaught sight of the face of j

one of the horsemen in the box car, he
having climbed up to the grated opening in
tho end. It was as pale as death, and ho
bogged me for God's sake to give her more
stoaia. I was giving her the: 1 all the steam
she could carry, and tho grade it\u25a0•.•'t was j
enough to carry us down at the raU iif fifty

! miles an hour. We went so fast that the en-
! gine conldn'fc pump. Every time westruck
1 one 01 those curves the old girl would almost
:run on one set of wheels, and why in the
; world wo didn't tcp;;;e over is something I
never could understand. She seemed toknow
that it was a race of life and death, and j
worked as ifshe wore alive.. "The night was dark, and the road ran
through woods, deep rock cuts, and along
high embankments. There we were, thunder-

; ing along at lightning speed, and, only a few
paces behind us, that fiery dc on in fullpur-
suit. There were 50.000 sal.. \u25a0•<\u25a0• of oil inthose

tanks at least, and it was ail in flam?, mak-
ing a flying avalancho of 500 feet long.
The flames leaped into the air nearly a hun-
dred fwt. The roar was like that of some
great cataract. Now and then a tank woul J
explode with a noise like a cannon, when a
column of flamo aad pitchy smoke would
mouat high above the body of tha flames,
and showers ofburning oil would be scattered
about ia the woo.is. The whole country was
lighted up for miles around.

\u25a0'V."e!l, itwasn't long, going at tho rate we
maila, before the lights of Brocton came in
sigbtdownin the valley. The relief I felt
when these came i:i view was ;horfc lived, for
I remembered that train No. 0. on t'a-j Lake
Shore, would be due at tho Junction just
about the time we would reach it. Ko. li j
was the Cincinnati express. Our only hope, |
all along during th" race, l;ad !•\u25a0 en that the

in 1 •' Junction would think far
enough to open tue switch there, connecting j
the cross-cut track with the iAkn S:-,:.-^

trade, ana let us run mon tue latter, where i
the grade would ba against us, if anything,
and wiiere we could soon g?t o;it cf tha wav
of the oil cars. The switch, of course,
would be closed now for tho express, and our
last hope was gone, unless the expre.-\u25a0.> was
late, or somebody had sense enough to flag it.
While we were thinking of this we saw the
express tearing along toward ths Junction.
Could we reach the Junction, g<.-t the switch,
and the switch be set back for the express be-
fore the latter got there? Ifnot, there would
be an inevitable crash, in which not only we
but probably scores of others would be
crushed to death. All this conjecturing did
not occupy two seconds, but in that two sec-
onds Ilived years.

"'Good God!'l said to my fireman, 'what
arc wo to do nov.-r

"Thj fireman promptly replied—und ho
was a brays little fellow—that I should
whistle for the switch and take the chances.
I did so. Ifaat whistle was one prolonged
yell of agony. Itwas a shriek that seemed
to tell us that our brave old engine knew our
jdanger and had her fears. Neither tho fire-
man nor myself spoke another word.

"Thank* !. to God! The engineer on the
express train seeing us tearing down that
mountain witlian eighth of a mile of solid
fire in close pursuit of us, knew in a moment
that only one thing could save us.' He whis-
tled for brakes, and sot his train to a stand
not ten feetaway from the switch. The switch-
man now answered our signal, and we shot
in on ihe Shore track and whizzed on up by
the depot and through the place likea rocket.
The burning cars followed us in, of course,
but their race was run. They had no pro-
pellingpower now, and after chasing usfora
mile they gave up thy pursuit, and in three
hours there was nothing left of them but

i smoking ruins.
"My lireman ana Iwere so weak when we

brought our locomotive to a stop that we
could not get out of the cab. The two horsa-
inen were unconscious in tha box car. The I
horses were ruined. And how long do yoa j
think we were in making that sixteen miles] i

We ran two miles up the Lake Shore track, j
Just twelve minutes from the Summit to the i
place where we stopped! A plumb eighty j
miles an hour, not counting the time lost get- !
ting under headway and stopping beyond j
Brocton." :\u25a0;:)-;;\u25a0,

Ifthe room opens upon a street, there is an
excuse for tho dainty sash curtains that les
in tae light, while they keen people outside
from looking in. Indeed, these sash curtains

of serym, or muslin —are pretty at any
time, and tone down the bright sunshine of
our American climate in a grateful way.
But they should not be white. "White cur-
tains at a window will destroy the color
effect of almost any room. If the sash cur-
tains are ofwhite stuff let them speedily be
rr.ade an ecru color, by them into
strong coffee; but it is better that they
should be wrought ofbrown or unbleached

fabric in tfco "first instance. Some of tha
Madras combinations of delicate grays and
green and pink are very "effective. Wo aro
also making in th""3 country now a material
similar U> Madras cloth, but not nearly as ex-
pensive, though nearly as etfeutive.

AMATEUR ACTORS.
Their Tribulations in New Jorsey-Jt

"Caste" with Too Much
Slow Music.

[New York Tribune.]

A party of youths and maidens set out
from iSew York with the highest of hopes \
b ma- ing in each immature bosom about ten j
d >ys ago. They were amateur actors and 1
ar-treses, and each on9cherished visions of
cue day being a Booth or an Anderson, a j
J ffe. son or a Mrs. Gilbert. They departed '
under tbo joint leadership ofa lady who has '
gained some local fame as a professional :
elocutionist, and a young gentleman whoso
chief claim to histrionic distinction coasists
in the fact that he once played with a "real" .

company fora week, in fact until the day for
the ''ghost to walk" arrived, and the manager
bskipped, n leaving the company fiftymiles
from anywhere. \

Uiant idea bad been conceived of
playing in a circuit cf small towns in New .
Jersey, "Ctiste'" and a fan/c being tua pro-
gramme. They told their friends they would
be away a v> eck, but at the end ofthree days
they once more trod Broadway. Haggard,
worn and depressed they sought tho sechi-
sioa of their respective homes and reinaiiiu.l
as tenaciously silent as the proverbial oyster
in rega d to the Lappenings and events of
their "tour." A Tribune reporter, however, .
met the leading male member of the troupe,
and from him heard the followingsad recital:

"Well, you see we played the firstnight at
a little town aot a hundred miles fromJersey
City. V.'c had not a bad house, and the cur- .
t;i.i was only fifty miautes late ia rising, j
B imo of the audieace rose to . tind wanted
tlieir money back, but we c.-:;- ned that tho
k uti oman who was to play Sam had been de-
tained ia New York, aad hada't turned up.
Fact was his 'boss' turned crusty and
woul ln't let him off, [though he produced a
t> 'egram saying that his grand-aunt was
d ia.j and wanted to bless him before she left
t.ie earth. Well, we got our prompter
to read his part, and all went off
tet-dass. You see, the prompter being on the
stag*, with the book, be could give us our
c les quite easily. I played Hawtree, you
1;now, but Iforgot my spirit-gum and had to
stick my mustache on with some bill-sticker's
paste Ifound in the dressing-room. It smelt
awful, and right ia the middle of the last act
the mustache dropped off. The audienco
laughed, but Icouldn't see anything funny in
it. Well, Ifelt quite dono up, so I stopped
with somo ofthe company all next day in the
town, aud only went oa to the next stand iv
time to get to the theatre and dress. ;

There was a beast of a little circus there, '

and they pitched right near the Masonic
hall where we had our 'show. The people
s°?iued to take to the circus, so there wasn't
much of a house. Ifound Mis Brown" (he
didn't call her Brown but the reporter has a
tender heart) "had eagageda local orchestra.
Just before Iwent on (you know Hawtree
and D'Alroy open the scene), Miss B. came to
me aad said, 'Ithink the tableau in the sec-
ond act drags a bit, so I told the leader of
the orchestra to give us a few chords.' 'Hoy/
about tli3 band cues;' said L 'Oh those are
right,' said sue. 'Itold him to begin when
Hawtree takes out Ms watch.' Well,
tha orchestra struck up the overture, aad it
then turned out it was-a brass baud cf about
forty performers, in fact, there were as
many persoas almost in the orchestra as there
were in the audience. We got through the
Crst act right enough. Ihad got seme spirit-
cuna, but my uniform coat BpHt up the bad:
as I was putting it ou for the second act, and
Iforgot all about the confounded chords tho
old lady had spoken to me about. Every-
thing went on swimnnngly. Esther began her
r.go::i2ing and I hauled out my watch and
told D'Alro3- it was time to go.

"As Idid so a fiendish din struck my ear; it
was the orchestra. They struck up 'The Girl
ILeft Behind Me,' which taeleaderevidently
thought the happiest of thoughts, for be
smiled complacently as ho waved his baton
wildly. Iyelled to him to stop, but he must
have thought Imeant go on, aad tho din grew
louder and louder. It was impossible to
tokeep our faces straight, aad Ishouted to
the prompter to ring the curtain down. But
bo didn't. Esther was ia tears of mortifica-
tion; Polly aad the Marquise screamed with
laughter, D'Alroy swore loudly and Isat
down and laughed tillthe tears came. In
about five minutes Eccles made his appear-
ance and did his comic drunken
entrance, and as he staggered across the stage
the curtain at length haltingly descended. It
appeared that the prompter liad been threat-
ened with a lamming by his big brother, who
played Eccles, if he let the curtain down be-
fore the latter had gone through bis amplified
drunken act, and Eccles was iv his dressing-
room aad knew nothing of the mo! teal difh-
calty. AVell, we were all broken up, Esther,
the manageress, got mad and made a speech
to the audienc?, telling them she was sbarae-
fullytreated, and all the money had to be re-
turned. We all quarreled among ourselves
aud came straight back home. How about
the receipts? Well, we nearly cleared our rail-
way fares tho first night."

An lusenioas American Engineer In
China.

[Mechanical Engineer.]
An American engineer of long experience

in one of the oldest marine engine shops in
this country went to China some few years
since and took charge of a line of steamers
there. One of these vessels had a Hirsch

wheel, -which is variable in pitch, and as it !
did not prove satisfactory, the American !
engineer demanded of the makeis of the

engines, Randolph &Elder, Glasgow, another
kind, forwarding a drawing of the one
wanted, which was simplya true screw eleven
feet diameter. Randolph & Elder replied ia
due course, declining to furnish another, say-
ing that if tha Hirsch wheel was taken oft
the vibration would be very great, acd
further that the drawing s«nt was evidently
made by a person unacquainted with screw
propulsion!

In going up the river subsequently the ship

before.
SAVINGTHE BOATS.

The lighter draught boats had little trouble !
in running the rapids and dashing ttu-ough
the state, but the heavier onos were saved
only with the greatest difficulty. Their guns !
were dismounted and hauled around the
rapids, ail of the ammunition removed, and
not a pound of dead weight was left aboard
to add to their periL In the case of the Mound
City, Carondolet, and others of that class,
dray and guy-ropes were attached and a thou-
sand men took hold and hauled and braced •
and polled thorn through narrow channels ;
and over shoal spot;. The dam was begun on j
May 1, and by the 13'.h tho entire fleet was
safely over.

DISAPPom'ED CONFEDERATES.
"When the Confederates discovered Porter's

fleet, in the trap Ihey f-'lt certain that he must
leave it there. Th? spring rise bad pasted,'
the river was constant: v fallioz. and thsv

lost her wheel and had to havo another.
Being anable to get one otherwise, the Amer-
ican engineer had a screw made in China by
native moulders, sweeping it up in the usual
\u25a0way. There being no large foundries then,
the iron was melted by natives in small cru-
cibles and poured into a ;arge ladle, whicb
was kept hot (untilitwas full) by fireexter-
nally. The casting was a complete success, j
and the ship made two mil;s an hour better
lime than with the Eirsch wheel.

A. Novelist's JStraujre Disease.
[Chicago News.]

The external symptoms of the deep-lyiisg I
disease of TurgenefT, the Russian novelist, '
were those of cancer. H;- "omplexion was
as of yellow wax; in no p<~ -:tion was the suf-
ferer at rest; his nights were fall of terrors;
shooting pains, lik? those of toothache, ex-
tended over sets ofnerves, ct times paralyzed
the limbs and rendered breathing difficult,
but the patient could not point out the seat
of tho disease. All he could say was that his
whole body was as it were a swollen I
foot in a tightboot and that he was obliged
tokeep walking. The post mortem finally
discovered that his disease wus a cancer in
the spinal marrow, and that an affection of
the heart which he exhibited was only a re-
flex malady. |

To Preserve Wood.
[Inter Ocean.]

"Common wood soaked ia petroleum," snys
a writer in The Country Gentleman, "will
rnako it as durable as cedar." Wood used in
verandas and trellis work, where exposed to
the elements, can thus by little expense aad
labor be niado lasting^

THE RED EIYER DAM,

Ho-77 a Lieutenant Colonel Saved

Admiral Porter's Fleet.

A Brilliant Idea from a Subordinate

la Developed into an EightDays'

. ' TVonder of Englneerinz
Success.

y \u25a0

[M. Quad in Detroit Free Press.}
Banks' Red river expedition was backed

by Porter with his Mississippi fleet of gun-
boats. The vessels had s made their way up
on a rising river, and ; were all above the
Alexandria falls, when, early in May, Banks
received orders to evacuate \u25a0 the country.
The 'expedition had resulted in the capture of
a fewriver vessels, two or three small forts
and posts, and the occupation of a long
stretch of country, but no great advantages
had been secured. The expedition, as a whole,
was ordered by Halleck, interfered withby
Grant and Sherman, broken up by unlocked
for accidents and circumstances, and taken
altogether was a blunder for which some one
higher ia authority than Banks should have
been investigated. Porter, in his officialre-
port, says ho requested Gen. Banks to have
t!:e dam built. Banks, in his official report,
claims to have first broached the subject to
Porter. It was an expedition in which no
one had faith, no one seemed to have supremo
command, and about tbo only advantage
gained was the capture cf large quantities of
cotton. Had not Banks received orders to
evacuate the country he could not have tar-
ried longer. Provisions and ammunition
v.ere running low, the Confederates wero
gathering to, fall upon him, and that he suc-
ceeded in getting his army out of the trap
when he did was looked upon as a piece of
good luck.

THE IMPASSABLE PALIS.
When Pcrter was informed that tho army

would soon take up tho march in retreat his

entire fleet was above the falls. Some of the
vessels had been taken above after great
trouble and now all were in a trap. The river
had fallen until there was not sufficient depth
to float the lightest craft.

The current of the river was about eight
miles an hour and the greatest depth of water
on the rapids only six feet. The bed of the
river seemed fullofrocks and the waters tum-
bled over them until it seemed as if a skiff
could not find a safe channel. Porter must
either get his fleet below these rapids or aban-
don it and march his men with the army.

It appears that the idea of a dam was first
broached by an engineer named Bailey, rank-
ing as a lieutenant colonel. The river was
nearly 800 feet wide, the water falling every
day and thus adding to the velocity of the
current, and Bailey's plan was hooted and
ridiculed by engineers and officers alike. Por-
ter gushed over it when his fleet was safe, but
before the work was begnn he scouted the
idea and announced that he would blow up
every boat in his fleet if the water did not
rise in time.

BEGINNING work.
Banks agreed to prolong his stay until a

dam could be erected, and when the task had
been decided on at least 15,000 men went to
work. There were wood choppers and log-
gers and lumbermen and bridge-builders in
that army, and had the question been put to
them in the first place it would have bean car-
ried by a unanimous vote.

There was plenty of timber and stone at
hand, though chimneys and walls were torn
down for bricks, and some square timber
hauled several miles. The work was por-
tioned off to gangs, and no task was ever
prosecuted with greater harmony. After
the choppers had thrown down a tree
another detail trimmed offthe limbs, a third
scored and faced, and the timber was then
picked up and earned to the bank. In some
cases fifty men, each seizing the end of a
hand-spike -thrust under the log, carried it
along with military step and perf act ease.

The dam was a rude affairintended, sim-
ply to back up the waters until the fleet
could pass over the rapids. A part of the
dam was composed of cribs of timbers' filled
with stone, and the stone were hauled from
one to three miles. In eight days the 15,000
men had accomplished what a civil engineer
would not guarantee to do in four years.
The dam stretched out from both banks until
the rapidity of the current and depth of water
would permit ofno more work. Barges filled
with stcna were then sunk to narrow the pass-
age still more, and in eight hours the rapids
had almost disappeared in tho back water.

THE ACCIDENT.

Had Porter been ready to go over at this
time nothing would have been easier, but he
was engaged in sending his . heavy guns
ashore. Itwas seen that the pressure on tho
dam was becoming so great that itmust give
way, and the three or four nearest boats were
put through the channel at a moment's no-
tice and without much peri!. The last boat
came down as a part of the dam near tho
centre was forced out by the pressure of tho ,
water. In twenty minutes tho six feet of I
back water on the rapids had disappeared, !
and the array realized that it must renew it 3!
labors. 1

The work of chopping, digging, carrying
and liftingwas the easiest part of the work.
Nearly a thousand men, all of them stripped
of coats and vests, were obliged to work in
water from two to four fee* deep, and scores
of them with ropes around their waists to
prevent the current from tumbling them
down stream. Scarcely one had escaped ,
chills and fever and rheumatism, and of those |
on shore every back ac aed and every hand
showed blisters. And yet within an hour
after the break in the dam' the army was at '
work again. There was no longer any doubt
that the fleet could be saved.

THE NEW DAM.
Col. Bailey saw that he must leave a wider

opening in the centre, and while doingthis he 'must lose a foot or two of backwater. As
an offset to this loss he prepared wing-dams
above the main structure, thus narrowing
the channel and increasing its depth. The j
army was at work a little over three days
and nights at the second dam, and the depth |
of water on tho falls was almost as great as

confidently counted on the destruction of tha
fleet. Porter would of course destroy each
and even' vessel, but their destruction would 1
be a victory to boast of. No man outside oi \
Col. Bailey, Federal or Confederate, had j
thought of the dam, and the wonder is that
with Porter and Banks each on his dignity, j
and Grant hurrying both up, the colonel got
ahead ofred tape and laid the firs', stick of
timber. Porter left behind him ten or eleven
guns, several anchors, a lotof iron plating,
chains, gun carriages, etc., which he had not
time to haul around the rapids. Everything
mcs broken up and rendered useless, as far
as possible.

But forBailey's dam Porter could not have
saved his fleet. But for that, fleet the Con-
federates could liavs consolidated aad com-
bined ajrainst Banks in a manner to peril hi*
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army. War has seldom been so deeply in-
debted to one single individual, and yet most
historians dismiss Col. Rail'l;.- with a line,
and the country at large long ago forgot that
he ever existed. I

Ttio Insert Hade to Bloom. •

[Northwest Letter in New York San.]
Ispeak particularly of Ainsworth, because,

as has been said, there is not a spot between
Fargo and Portland which in appearance ia
less inviting to tho farmer. Tho outlook is
simply disheartening. The town is a railroad
settlement, owing its existence to the fact
that a big bridge is building over the Snake
river at that point -

Ayear or two ago it occurred to a German
blacksmith named Sehunemann, who had
found it hard tosupport his wifeand children
at tho east, that this Sahara, tufted withsage
brush, might not be so bad as it looked. He
took up a quarter section of sage and sand,
and bought some adjoining land of the same
sort from the railroad company, paying tho
lowest price jon the schedule, $2.09 an acre.
Then he began to tryto raise crops without
artificial irrigation.

"What did people say?" remarked Sehune-
mann, cutting as good a watermelon as is of-
ton sold in Washington market. "They said
Iwas a d—d fool." U" .- ;

Out of the sand, stripped of its sage brush,
Mr. Sehunemann has raised wheat, forty

bushels to the acre, or three times the aver-
age aero yield of the whole country, and

I two-thirds of tho yield of the crack land in
i the Gallatin valley. He has raised oats, bar-
Iley, millet, and rye, all of excellent quality,
I and in remunerative quantities. Eo exhibits
Ipumpkins, squashes, beets, carrots, and pota-
! toes, these vegetables being larger and fuller
' than their kinds'as we are accustomed to see
i them and eat them at the east. His com
1flourishes, especially some of the dented vari-
! eties. His tomatoes are creditable. He has
planted fruit tree 5, apple, pear, and peach,
and they are doing well, but are
still too youag to bear. The same
may be said of the small fruits,

I the raspberries and blackberries. His
1 melons are first-rate in flavor; a young neigh-
bor of his, a practical farmer from Wiscon-
sin, who followed the pioneer into the Ains-

worth desert, told me he had sold S4OD worth
of watermelons this season. Mr. Schxme-
mafn believes he can add grapes to the long
list of products which he cultivates with
profit; in fact, he believes that anything will
grow in the sage brush desert. He dug a
well and struck water at twenty-eight feet,
but does not irrigate his fields. "Where does
the moisture come from?' he was askea "I
don't know," said he, "unless it rains up on
the roots from under ground."

All this has been done in almost rainless
seasons, on parallel Forty-six, the latitude of
Moosehead lake and Montreal, without arti-
ficial irrigation, and in soil which thousands
of the neediest emigrants had passed over
with scorn. Schunemann's is a single case,
and it is not mentioned as typical; but the
pluck of the man, the absence ofanything oa
his part like a desire to "boom the country,"
and the contrast between the prospects and
results of his experiment struck me as re-
markable.

A True Story of liondoa.
[Exchange.]

The best stock story about London is that
one day in that modern Babylon a merchant
disappeared from his home, leaving his wife
aad children. The papers and the dead walls
blurted forth his description and the offer of
a generous reward forhis bo;ly, dead or alive.
Atthe expiration of the period allotted by
law his considerablo estate was turned into
money, and other merchants requited tho
widow for the right to continue the prosper-
ous mercantilo operations. No one that knew
him ever saw him again. The widow re-
mained ia tha home ha left her, and while her
hair whitened with timo her children grew to
manhood and womanhood, married, and had
children of their own.

By and by, when the memory of the mys-
terious disappearance of tha "merchant was
fresh only in the mind ofthe woman who had
merged her life into his, while to her chil-
dren ithad become as a mere something told
to them in childhood, lawyers notified them
that the merchant had died, leaving his prop-
erty to another womau and other children,
and that if they desired to contest his will
the chance was theirs. Then it turned out
that when the merchant disappeared he
merely removed around the corner, where he
set up another household and reared another
family behind windows through which ho
could see his true wife and his legitimate
children moving about ia his old home. He
had begun life anew, built up another for-
tune, aud finished a natural term of life,
without being recognized by any who had
known him under his true name. This story j
is true, and is a matter ofcourt record. It is 'told to siiow how in big cities the details of |
village or country life a_*j» swallowed up in
the greater concerns of lw i^ast body, how
one's own little circle is tho most a city per- I
son is familiar with, and how where thero |
are so many people it is as possible for a man !
to lose himself and b3 overlooked as if he j
were at sea in a small boat.

The "Moonshine" Delusion.
[Atlanta Constitution.]

Itis inexcusable perhaps to dispel so pleas-
ant and general a delusion, bat there is I
nothingof moonshine in the make-up of the I
moonshiner. Not until "jocund morn stands
tiptoe on the misty mountain top," does he
begin to despoil the government of 90 cents a
gallon, excise tax on what that great ecouo-
mist, Mr. Kelley, calls his "corn brandy and
apple whisky."

They are a singular and interesting people,
•who defy tho United States of America to
collect a tax on spirits. They are out of
chronological order. For twonty-o'- years
the excise laws havo been of force, . ;iilyet
:he patriotic red men, who, with revolution-
ary ardor emptied the tea in Boston harbor,
were not more hostile to the stamp tax, orthe
tax on tea than the moonsliincr to the revenue
on his mountain dew.

An Knvious Sinn's Revenge.
[Life.]

Abraham and Joshua had been invited to a
splendid dinner.

It was impossible for Joshna not to make
capital out of such an opportunity; accord-
ingly he maua2ed to slip a silver spoon into
his boot.

Abraham was gre?n with envy at Joshua's
success, for be had not even manipulated a
salt spoon.

But an idea struck him.
"Myfrents," he cried, "I will show yen

some dricks." \u25a0

Taking up a spoon, be said, "Yon zee dees
fpoou'— Veil, it ees gone!" ho cried, passing
it up his sleeve. "Youvilltiudit in Joshua's
bood"

Itwas found.
Popular with trie dailies.

[Inter Ocean.]
Jay-Eye-Sec is sail to be verypopular with

the Boston young ladies, and is receiving
many presents from them. Among others,
he has a blanket of blue flannel bound with
white silk braid and handsomely, embossed
with wild flowers and horseshpss in gold and
crimson. But tho young man has too much
good sense to have his her.d tarried by thesj
ittentions.

In Had Taste.
[Boston Transcript.]

It is now again .becoming, fashionable to
arrange the hair high on top of the bead,
which looks well on a tall, stately woman of
symmetrical cranial development; but
among the first we see adopting itare short
women, with perhaps a dumpy bulk and
width of head in the middle region from ear
to ear.

A Mesmeric Theosophlst.
[Inter Ocean.]

' CoL H. S. Olcott, the Hierophantof tho
Theosophists, has set up in India as a mes-
meric healer, and has great success, espec-
ially with paralytics, epileptics, and -bystar-
iocs. ' ' "

In the Hands of the
Mob.

[Theo. March in Lippincott's Magazine.]
If there be anywhere a typical Americar>

ha wiil bo found en the western plains, where
men develop into something which certainly
has not its likeness in tho heavens above, the
earth beneath, or the waters under the earth.
Inhis most peaceful aspect he is unique. As
"a rough," he is unapproachable. Nothing in
history has ever equaled a western desperado.
Bold, cruel, capricious, hardened, sentimental,
skilled in the use ofarms, and accomplished
in horsemanship, there is about him a ter-
rible power which lacks the elements
of fascination. Mark Twain, in his "Rough-
ing It,"has drawn admirable portraits of
men notorious in tho early days of western
settlements. Itwas my fortune, as a child,
to have a certain knowledge ofthis class, and
to encounter them, once at least, in their
"armed wrath."

My father was a sea-captain, who took
his family with him on his long voyages.
Tho trade with California, it is weD
known, was a golden one for many
years, and whoever could take a share
in it readily braved the months of sailing and
the dangers of Cape Horn. To those who
harry across the continent in a week's time,

I tl-is length of voyage doubtless appears an
cadlsss torture of suspended action. To us,
it was simply a calm elysium. The slow
days and nights dropped silently behind us
into the beautiful, fathomless sea, while we
set cur faces steadily forward in happy un-
concern and bright anticipation.
I was but a child, with ono constant

companion in my little sister, and an occa-
sional gala day of play with Johnny Carter,
the cabin-boy. Johnny Carter belongs to thia
story.

Ha was a pretty, fair littlefellow of about
12 years. Just before the ship sailed, a very-
nice looking woman had come on board and
asked to see my father. She brought with
her this boy, and she represented him as any-
thing rather than

A creature all too bright and good
For human nature's daily food.

In short, Johnny was so utterly a bad boy,
she begged my father to take him to sea,
in the hope ofbreaking off his ruinous asso-
ciations and changing the current of his
fancies from an eager search after the worst
evils of his home city. My father hesitated,
of course, but tho mother was importunate,
and the boy did not look formidable. In the
end, ho consented, and Johnny was duly in-
stalled as cabin-boy and general do-nothing.
Ido not remember ever seeing him atwork.

He proved to be, as far as wo saw, a mild,
pleasant, easy-going little chap, very unlike
his mother's portrayal of him, and was soon
a universal favorite. He wss «^ young and
so smalliit seemed folly to expect anything
thoroughly useful of him. He wandered
about the ship gathering up whatever knowl-
edge came in his way, waiting on the officers,
helping the cook, taking care of the goats—a friend had sent us two as play-
mates and with an eye to milk
for my mother's coffee—and sometimes
for a whole day playing with us at
anything we fancied. He could dress a doll
and set out toy dishes; he could mako tiny
kitesand frail bows and arrows; he could
arrange a scrap-book or set up fishing-tackle,
and seemed equally happy and content in
cabin or forecastle. Yet when wo reached

j San Francisco ho almost instantly and
miraculously disappeared, and left no trace.

Myfather was much annoyed. The mother's
tears and entreaties, her aurdety, her confi-
dence in the good effects of the voyage, and
her trust in my fatL :•, v.'ero constantly pres-
ent to him. His bes; energies were expended
in the search for the lost boy, but in vain.
Had Johnny taken to Jonah's whale as a
craft, he could not have been more pro-
foundly swallowed up. At last my father
accepted the situation as best ho might, and,
after writing home full accounts of all that
had been done, seemed to dismiss the matter
from his mind, as one in which he had per-
formed his duty, spite of failure.

San Francisco at that tiraa was a city in
the rough. It is impossible to convey to
any thoroughly eastern and untraveled
mind any conception of it. Such curious
combinations of shingle and muslin, paper
and slats! Such a motley, j icturesque,
frightful, ridiculous crowd, forever coming
and going! Every nation had its represent
tatives, every style of costume, every possible
bearing and gesture. Gentlemen of polish
and outcasts of society, the broadcloth of
Paris and the Indian blanket, tho jovialIrish-
man, pipe in mouth, and the stately Span-
iard, the indolent South American, the be-
wildered Chinaman, the wide-awake Yankee,

J continually jostled and hustled each other on
j tho planks of the quay skirting tho lonely

1 bay, and on the narrow stretch of Long
Wharf, extending an almost incredible dis^

I tance into its waters. Ladies there wero few,! and children even fewer. My sister and I
I wero soon great pets; and th>_> domestic life
lof the ship, under my mothers home-

liko sway, had a charm for tLe lionio-
less youn^ fellows and lonely married
men engaged in the tremendous
struggle for existence cr mighty wealth—

I tho chances meant always one or the other.
Occasionally my father took me with him

fora morning among his business friends, and
very delightful Ifound th'.se visits. It was
after one cf them we found Johunv Carter
We were walking along tho quay to take the
boat for our return to the ship. The quay
was lined on the landward side with gam.
bling dens—great bare rooms, entirely open
to the street. At the far end, a rough stage
lifted into prominence; sometimes arowcf I
Ethiopian minstrels, sometimes three or four
painted women singers, sometimes a seedy
pianist and a half-starved violinist. Between
this stage and tho street, row after row of
tables were set out, crowded with men 'dressed in red shirts, broad slouched hats, i
broad belts, and a perfect armory of weapons.
Cries and blows and struggles were es com-
mon as the twang of the guitar or chs voice i
of the singer, and my father always hurried j
me along, trembling as Iwas, striving to dis- j
tract my attention from tho sights and
sounds Istill recall with horror.

On this day ofwhich Iwrite, he suddenly
paused Iwforo one of the dens, an.l "'• 1 (de-

liberately walked into its very jtall
holding my hand. Ata table nea 1 een- !
tre of the room, ho laid his hau i on tho
shoulder ofJohnny Darter, who was intently
watching the deft fingers of a quartette of
gamblers. Piles cf gcld-dust, eight-cornered
pieces, and lumps of quartz lay heaped upon j
the table, and vouched for their recent ar-
rival from tho outskirts of civilization.

With a wild cry the little wretch
writhed himself from my father's grasp and j
threw himself into tho midst of the group,
howling for protection.

In one instant all was confusion. The men
sprang up from their games on' ail sides,
leaving their gold as readily aud as recklessly
as though no more depended on the turn of a
card than in a mere game for the love of it. JThey crowded close around us—great,
bearded, swarthy,terrible fchows,who seemed
never to have been bom of woman. Johnny,
pouring out shrill screams very well made up
of teiTor and entreat}-, told a pitifultale. Ho
had been beaten, and kicked, and starved,
and thrown overboard and towed; he had
been worked night and day; he was afraid of
bis life. Only save MinJ Only keep him
away from the dreadful ship!

The crowd roared a fearful oath that they
\u25a0would stand by him, and then turned the
oaths to fearful threats against my father.
He stood liko a rock, and I, silent, scarcely
ten-ifled, but terribly excited, clung to his
side. The dreadful faces surged nearer, tha
cruel knives began to gleam in sharp curves
and flourishes, the unmistakable "click" of
fire-arms sounded on all sides. A woman's
voice screamed from the stage.—

"Oh. the lectle chile 1 Take caro the lcctle
cbilel"

!U)aio of the^jru2.voices iieai' tu^iouit np
the cry., Myfather did not ra&3 :no to h;: ;

breast, as he easily mighty have done, and
thus have scrcrne.-l hiir.solf, but he threw his
arm around me, and slowly uud coolly-began
making his way to the door. Ho waa a man
of splendid presence, and that always "tells,"
more or less. Tall, finely formed, vith tho
step, the carriage of V 3 head, the lance of
the eye, of those born to command, be passed
their midst undaunted. There was no air of
reckless bravado about him. Ho was sim-
plyready for anything, "fearing not what
men could do unto him," and they felt it.
Crowding us, yet making w y for us, threat-
ening him with eye and voice and death-
dealing hand, yet only | threatening, wo
passed through them to the street. They
went withus, and tho very air of heaven
seemed to give them new wraih. Brawny
arms were stretched to snatch me from him;
but Ihad heard the woman's voice and the
men's words, and Iknew we 111 was his pro-
tection. I clung the closer, and Iknow I
gave back from mj l.aby eyes the proud
scorn of m fathe- spirit. O^i3 of thorn
swore a hoarse oata that Iwas "a plucky
little dcvii,'; and then they cheered me
and cursed my father. Still he went on,
and gave no sign. It was b.t a few
steps to tho Long Wharf and onr waiting
boat There was a swell anu as*ay of the
crowd. Isaw through a gap the I .c waters
of the bay, and close at hand 39 , il known
dark bluo fia" white crossed and re I c artn i,
which was car ship's ensign. The nest in-
instant familiar faces rose about us; the
young merchants from the offices we had re-
cently leftpt '1 thsir way to as, and cheery
voices cried out:

"Here, 'captain, we'll stand by you! The
'committee' is out."

The mob gavg a wild roar, and surged in
frenzy. My father speke for the first time:

''Ramsey, rake my girl. These devils may
not hold off long. I will never run from
themf 1

The next instant' I was in the boat, and
saw my far:- spring into full view of the
crowd, and i hold relief against the cloudless
sky, upon a pile- ofmerchandise. "Mylads::'
he cried, in ; ...ice trailed to surmount tho
storms of the deep, "my lads! I am an un-
armed man. You are a hundred to one.
Shoot, ifyou will, but give me a chance to
speak."

It was so brave a deflar-e they were im-
pressed by it, easily swayed as they were in
the rec'- •ss disregard of tia^, or life, or pain,
which their self-outlawed existence had en-
gendered. They were suddenly lushed and
quieted.

"Go it, old buck!"called oat a shrill, youth-
ful voice. There was a growl of assent from
coarser tones. My father t ok advantage of
the permission. He made a speech worthy
of tho occasion. A man with tn 'a to back
him might v-Ilspeak as one inspired; fancy
such a death; He tt " the story Johnny

TJarter from vis mother's side. lie spoke of
his interest in him on her account, of the
search for \vm, of the futu a from which he
sought to him bac. —"'a future you
know, my lads, better than Ican tell it"
He referred them to his ;-wn record as a
ship master, and called on his boat's
crew to witness its trut In short, the
tide of wrath i <is srwnmcl Hoarse
murmurs \u25a0 £ assent greeted his closing
quections as the wiedim and jus ,co of his
conduct tyv rd the boy. Rough acknowl-
edgments of hasty at iun on their \ ..rt rolied
forth, and ihiaDy cries of "Bring out the
youngster and semi him aboard:" '*Tio him
up, captain, and cut tho lies out of him P
"His mother's well rid of nun* anyhow I"
gave proof tbnt Johnny, like many of his
bettoi 3, v, esperieucing the fatal
change of ' people's fickle favor.
But Johnny had wisdom boyond his
years. Ho had waited for no favorable
or unfavorable ending. Ha was goae, and
heaven alone knows where. From that day
until this, we have never heard of Johnny
Carter, "marked mia" as he is in the retro-
spect ofmy years,

My father stood upon his improvised stage,
the triumphant star ofthis brief play. The
men were crowding around him in gocd-fel-
lowship as hilarious as their wrath had been
deadly. One of the young merchants added
abri" a d jollyspeech. More of his friends
gat' I around him (the vigilance commit-
tee off -iuty), the boat rocked idly for a few
yards from the wharf, ths suu streamed bril-
liantly upon the lovely curving shores, upon
the opposite portal of the majestic "Gokleu
Gate," upon the crowd ofshipping, upon our
own trim, shining, perfect, floating home.
The dark hoar had passed like a bad dream.

"Thank you, my meal" cried my father.
"You Uave given me fair play, like honest
fellows. The next time aiiy of you are in
trouble, Iwish you j;ood lack, and well out
of it!"

"We know a man when we see him, cap-
tain!"'bhyutod the same shrill voice I had
heard once bsfore.

"That's so!" roared another. "Three cheers
fora brays man!"

The). £aye them with a will. 2ly father
had taken his place in the boat, which uad
drawn mat . ->ignfrom him, and I had sprung
into bis arms, overcome at la^t, by the strain
upon my chad's heai L

•'Three cheers for his own gal!" shouted
the ever-rea-. \u25a0 speaker.

And three cheers they were, indeed.
My father loosed his hold on me to wave
his cap in answer. I looked up through my
tears. Isee itnow!—the sparkling sea, tho
glowing sky, the long, nigged, frail-looking
causeway above the blue water, and the
dense mass of scarlet shirts, tho gloaming
weapons, tb.3 fierce, wild faces, terrible even
in their kindness! From that day Until this
Itremble at the sound of many feet, the
wordless murmur of mauy voices, the
very faintest thought ofa mob.

ASeasonable JEcqucst.'
[Texas Sittings. ]

"Idon't see as this butter we get from the
crematory is much better than cow's butter,"
said Mrs. Vancover, one morning at tha
breakfast taMo.

"What!''ejaculated Mr. Vaneover, excit-
edly.

"I.say Idon't think the crematory butter is
a bit better than any other."

"My dear," replied Mr. Vaneover, trying
to calm himself, "do you know what a cre-
matory is'"

"No, net unl ss itis where they make oleo-
margarine."

"Well, my Ir.ve, Iwill inform you. A cre-
matory is a pkura where dead bolios—"

"O, gracious!"'
"Aplace .. ::'e dead bodies are burnc.l tv

ashas, and the ashes carried home in a jar
and stored away among ths family archives.
You arc tr"'::xiug ofa pic-kio creamery, dar-
ling, but dant for heaven's sake ever get on
this subject again in the presence of any o£
our friends. Don't do iti'ormysi>l'«,wiliyoa,
lovei"

History of a «reat UitUe.
[Exchange.] !

Jean Bernard, a native of Burgundy, was
a soldier in the grande armee. "Whenever he

was ask' to give an account of the battle of
"Wagram he would answer with a show of
modest reluctance: "The battle of Wagraml
Why, cv.. rybody has heard about it, it is an
old story." When further pressed, he would
relate as follows: "Tins is it: The emperor
was on horseback. Ho called his aide-de-
camp ai:d said to him, 'Who is that warrior
that isspreading death and terror amid the
ranks of tho enemy!* 'Sire, 1 replied the aide-
de-co .ip, 'itis Jean Bernard, of the Cote-dor.
'Ithought so,' said the emperor. And now,
children," added Jean Bernard, "you know
all about the battle of Wagrani as well as 1

The 3£odcr:i Idea.
[Detroit Journal.]

The American people of today will net
have a homily forbreakfast nor a sermon for
supper. The bells havo already begun to
ring for the croaking blanket ; sheets and tha
owls who run them, and the crisp, condensed
and spicy journal is to be the joy of this gen-
eration.


