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The Maiden’s Last Farewell.
I¥ THAY. DAY OF CREMATION.

Then the night wore on, and we knew the

worst,
That the end of it all was nigh ;

Three doctors they had from the very first—

And what could one do bnt die ?

“ Oh, William !™ she cried, ‘*strew no blossoms

of spring,
For the new ‘ apparatus’ might rust ;

But ray that a handful of shavings you'll bring,

Andlinger to see ma combust,

“ Oh, promise me, love, by the fire-hole you'll

walch,
And when monrners and stokers convene,

Yon will see that they light me some solemn,

slow match,
And warn them against kerosene,

‘It wounld cheer me to know, ere these rude

breezes waft
My essences far to the pole,
That one whom I love will look to tke draft,
Aud have a fond eye on the coal.

‘““Then promiss me,
fainter grew—
“ While this body of mine calcifies,

You will stand just as near as you can to the‘

flue,
And gaze while my gases arise.

“ For Thompson—Sit Henry—has found out a

way !

(Of his * process ' you've surely heard tell)
Aund yon barn, like a parlor-match, gently

away,
Nor eveu offend by a smell,

‘* Bo none of the dainty need eniff in disdain

Wlen my carbon floats up to the sky ;

And I'm sure, love, that you will never com-

plain,

Though an ash should blow into your eye.

** Now promise me, love"—and she murmured

low—
“* When the calcifieation is o’er,

You will sit by my grave in the twilight glow—

I mean by my furnace door.

“Yos, promiss me, love, while the scasons

revolve
On their noiseless axles, the years,

You will visit the kiln where you saw meo * re-

solve,’
And leach my pale ashes with tears.”

WHAT CAME FROM A RIDE,

The most remarkable boy in the vil-
lage of Samoset, onthe Samoset branch
of the Great Western Line to the city of

C., was Eugene Burnett.

He was a hunchback, the only son of

Few who saw him
with his misshapen
shoulders and lopped head, would guess
that he was a genius ; though the bril-
linnoy of his large eyes, the breadth of
his forehead, and the pleasant intelli-
gence of his pale face, did much to re-
~ deem his deformity ; but a genius he

A poor woman,
moving about,

truly was,

At the time when our story com-
mences Eugene was fourteen years old.
Even at a much earlier age his singular
things, and for
out machinery of every kind,
had rendered him an object of remark
This faculty, and his gen-
im a favorite
with the boys, for his ingenious fingers
& cunning bird-
house, and squirrel-cage, and *‘ pocket
saw-mill"” for them. Butamong all the
intricate toys that he spent his leisure
hours and sickly days in contriving,
steam-engines were his special delight.
He made two or three of diminutive
size that would run on little tracks, to
the great admiration of all who saw

aptness at making
studyin

and notice. T
erous use of it, made

whittled out man

them,

He was also noted for his skill in me-
chanics generally, and often neighbors
who were making repairs about their
houses, or in their choic2 furniture,
consulted Eugene, and he could almost
always show them the neatest and han-
diest way to do the work. But the
steam-engine was his chosen study.
That king of machineshe had examined
and pondered over with an enthusiast’s
zeal and an artist’s patience, till he
knew every part of it thoroughly, and
understood its management as well as

many an old engineer.

One antumn day the mayor of the
of C. was in Samoset visiting a
In the afternoon the weather,

city
friend.
which had been beautiful, took on

threatening aspect. The wind changed,
and by three o'clock great masses of
rolling clouds eovered the sky, portend-

a heavy storm.

in
ghortl; after three o'clock a dispatch
was received in the telegraph office ad-

The operator
looked grave and shook his head as he

dressed to the mayor.

copied it, and hurried it away by
messenger. Nottwentyminutes ela

before a galloping horse, attached to a
buggy, was seen flying
were
the mayor and his host. Both of them
were very much excited. The mayor
ped upon the- platform and sum-

light, cove

down to the depot. In the bu,

lea
moned the railroad agent.

““ When does the next train leave for

c.™

“ At five o'clock, sir.”

“ That will not do.
ga;!’intely. How many miles is it

“ Fifty-six, sir.”

“ Fifty-six I” cried the ma
sternation.
in less than five hours by horses.
must have an engine.”

“An engine? It's a very pressing

case, then ?”

“Yes, I musttravel to bO. kwil'.h all
possible speed. A riot has broken out,
and I am needed. I ought to be there

now

less it is attached to a train.”

“Then send your dispatch immedi-

ately,” said the mayor,

The telegraph operator flew to his in-

rail- | white hand drew the lever to let the
road station, and he had heard all that

bhad been said. He touched the trans-
mitting key, but the indicator refused

strument. His office was in the

to work !

What could be the matter? He tried

his instrument again and again ; but
was deaf and dumb.

** The wiresare down,” ssid he, ‘It

must be so0,”

love "—and her voice

I must leave im-

r in con-
““ Then I couldn’t get there

“I'll telegraph to the superintend- |-
ent,” said the station-master. *‘ There's
an engine here, but I have no authority
to let it go under any circumstances un-

‘* Ah, those rioters at C. have done
it I"” said the mayor.

* Or possibly the storm has broken
further south and blown down the
lines,” said the operator.

The mayor stared at the station-mas-
ter, and the station-master stared at
the mayor. *“Come,” said the latter,
excitedly, *‘fire np your engine and
put mé on theroad! Imustgo! Itis
for the public good.”

The agent reflected for a momentand
then said, *‘ I see only one chance, your
Honor. The engineer who runs the
“Pilgrim ” lives here. He’s off duty,

sick, just now, and so happens to be at
home to-day.

‘“ But who will go with us?” asked
Mr. F., the mayor’s host.

“That is the question,” continued
the agent, still reaecting, and looking
at his wateh. “‘The track will be clear
for the next two hours, and then the
lightning express goes through. The
spare engineer, who runs the Pilgrim
now that Stanhope is off, won't come in
till the five o'clock train. I—I had
thought—if you can get Btanh(i?e'a

ur-

consent—I had thought of Eugene
nett.” -

The agent spoke with. considerable
hesitation, but at the name of Eugene

Burnett Mr. F. clapped his hands,
“QGood !I” he cried. *‘‘He is the very
one for us!” And in a minute more he

4 was in his carriage, whirling away to
see Btanhope, the sick engineer, and
the telegraph boy was running with all

speed to fetch Eugene,

The rain had now begun to fall, and
the wind was rising every minute. The
mayor paced up and down the room.
Now and then the telegraph operator
tried his instrument, but got no re-
sponse, All faces in the depot looked
as dismal as the weather.

Suddenly Eugene entered. The sta-
tion-master said to him, *“ Engene, do
you think you understand an engine
well enough to run one to C. ?”

‘“ Yes, sir,” said Eugene, beating his
wet cap uyon a chair.

‘“ Are you certain ?"

““Yes, sir,” reapondefi the boy,
smiling ; ‘I understand every thing
about an engine.”

““ But did you ever run one ?”

“A few miles with Mr., Stanhope
once, 1 know I can manage it very
easily,” T

The station-master's face brightened
a little, But the mayor shook his head.
Pressing as the emergency was, he
could not feel willing to trust his jour-
ney-and his hife to a little, pale, hump-
back boy., The station-master assured
him of Eugene’s wonderful ability, and
thought that he would be safe in trust-
ing him.

Just then the sound of wheels was
heard, and Mr., F. burst into the room,
crying out, *‘ Stanhope said yes |”

Still the mayor hesitated.

“ My boy,” said he, ‘ you know, of
course, that an engine is a terrible
power, and the danger of riding on one
at full speed 1s great ; that it may ex-
plode, or run off the track, or may meet
with an obstruction—or a fatal colli-
sion ?”

‘¢ Certainly, sir,” replied Eugene.

The mayor walked excitedly once or
twice across the floor. He looked out
at the windows; the rain was falling
heavily ; the trees were bending in the
wind, and the four lines of railroad
track stretched away, glistening with
the wet, as far as the eye could reach.

Meanwhile the station-master had
beckoned to Eugene and said, *‘Go
and get up steam. The mayor must go
with you or not at all.”

It was a bold venture for the station-
agent to make, but he had faith in the
boy, and knew how necessary it was
that the mayor should reach the city as
soon a8 possible.

He ed two men to assist Eugene,
and the three went out together,

““ You say the road is clear, switches
all right, ete.,” said the mayor to the
agent, in the tone of a man making up
his mind to his fate.

‘* Switches are all set straight for the
main track. That's the rule. The
lightning train has the way now; but
the Pilgrim will have an hour’s start
after she is ready and the steam is up.”

The mayor paced the room, as anx-
ions men almost always do, and the
time flew by. Then there was a rumb-
ling noise heard outside. He started.

** Here is a train "

No, it was the Pilgrim ; and Eugene
was seated in the ~ab, with a fireman to
help him, and with his hand on the
lever, his cheeks flunshed with excite-
ment, and his eyes brighter than ever.

The mayor hurried out, preparing
himself for the worst.

Several boys and some older depot
loungers, attracted by the rumer of
Eugene’s ‘‘big job,” huddled under
the bread roof of the station stoop and
cheered the young engineer. The
steam was blowing out of the escape-
pipe, and old Pilgrim seemed impatient
to be off.

“@Get upon the ‘en ine, sir,” said
the station-master., “‘I have no doubt

that the boy will take you to the city in
safety.”

The mayor gazed at the fragile boy
and at the powerfni engine entrusted to
his control. Then he thought of the
fearful—perhaps tragio—scenes await-
ing him in his distant city, and the call
of his duty to go there without delay.
Hedared not hesitate longer. He leaped
into the cab, and leaned down and said
to Eugene,—

“If you carry me to C. in an hour
and a half, I shall give you a hundred
dollars. If you foel the least fear, how-
ever, do not go at all. What do youn
say ?” )

Y will go, sir.”

“All ﬁgﬁ " eried the station-mas.
ter. * Terence McManus is on the ten-
der. He'll feed your fire. Mr. Mayor,
you had beiter sit on the fireman’s seat

to

I

and keep ringing the bell.”
Eugene tried his water- look-
ed at the fire, and then with his slender,

ste‘qv:'nthinto the o:ylin(l«trhl° )

ith an hiss, the engine started

on her way, ioﬁowed by loud hurrahs

' ol g Fpmesd
. with sure

it

and gul.ﬁs out of the ecab window,
guiding and governing the whole !

The watchers at the station looked
after the locomotive till it dwindled toa
speck in the distance, then till the last
puff of smoke disappeared in the tun-
nel; and finally all of them departed
for their homes.

Buat Eugene and the mayor went fly-
il::ﬁ on. Two miles, five miles, ten

es. His Honor grew nervous. Never
in all his life before had he traveled at
such a fearful rate of speed, But
Eugene was calm.

he roar of the machin
thundering tread of the wheels prevent-
ed them from talking, and the locomo-
tive bounded and swayed as it rushed
fiercely over the track.

Trees, fences, houses, barns, cattle,
all seemed ﬂ{ing in the opposite direc-
tion, as if a bhurricane blew them ; and
the telegraph poles looked almost as
near ether as the teeth of a hair
comb, e Pilgrim seemed to exult in
conscious power, and danced, and
bumped, and shook, and snorted, and
tore along like a demon. They rushed
through Dayton, and Westport, and
Colley, and Fayette, and through the
brown pine woods, and over the broad,
green marshes, The mayor conld see
the people staring along the road.

He looked now and then at the little
fellow beside him. He saw the thin,
white hand clutching the steel lever,
and the keen eyes scanning now the

road in front and now the machinery
below.

Town after town and village after
village was left behind in their wild
flight. They came to Crdydon, a ham-
let of six houses, just half way to C—,
Here they stopped for water.
mayor’'s face was black with cinders,and
so was Eugene’s. Said the mayor,—

‘“ Bhall we get to C—— in thirty-five
minutes more? We have come thus far
in thirty-five.”

““Yes, sir,” said Eugene, ‘‘we shall
be there in less than that time.”

‘‘ Then you shall have two hundred
dollars.”

Eugene secretly determined to get to
C—— in thirty minutes. Bat he failed
to do it. They rushed on again. Hamil-
ton was passed, Belville, Wyandotte,
Coren—they were now only fifteen miles
from the city.

The mayor grew more and more anxi-
ous as they approached their destina-
tion. In his mind's eyes he saw the
city in the hands of a mob, and fearful
battles going on in the streets.

Twelve miles !

Ten miles |

Eight miles |

In the region which they were now
passing through the storm had been
raging, but the rain no longer fell, the
storm had passed on. Just after they
passed Farmly they came to a long, de-
scending grade. At the bottom of the
grade ran a narrow stream, which was
greatly swollen by the rain. Across
this stream lay the railroad bridge, a
structure one hundred feet long sup-

ported by piles driven into the bed of
the river,

The engine rushed down this grade
towards the bridge with fearful velocity.
All at once Eugene preceived some-
thing that made his heart leap into his
throat. The water on the lower side of
the bridge was filled with mud. This
must have come from the banking be-
hind the abutments at the end of the
bridge. Was it possible that the bridge
was giving way ?

To stop the engine was oat of the
question. Eungene made up his mind
in an instant. He pulled his lever and
let on the full head of steam. The
Pilgrim sprang forword like a frantic
creature. The mayor turned around.
Euagene was leaning forward with flash-
ing eyes, scanning his"danger.

is lips were firmly set, and the
gathered intensity of his looks ndade
the boy almost grand. He said noth-
ing. He was bent upon rushing the
engine across the bridge before it had
time to sink, even if it should begin to
give way.

In a moment they were upon it.
Eugene saw the dreadful water boiling
below. The bridgeshook. The engine
rocked and staggered as it flew along.
The mayor leaped down from his seat
with starting eyes, and Terence, the
fireman, uttered a frightened cry. But
little Engene remained cool. His very
excitement seemed to keep him calm.
There was a sensation of sinking, and
Eugene saw that several timbers had
started. The mayor and poor Terence
prepared themselves for a flying leap
into the river. But the little engineer’s
shrill voice arrested them.,

“Stay here! Don’t move, or you'll
be killed !”

The weakened bridge settled and
cracked, but did not sink. The loco-
motive did its duty nobly, and swept
across the trestles like a whirlwind. ll)t
kept the track to the end— the
bridge—and rolled upon solid ground
again. Instantly Eugene reversed the
machinery and ordered Terence to put
down the brake.

After running some distance they
stopped.

The bridge had fallen behind them!
Speechless for a moment with the
thought of the fatal ril they had
passed, they looked at the ruins,
and watched the swaying timbers and
broken joists as yielded one by
one to the foami ood. One side of
, 80 that a foot-pas-

and the

the span still s
senger could cross,

“Terence,” said Eugene, *‘ take this
red miﬁ: back over the stream,
and balf a mile beyond, and stand there
until the lightning express. comeas, and
ato'l?hthe train.”

e mayor gazed with admiration at
the deformed boy, who had so thor-
o y proved his i

and his high intelli And now
they were i forward again
towards C——. It was four miles

further. They traveled these four miles
in five minutes.

into the by s little
humpbacked boy, and with a tall,
smoke- gen ringing the

A thousand questions were asked.
The superin t of the road came
down in haste. In rep hﬂnug

i

The’

a’niet. The storm had helped to clear

e streets, and after a few arrests the
meb had di

dispersed.

“ But tell me about this engine,

And he was told. went to the
man s office, and soon Eugene found
that was a hero. He never had
known before that it was a remarkable
thing to understand an engine, or that
it required uncommon courage to run
it, or that it was a thing to have
one’s wits theroughly at command.

In twenty-four homrs every paper in
the city had the storyin print. The
boy had become famous,

A month after that eventful day Ea-
gene might have been seen in the De-
partment of Engineering in the Tech-
nological Institute, dressed in the klue
suit and the silver-laced cap of the
school. His friend, the mayor, was his
patron, and procured his rapid advance-
ment, and it is not a very rare sight
?ow :1 mdthe e;:l mbl; and the de-
ormed and sti e boy walking to-
gether in the city streets. SBo promising
& beginning, with the habits already
formed of careful study and thorough-
ness in whatever he undertakes, cannot
fail to make eminent the futare life of
the young engineer.— Youth's Com-
panion,

The Muscovite Girl’s Revenge

A story has been made public of an
attempt at murder in Moscow, which
contains all the material for a melo-
dramatic tale in one of the magazines,
A short time since the Korsacky Sis-
ters, who created a profound sensation
in Eastern Europe as graceful acrobats,
were announced to appear on the tight-
rope at the Targinoff Circus, in Mos-
cow. The circus was crowded to the
utmost, and when the two girls made
their appearance they were greeted by
a perfect storm of applause. When the
last tableau came, consisting of the
roses all uniting in one gigantic flower,
with the two sisters seemingly gliding
through the air, the elder of them, Le-
vina, suddenly uttered a scream of ter-
ror and fell heavily upoa the stage.
When assistance came she was insen-
sible, and both of her legs were found
to be broken. The cause of the acci-
dent was at once ascertained. The
highest wire on which she had stepped
immediately bcfore her fall had %ean
rent in twain. The manager said the
accident was inexplicable to him, as the
wires had been thoroughly tested just
before nightfall. Upon closer inspec-
tion, it was found that the wire must
have been cut, leaving it sufficiently
oconnected not to snap asunder until the
fair acrobat had stepped upon it. This
discovery led to an investigation as to
who the persons were that had had ac-
cess to the wires after they had been
tested in the afternoon and before the
beginning of the last piece, when they
were drawn across the stage. The in-
jured girl recovered soon enough suffi-
cient consciousness to tell the police
officials that beside herself and her sis-
ter Brada, no one had been near the
wires except Lina Wogratz, the daugh-
ter of the hotel keeper with whom to]:ly
had stopped. Lina, she had noticed,
had repeatedly touched the wires, and
had finally asked to be shown the one
that would be the highest. This wire
had been the thickest. Lina Wogratz
had left before the close of the per-
formance. An officer was sent after
her. He found her at herfather's hotel
where no one knew what had occurred
at the circus. BStrangely enough, when
the officer asked the girl to accompany
him to the circus, she became violently
alarmed, and exclaimed repeatedly—
‘I had nothing to do with it.” The
officer said nothing until he arrived
with her at the circus, where she was
searched at his suggestion. In her
pocket was found a pair of small, but
very sharp and powerful scissors, At
one point the edges were slightly in-
dented, and when the two fragments of
the wire were closely examined where
it rent, the indented spots on the pair
of scissors were found to correspond
with them, Lina Wogratz turned
deadly pale as she witnessed all these
proceedings, and, when confronted with
the poor acrobat, she burst into tears,
and confessed that she had cut the wire
because during the week since the Kor-
sacky Sisters had been at her father's
hote{, her (Lina’s) lover, Ivan Kruger,
had seemed to be fascinated with the
elder of the two sisters, and had made
love to her. In orderto révenge her-
self, she had resolved to eripple or dis-
figure Levina Korsacky for life. The
yo sister, unaware of her inten-
tion, had told her the day before what
kind of scissors were uired to cut
the wire, Levina Ko recovered
from her terrible fall, and Lina Wﬁ-
gratz was sentenced to six years' soli-
tary confinement.

A Jolly Jury,

A jury in Truckee, Cal.,, had been
out four hours when the judge sent the
sheriff to learn whether they were goi
to agree. The sheriff put an eye an
then an ear to the keyhole of the room
in which t.he{wero located for delibera-
tion. Tken he brought the judge, and
together they opened the door. On the
table in the centre of the room stood a
big bottle of whisky, and around it the
drunken twelve were hilariously march-
ing in single file. The foreman carried
on his back a bass drum, upon which
the man behind him was pounding.
Next came a juror playing a snare drum,
then a shrill whistle imitating a fife,
and the rest were singing. *“ We
couldn’t agree on a verdict nohow,”
said the tipsy foreman, in repl;'to the
judge’s reproof, *‘ and we didn't think
‘twas any hurt fur to have a social time,
s'long’s we waga congen'’l party,”

A Care for Hydrophobia.
A friend having heard that some of

Oplum Eating In the United States.

Opium eaters are found

classes. Clergymen and la
brains are evertazed arc :I::.'

adopt the fatal assistance of thi
and some of the finest flights at
are in no small degree due to i
Many of the hack writers who
!&r

;

w
led to
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ture the sensation stories
newspaper prea: ;ork up :
excitmen eating opium.
rA’ large nnnbo’t’ of -tudo: at
colleges are opium eaters, This fol-
lows as a malter of course the free
of tobacco. If the excitement of the
latter be a delight, how much greater
pleasure there must be in the more
subtle and refined excitementof opi
and hence tuere are many talen
young collegians who dream away their

21
1

B8

i n’.”

Eonrge numbers of nervous ladies in
high stations use opium to give new
li!eht: th:li‘t eil:t;m ex
perhaps the est proportionate con-
sumption is among th.tplo class, They
prepare for the enjoyments of a party,
or a ball by the use of this stimulus,
and when it has brought the system to
its acme, they shine with unusual bril-
liancy. The use of stimulants as a
pre tion for social enjoyments is

igious, and in a large paity per-
Elps one-half the guests are keyed up
b{ opium or Bour to a proper state
of felicity. The reason why opium is
becoming more popular is because its
devotee need not incur the opprobrinm
inseparable from the dru.n.kugj“

The result of this genersl use of
opium is now beginnil'::lrg to show itself
through the country. Thequestion now
is, how shall the evil be arrested?
Among other means we have the adver-
tisements of quacks, who offer s remedy
for the shattered constitutions and the
half lunatic intellects which are the re-
sult of this habit, but being quacks
they only suggest the evil without
showing a way of escaping it. Instead
of asylums for cure, we need to check
the evil in its inception, and its danger
should be clearly published. Let every
one who may be tempted to adopt the
sssistance or the fascination of this
pernicious drug learn that its use can
only resuli in intellectual and physical
ruin.

It appears from the Custom House
returns that the amount of opinm im-
ported into this country (reaching now
nearly 250,000 pounds annually) is ten
times more than it was thirty getn
ago, and that, in the opinion of drug-
gists and physicians, not more than
one-third is used for medical p

In reply to questions sent to gists
throughout the BStates, it was found
that they sold, without any preecrip-
tion, large quantities of opium, mor-
phine, and laudanum to individuals
who are in the habit of using it for its
stimulating effect.

It is used fully as extensively in the
country as in the city ; womea are more
addicted to the habit than men, and
this species of intemperance prevails
more among the higher and better edu-
cated classes than among the poorer
and more ignorant. It is a singular
fact that amid the temperance reform
this pernicious habitshould be revealed
as an evil worse in some respects than
intoxication from alcohol.

E

A Loulsiana Romance,

The New Orleans Picayune relates
this: “*A friend of o not wholly
unconnected with the legal profession,
has a daughter of whom he isimmense-
ly fond—a little golden-haired, sweet-
eyed princess, who is alwhkys dressed in
dainty stuffs and laces, and solt and
beautiful attire, Bhe is quite a capi-
talist in her way, being possessed of
various desirable ies in the
Fourth District, and of divers stocks
and bonds in prosperous corporations,
She knows all this, and though neither
Erond nor overbearing in co uenoce,

as yet acquired a pro:l?, ildish
dignity which makes her the more
engaging. It so happens that one of
her lots is rich in magnolia-trees, and
thither very often in these balmy after-
noons the father takes her to gather
bouqnets of the fragrant flowers. Some
days ago they went as usual to the
magnolia grove, and, on entering,
found that a couple of predaceous boys
were in the trees culling their fairest
omhil on&:. u&ey_ntchgd them for
awhile, the sayi nothing
and her father qnﬂ{l‘y wu’nhs.ng to see
what developments would ensue. Pres-
ently, however, he called to ome of the
boys and asked him for a flower.

* Oh, no ; can’t give you any of these
magnolias.”

““Won't you let the little girl have
one ?”’

“ No sir-ree "

“! think you might give her just
ne."

““No, sir; can't do it. These

=]

nolias belong to somebody. You can’t

have any u pay for them.”
“Well, I think yon might give her

oae; they all to her, you know,
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nimucum OF NEXICO.

Intsresting Letter from Gem. Lew. Wal-
lace to the Indiana Velerams.

allace wrote them a letter from
which the following extract is

trees. Passing I’mthmtolman.
off to the right, one sees the black fort,
and above and beyond it, under
brow of the mountain, like a seuntinel,
the Bi ‘s Castle stands overlooking

s from base to cupola with bul-
let marks, and perfors with round
shot, received many of them, since

Worth scaled its rocky pedestal ; for
civil wars have eddied round and round
it with reddening tides many times
since "that glorious hour., From the

a pocl, amome&tu&ecﬁnglheck ,m
next green, with orange trees,
banana leaf broad as a banner, and the
““a joy forever,” The wale from
ounterey to Saltillo is matohless. The
curtains of purple that covered the soar-
red crags and tilted mountains in the

ancient time  are thmurt.lonumg
everything. On the hill beyond the
Rinconads, up which one must go be-
cause there is no other way—must

though it flamed with fire and m

—maust go, if he would reach BSaltillo—
are the earthworks which Taylor's van-

rd took in s twinkling, but which
same Van could have held
inst & hun times their number.

Saltallo is but little less flourishing than
Monterey. A more un-American

may not be found this side of old Da-
mascus, Yet the traces of the conguer-
or are everywhere in and about ik
Fort Washington is still intact, ditch,
parapet, and embrasuare. S i on
its superior slopes one sees the whole
city st his feet, turning right about he
catches a view of the mountain, six
miles off, under which spreads the plat-
easu of Buena Vista—a name to stir the
American pulse while America lives,

I have ridden over the old fleld three
times in the seven years last passed,
and always with the same feeling of
wonder at the andacity of the Ohief w
with his 4,500, abi there the shock
of the Mexican Napoleon's 22,000, and
of admiration at the pluck and endur-
ance of the few, who, tuarmed and
broken, crushed on the right and left,
and, by rule of scientific battle,
whi oftener than there were hours
of the day, knew it not, but rallied and
fought on, the infantry now oonnnm!
tlte artillery, the artillery now defend-
ing the infantry, the eca over-
whelmed by legions of lancers, and
union of effort nowhere—fought on,
and at last wru victery from the
hands of assured eat,

The fleld is but little changed. The
road to La Angostura is still thor-
oughfare across it ; winding « the
foot of the hilllonxhldt;:;d looking

1

th
ing o!of;'omt. On the left all was
lost ; Clay, McKee, Hardin, and Gell
e R Ay
one t was
only one which h all the w

hours of the g struggle
not turned its face from the enemy.
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