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‘Home Circle.

“Home is the Sacred Refuge of Our Life.”
: Diryden.

TAKING THE CHANCES.

A Thrilling Incident in the War of Mexican In-
dependence.

The foilm\-im‘,_: thrilling narrative is from
a translation. A captain of the Mexican
insurgent army is giving an acconnt of a
meditated night attack upon a hacienda
situated in the Cordilleras, and ocenpied
Wy a large foree of Spanish soldiers. Al
ter a variety of details; he continues:

“Having finally arrived at the hacienda
nuperceived, thanks 1o the obscuarity of a
moonless night, we came to « halt umder
some lnrge (receg  some lﬁﬁf:’ll]f‘t‘ from my
troop, in order to reconnoitre the place.
The hncienda, .
ding ceross, formed a huge, massive paral-
leloge . strengthened by enorwons Dt
tros<ez of hewn stone. Alonge this chasia
the walls of the hacienda almost furmed
the ¢ utinustion of another perpendicntsr
one, chiseled by Natare herself in the
rocks, to the hottom of w hich the eye conld
not peactrate; for the mists, \\-'.hi:-h inces-
gantly boiled up from below, did not ;tl!u;.v.-
it to measure their awfnl depth.  This
place was known in the conntry by the
name of *The Valdero.” o

I had explored all sides of the lwilding
except ihis, when T know not what serni-
ples of military honor incited me to con-
tinne my ride which protectad the rear ol
the hacienda. Between the
procipice there was a narrow pathiway lab-
ont six feet wide; by day the 1.111111 .wuulnl
have heen dangerons, lm[r l‘r}' night it was
a perilons undertaking. I'he walls of the
farm took an extensive sweep, the path

erept around theit entire basement, and to!

follow it to the end in the dur kness; enly
two paces from the edge of a perpendicn-
lar precipice, Was no very easy tz:sk‘_.. even
for as practiced a horseman s vy sell—
Nevertheless, T did not hesitate, but bold-
ly urged my horse between the walls of
the fars-honse and the alleys of the Val-

deto. 1 had got over half the distance
without accident, when, all qf a sndden,
: had just

iy horse neighed aloud. T
veached the pass where the gronnd was not
wide enongh for the four legs of my lorse,
and it was imnpossiblede tarn back. ‘
“Hallo!” I eried alond, at the risk of be-
teaving mysell; which was even lesz dan-
. > f .. i 1
worpns than enconntering a ‘Ih‘nm man in
frant of me on such a road. ! _llwrp s a
Christian passing along the ravine. Keep

l'l“.'k."
1t was too late:
on Lorseback passct
trosses which here and
this acenrsed pathway.
ward me. -
For the love of God, can you n‘.}uin_? I
viclaimed, terrified at the fearful situation
;- . - - , l
in which we both were placed.
Impossible 1 exclaimed the horseman.

1 commended m
" tnrn our horses round, to back them along

the path we had traveled, or even to d:;,-
mount from them—=these were tl_;rec “II}]:)H
Libilities, which placed us both in the pres-
vee of a fearful doom. _Bctwe?n two
torsemen so placed upon this fearful path,
bad they heen fathier and son, one of them
wunst inevitably become the prey of the a-
hwss.,  But a few soconds had p:mst-d, and
‘e were already face to face==the nnknown
wd mvself. Ouor l.lt'il‘t‘t‘t‘ were l}c‘ad{ to
cad, and their nostrils, dilated with ter-
; rether their fiery breath-

it i 1 i« :
o m‘ﬁgtll? of ;é’ balted in dead silence.==

Hove was the smoot .
L K;T:ciel‘da; on the other side, }lmtl tl;ree
8 ee o 11, opened the hor-
it distant he wa

om t
Yl eulf. Was it an enemy before ‘my
tes? The love of

my conntry, which
wiled at that momen]: itn.tﬂ‘l‘__‘:m}’wng bos-
that i g
m{,\lfed ‘:: ;::ﬁﬁeﬁco and the Iusulrgenta?’
le;‘clui};neﬁ in a _moment of excitement,
1ty to spring npen the unknown pnrse-
. if he an ered me in the negative.
| NMerico e Imrgenlé‘:“tllat‘ is my pasa;-
rorl,’ replied ;.;he cavalier. ‘I am the Col
el nos .
1 f;:rfl:;e Captain Castanos’ ;
Our aequaintance was of long ataudmi_;,
2l byt for mutual agitation we would
e had no to exchange our names.
e m:lonal-llﬂﬂ left us two days since, at
Lead of a detachment, which we sap-

At that moment & man
1 vonnd one of the but-
1 there obstrocted

He advanced to-

e,

return to camp.

lied, ‘I am sorry
i for you perceive
yieid the pathway to

are not 8
% one of us must
% other.

T pat my hands to the holster
m’gf&ﬁi ont my pistols.

hy

“ .| of the winner.’

so far as I conld see in gli- |

R}
walls and the | nte—for un age.

w soul to God. Tnl

h and lofty wall of

eithef prisoners or cut off, for

the bridlezs on their

with alarming coolness, ‘that I shounld al-
ready have blown otit the brains of your
horse, but for fear lest mine, in a moment
of terror, should precipitate me with you
to the bottom of the abyss.

I remarked, in fact, that the Colonel al-
ready held his pistols in his hands. We
both maintained almost profound silence.
Ounr horses felt the danger like ourselves,
and remained as unmovable as if their feet
were nailed to the ground, My excitement
had entirely subsided.

‘What are we going to do?’ Linquired of
the Colonel. !

‘Draw lots to see which of the two shall
jump into the ravine.

It was, in trath, the sole means of re-
solving the difficulty.

“I'here are, nevertheless, some precau-
tions to take,’ said the Colonel. ‘He who
shall be condemnned by the lot shall retive
backward. - Tt will be but a feeble chance
of escape for him, I admit; but, in short,
there is a chance, and especially in favor

‘Yon eling not to life, then ' I eried ont,
terrified at the sang froid with which this
proposition was pat to me.

‘1 cling to life more than yourself,’ sharp-
Iy replied the Colonel, ‘for T have a mor-
tal outrage to avenge. But the time is
fast slipping away. Are you ready té pro-
ceed to draw the last lottery at which one
of us shall exist?

How were we to proceed to this draw-
ing by lot? By means of the wet finger
like infunts, or by head and tail like the |
school-hoys?!  Both were hmpractieable.—
Owr hiands impradently stretchied out over
the heads of our frichtened lorses. might
give them a fatal stait. Shonld we toss
up a pil‘L‘G of coiu, the Ilight was top dark
to enable ns to distingnish which side fell
upward. Tbhe Colonel bethought i of
an expedient of which I should never have
dreained,

had no desire to die. One last, solitary
chance of escape snddenly appeared to me
like a flash of li%;ht, and I resolved to em-
ploy it. Throngh the fastening of my boot,
and in reach of my hand, was placed a
sharp and keen knife, which I drew forth
from ite sheath. With my left hand I be-
ran caressing the mane of my horse, all
the while letting him hear my voice.

"The poor animal replied to my caressing
by a plaintive neighing. Then, not to a-
larm him, my hand followed, little by lit-
tle, along the curve of his nervous neck,
and finally rested upon the spot where the
lagt of the vertebrae unites itself with the
crapinm. The horse trembled, but 1
calmed him with my voice. When I felt
Lig very life, so to speak, palpitate in hLis
brain beneath my fingers, I leaned over
toward the wall, mv feet gently slid from
the stirrnps, and with one vigorous blow
I boried the pointed blade of my knife in-
to the seat of the vital principle. The an-
imal fell as if thunderstruck, withont a sin-
gle motion; and, for myself, my knees al-
most as high as my chin, I found myself
on horseback acioss a corpse! T was sav-
ed! 1 uttered a trimnphant cry, which
was responded to by the Colonel, and
which the abyss re-echoed with a hollow
sound, as if it felt its prey had escaped it.
[ guitted the saddle, sat down between the
wall and the body of my horee, and vigo-
rously pushed with my feet against the
earcass of the lorse, which rolled into the
abyss. I then arose and cleared at o fow
honnds the distance which separated the
place where T was from the plain; and nn-
der the irresistible re-action of the terror
whict T had long repressed I sank into a
swoon npon the ground.”

AN EAST INDIAN PAPER CUTTER.

There is an Eagtern air about the fol-|
lowing story, but it is not at all an im-

‘Listen to me, Captain,” said the Colo-
nel. to whom I connpunicated my perpiex-
‘] hiave another way. The teror
whiclh onr horses feel makes them draw ev-
EIY IOTent & fiery breait:, "The first
ns two whos=e horse shall neigh—

‘\\'ihh[‘ i {'I{Cialilul‘ti h.‘:-lii.\'.

Not so—slmll losé. I know that yven
are g conuirymahl, and, as such, can do
whatever yon plense with vour hoavse.  As
for myself, who bat last year wore the
gawn of a theological student, 1 fear your
enestrian lnrn'.\'t:.-:.-i. You may be able to
make vour horse neicls to hindeér him from
doing so is a very different matter.”

We waited in 411!(*[! and anxions silence |
nntil the voice of one of our horses should
break forth.  The silence lasted for a min-
It was my horse that
neirhed first.  The Colonel gave no ex-
ternal manifestation of kis joy: but, no
donbi, he thanked God from the very bot-
tom of his beart.

‘Yon will allow me a minute to make
iy peace with Heaven 7 1 asked, with a
f:liliu_'_? voiee,

Wil tive ininntes be enflicient V

The Colonel puiled ont his watch. 1
addressed an intense and burning prayer |
towards heaven, which was brilliant with
stars, and to which I thought T was look-
ing for the last time,

It's time,” said the Colonel.

I answered nothing, and, with a firm
hand, gathered up the bridle and drew it
within my fingers, which were agitated
with a nervons tremor,

“Yet one moment more,” I said to the
Colonel: “or 1 have need of all coolness 1o
to carry into effect the fearfal maneuvre
which T am abouf to comence.’

‘Grauted,’ replied Garduno.

TS,

was a creat admirer of his English mas-

| enaee after a fashion, frequently visited

My education had been in the ecountry.
My childhood and part of my earliest youth
had almost been passed on horsehack, and
I may say, without flattering myself, that
if there was any one in the world capable
of executing a difficult manceuvre on horse-
buck it wus myself. I rallied with almost
a supernatural effort, and sneceeded in re-
covering my entive self-possession in the
very face of dedth, Taking it at the worst,
I had already braved it too often 1o be a-
lasoed at it. From that instant I dared
to hope alresh.

As goon as my horse felt—for the first
time since my rencontre with the Colonel—
the bit pressing his mouth, I pereeived that
he trembled beneath me. 1 strengthened
myself on the stirrup, to make the terrified
animal feel that his master no longer trem-
bled. 1 held him up with bridle and hawms,
as every good horseman does in a danger-
ons parsage, and with the bridle, the body
and the spur together, sncceeded in  back-
ing him a few paces, the Colouel enconra-
ﬁring me all he conld with his voice This
done, 1 let the poor, trembiing brute, who
obeved me in spite of his terror, repose for
a few moments, and then recommenced the
same manenvre. All of a sndden 1 felt
liis hind legs give way under me. A hor-
rible shodder ran throngh my whole frame:
| clused my eyes, as if about to roll to the
bottom of the abyss, and I gave to wy
body a sudden impnlse on the side next to
the hacienda, the sniface of which offered
not a single projection, not a tuft of weeds,
to check my descent. This sadden move-
ment, joined to the desperate struggle of
of my borse, was the salvation of my life.
He sprung again on his legs, which seewed
ready to fall from under him, so desperate-
ly did I feel him tremble.

I had succeeded in reaching, between
the brink of the precipice, and the wall of
the building, a spot some few inches broad-
er. A few more inches would have ena-
bled me to turn round; but to attempt it
here would have been fatal, and I dared
not ventare. I songht to resnme my hack-
ward progtess, step by step. The horse
threw himself on his ) ;
down on the same spot. It was in vain to
urge him anew, either by voice, bridle or
spur; the animal obstinately refused to take

J
a single step in the rear. Nevertheless, I

hind legs, and fell | great

probable tale :

Mauy years ago an Tndian Rajah, who
rors, nud who had even learned the lan-
tie Vieeroy of Calentta. On one oecasion
he noticed a copy of the Ediaburg Heview
on the Vieeroy’s table, and borrowed it

Some thme after he returned it; and, ap-
on the Vieeory’s iuquiry whether he fonnd
anything interesting in 1t, he replied: “Ok!
ves, many beantiful things; bat also many
disconmected articles.” “How so?7 said
the Viceroy. “See here,” said the Rajah.
“Ihis begins with Hunting the Oruang-
ontang. does it vor 7 And now turn over
the page, and here yon liave the ‘History
of Mary Stuart.””  The Viceroy luu-_rhml.

The hook was nacat, and his vassal had

A SIGNIFICANT CATECHISM,

Who built all our cities, our villages,
every hamlet and cottage in the land?
Mechanics.

Who built every ship, steamer, vessel
and water craft that floats on every ocean
and plows on the surface of every river?
Mechanies. .

Who printed every Bible, hymn book
and newspaper printed, and bound every
printed volume on the face of the globe?
Mechauics.,

Who construct all the factories and
workshops on the earth, and who run
them? Mechanies.

Who construct all our lines of railroads,
their locomotives and cars=the Pullman
cars ?  Mechanies.

Who make every instrument of musie,
from the forgan down to the jews-harp?
Mechanics.

Who make all the agricultural imple-
ments for cultivating the the soil, all nan-
tical instrnments for navigation of the
ocean! Mechanies,

Who make all the magnificent furniture
that ornaments the mansions of the rich:
carpets, mantle ornaments, silver and chi-
ua table service ?  Mechanics.

Who make all the jewelry that adorns
the persons of the ladies? Mechanies.

What would the civilized world be
without mechanics? A howling wilder-
ness, and man a barbarian,

We never think of this brave class of
men and their great work, without a sense
of profound gratitude prevading our whoele
nature, We honor and revere them for
their gveat achievements. We cannot ex-
peet overy fool to do so, however.

GOLDSMITH MALD.
History of the Fastest Trotter in the World.

The following account of this favorite
trotting mare we find in the eurrent No. of
the Live Stock Journal. 1t was evidently
written previous to her last great feat at
Buifalo, when she made the unprecedented
time of 2:151, .

“The carly life of thiz wonderful animal
was distinguishe | by mauy striking peen-
liaritics.  Her great power of speed, the
sagacity and plack manifested in her ou-
ture vears, shown especially in races, made
horsemen anxions to know something of
her old life; and to gratily this curiosity
the ever euterprising newspaper corres-
pondent has pnshed his way among the
meadows where she first saw the light, and
interviewed her owner, gleaning the
following incidents of her life:

read it through without discovering it.  He
therefore took from his table an
paper-cutter, with a curved handle, and
explained its use to the Rajab, who was
much pleased, but could not help wonder-

ivory |

" 40t seems that the ‘Maid' was a wav-
ward child. From the date of her birth,
on the farm of Jolin B3, Decker, in Waun-
taga township, Sussex county, N. Y., in
the spring of 1857, to the age of six years,

ing how they contrived to print the insiile
of the leaves before they were ent open,
This also was explained, and the Rajah
departed, carrying with him the paper-
cutter which the Vieeroy had given hiwm.
About a year after, when the matter was
almost forgotten, the Viceray saw from
his window a eallant troop entering the
court, in the center of which was the Rajah,
motnted on a young clephant.  As soon
as the latter perceived the Viceroy, he
cried; “Do von happen to have an wncuf
number of the Edinburg Review? 1f so,
please toss it to me.” The Viceroy threw
out the book, which was canght by the
elephantand placed between his tusks,
whieh, to his surprise, the Viceroy saw had
been turned into paper-cutters, even o the
carved handles, In a monment the intelli-
gent beast cit open the leaves and then
landed the book to the Vieeroy: The
Rajah: dismounted, and, pointing to the
elephant, said to the Viceroy; “Heix
vours, I return your paper-cutter alive.”

MapayE Bazaine.—Madame Bazaine,
whe did wonderful service for a woman, in
effecting her lmishand’s escape, was married
to the ex-Marshal during the latter's service
in Mexico. From all acconuts Bazaine
had a very poor opinion of the Mexicans
as a people, but this did not prevent him
from falling in love with and marrying a
native Mexican woman. The ex-Marshal
was married in the city of Mexico, on the
26th of June, 1865, to Senorita Dona
Josefa Renay Azcarate, a lady of great
beaaty and immense wealth, albeit, ac-
cording to general belief, the daughter of
a brigand. The civil marriage was per-
formed by the intendant of the city, after
which the Archbishop pronounced a bless-
ing on the happy couple, Maximilian and
Carlotta acting as padrinos. But .this
was not the only imperial patronage the
happy couple received, as the Emperorand
Empress of the French were sponsors for
their first child. There are now four clil-
dren in the family. The eldest, a boy of
seven, k-pt his father company at Sainte
Margnerite for some time before Madame
Bazaine and one of the other children
were permitted to join him in February
last. > During the progress of Bazaine’s
trial, and before its commencement,
Madame Bazaine and the fonr children oc-
cupied apartments in a convent at some
little distance from the house in which he
was confined at Versailles.

Dickens thus explains the origin of the
saying, “May your shadow never be less.”
“What do yon mean,” said I to an em-
bassador, who had passed a long time in
Europe, “hy the salatation, “May your shad-
ow never be less ¥?  “We live,” answered
the kahn, pleasantly, “under a very hot
cun in Persia, and we retire to the shadow
for repose and peace. The power of a
man gives rest and tranquility to a

t many, for no one dares to injure or
moleat those whom he protects. So we
call this his shadow, and hope, for cur own
sakes as well as his, that it may never di-
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she distingnished herself in many ways,
but never as a trotter. She was under-
sizedd, nervous, and fretful, and utterly ve-
fused to work. Mr. Decker, ier owner,
says he never got any work ont of her but
twice—one-half day in ploughing corn
and one-half day in drawing stones.  Once
she was litched to a harrow, but after a
short distance she reared and entangled
Loth her hind legs in the cross-piece in
the hareow, and so injured those members
that when shie goes out for her moming
wilks, it is said, she'still shows signs of
stiffness behind, cansed by this fall,
“From the time she was two or three

« vears old nutil Mr. Deckersold her at six

shie was used as a race-horse, though with-
out her owner’s knowledge.  The boys on
the farm, of course, as all boys are, were
anxions to know which was the fastest
horse, and at an early day they found that
it was the ‘Maid.” And so after the ‘old
man’ had gone to bed they wonld take her
out of the pastnre or stable whenever a
race could be made up, and ran her on the
rond after night. She beat everything
that could be brought to ran with her, so
that finally none but the uninformed from
a distance could be found to bet agaiust
her. These races were made up at the
country stores and lounging places in the
evening, after farm work was over, aud
the race run the same night sfter the old
man had gone to bed. No training, no
grooms, no jockeys, no weight for age—
just as 2 man or boy in his bare foot,
mounted bare-backed, with his toes hug-
ging the mare's belly like a leech, Was
the style; and the ‘Maid’ no doubt enjoyed
it more than she has some of her late races
in the trotting-ring.

“One of the most singunlar freaks of the
crazy-headed little mare during her farm-
life was a habit she had of taking & month-
ly trip through the country. About once
a month, no matter how high the enclosure,
she would break from her pasture and go
sailing over the nighboring farms, leaping
and flying over fences, ditches, stone walls,
and streams; thro’ fields of growing crops,
meadows, woods, and pastures; up steep
hills and down, until, making a ecirenit,
eenerally abont ten miles, she would finally
land in the field from which she started,
bebaving herself afterwards in”a steady
manner, for her, until the next run. The
time that she was out during these trips
was generally about forty minutes. A
few stops by the way to have a little gos-
sip with her neighbors, probably aceount-
err for the time being so long.

“One day in the summer of 1863 two
men who were ont buying horses for the
army stopped all night at Mr. Decker’s,
and in the morning bonght the ‘Maid’ of
him for §200, and started for home, lead-
ing the mare behind them. On their way
they met Mr, TomkKins, who knew the lit-
tle mare, and bought her of them for $300.
The two-men also knew her, and were
aware that the mare had great speed, ana
believed that she conld be made a trotter,
but were willing to make $100 by their

ing’s bargain. The next day Tomp-

m
kins

cellent judge of horse-flesh, of Blooming
Grove, Orange county, N. Y., for $600.
From him she took the name of Goldsmith
Maid. He kept her in pretty steady train-
ing under a driver named William Bodine,
to whom, more than other men, should be
awarded the credit of first bringing the
matre out. The remowned Budd Doble,
who now drives her so handsomely, had
not then seen or heard of her. -

“While in training for the trotting course
Sh‘ﬁ was so fretful and irritable, so deter-
mined to run at every opportunity instead
of trotting, o hard to Lring to a trot after
breaking from that gait, that Mr. Gold-
smith many times determined to give up
the training and sell her at any price; but
his patient driver maintained his abiding
faith in her, and assured his employer that
she was the fastest animal on his premises,
aud would come out at last a great trotter,
and finally persnaded him to keep ber,
which he did until this driver so brought
ont her points that Goldsmith, in November,
1868, sold her to B. Jackman and Budd
Doble for 20,000, These gentlemen sold
lier to N. H. Smith for $37,000. Doble
still drives her.

She made her first appearance in public
in August 1865, When she trotted in
2:17 at Milwankee; September 6, 1871,
there was great excitement everywhere
among horsernen.  The majority doubted
the length of the track and the time. DBat
the track was measured afterwards by
competent engineers, whio testified, under
oath, to its being a full mile, in length
when measured three feet from the inside
rail; and the accaracy of the time was es-
tublished beyond dispute. Ever since
then vast erowds have attended her rages.
Since her last great achievemeut at
Mystic Park in 2:16%, this excitement is
again revived.”

TWO HOURS IN A HAREM.

An English newspaper correspondent
who accompanied the Russian expedition
to Khiva, relates the following interesting

adventure in which he was the principal
actor:

On the evening of the day on which
General Kanfinan enterered Khiva the
author's attention was attracted to a young
Cireassian girl of great beanty who stood
erect and tranquil among a group of half-
demented women at the door of the harem,
and turned her eyes toward him, as thongh
she wished to speak to him. The dark
eves of this lady haunted him, and he
could not vest. Midnight came, and the
sleeping city was bathed in a flood of glo-
rious moonlight. DBy this time our hero
had fonnd his way to the top of a high
wall overlooking the court of the harem,
into which he was determined to penetrate,
heedless of the unknown dangers he might
enconnter. Searching about, he comes on
a door locked with a padlock, the posts of
which, however, are so loosely fixed in the
wall, that be has no dificulty in taking
them down. Descending a stone stairway,
he gets into a court, on the other side of
which stands the wall of the harem. In
this wall he finds two passages, inta one
of which he enters. 1t is pitch dark, and
the corridors are intricate, so he occasion-
ally lights a small picce of candle with
which he had thonglitfully provided him-
self.  After wandering through a succes-
sion of empty, mud-walled rooms and pas-
sages, he tinds himself saddenly on toe
brink of a well abont fifty feet deep. A
little furtlier on hie enters a small room, in
the corner of which he ‘observes a pile of
what appears © be black earth. Stoop-
ing, he picks np a handful—it is gunpow-
der, enongh to blow the whole place to
atoms, and he has been wandering about
for an hour, striking watches and throwing
the still borning endSof them carelessly
about. Hastily retreating, breathless and
weak with fear, he leans against a
wall, and begins to wonder how he conld
have been so idiotic as to undertake such
an adventure. Getting out, however, was
ot so easy a task as getting in. For an-
other half hour he wanders through a la
byrinth of roomns, and just as he is on the

ppoint of despairing, he comes to a door at

the end of a corridor, on the other side
of which he hears female voices. After a
little hesitation, he knocks softly, and a
second knock brings an answer in “a soft
girlish voice that went rippling over the
smooth syllables of the Tartar tongue like
a brook over stone,” but not a word of
which he understands. In reply he mut-
ters “ Aman”—peace,” or “peace with you,”
the universal salutation, he. says, in such
cases—which evokes smothered langliter;
and so, after adittle further parleying, the
light door springs open, and he is greeted
by a loud peal of langhter from six or sev-
en women, some old and ugly, some young
and pretty, among whom the gay Lothario
soon discerns the beanty he is in search of.
They all have tea together, and the Sul-
tana pours water on her admirer’s hands
from an elegantly-shaped pitcher, and
gives him a towel to dry them with, in the
most kindly, officions manner. Converse-
tion was a difficnlty whieh could only be
partially overcome. ~He manages, hower-
er, to ascertain that the beauty’s name is
Zuleika, that she does not like the Raus-
sians, and that she is aware he is not a
Russian. Afterwards he learned that she
took him for an English agent, seut out
by the English government, and wished to
place herself and her companions under
his protection, and in this way he accounts
for her interest in him, and for the recep-
tion he got that night. Having spent two
hours in the harem, Mr. MacGahan gives
ench of the ladies a present, and unaer the
escort of his hostess is conducted to the
foot of the stone steps by whieh he fivst

descended: Hurrying back te' the outer |

‘court, where General Golovatehiff is re-
posing, he flings himself on a piece of car-
pet, and is soon sound . When he

md,hé;to.&ldm Goldsmith, an e.x«d

wakens next morning; the rst words he
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hears are, “The women have escaped.”
With the doors all guarded, and & cordon
of Russian soldiers surrounding the place,
their escape seems inexplicable. “Con-
jecture,” Mr. MucGahan, tells us, “was
rife, and of course I jvas no more able
than anybody else to give the proper ex-
planation.” He now asks General Kanf-
man to excuse him for not having made
his report earlier, “in consideration of the
pecaliar circumstances of the ease.”

-A SUCCESSFUL CONUNDRUM.

#John has never given you a ring?”
said Kate’s sister to her one day. John
was Katie’s lover.

“Never,” said Katie, with a regretful
shake of the head.

“And never will until you ask him for
it,” returned the sister.

“Then I fear I shall never get one,”
was the reply.

“Of course you mnever will. John is
too stupid to think of snch things; and as
you can never pluck up courage to ask
him for one, it follows that you will never
get one.” o

This set Katie to thinking, and to what
purpose we shall see.

That evening her lover came to see her.
He was very proud and very happy, for
the beantiful girl by his side had been for
several weeks pledged to marry him as
soon as the business conld be properly
done, and John was a grand good fellow,
too, notwithstanding his obliviousness to
certain polite matters.

“John,” said Katie, at length, looking
up with an innocent smile, “do you know
what a conundrum is?’

“Why, it's a puzzle—a riddle,” answered
John.

“Do you think you could ask me one I
could not guess ¥”

“I don’t know. I never thought of
such things. Could you ask me one 1’

“1 could try.”

“Well, try, Katie.”

“Then answer this:
D like a ring ¥”

Jolin puzzled Lis brain over the prob-
lem for a long time, but finally was forced
to give it up.

41 don’t know Katie. Why isit?”

“Because,” replied the maiden, with a
very soft blush ereeping up to her temples,
‘e cannot be wed withont it.”

In less than a week from that date
Katie had her engagement ring.

Why is the letter

A Rare ArT TrEASURE.—Professor
Bachmaicr hgs presented to the British
Musenm a cast of the torso of a supposed
statue of Sappho, found at Larnaka, in
Cyprus, and has received through the
prineipal librarian, Mr. J. Winter Jones,
the best thanks of the trustees. The torso
comprises the entire upper part of the
body, reaching considerably below the
waist., Relies of the strings of the great
poetess’ lyre remain, and there are even
traces of the pigments with which her eyes
and mouth were colored. This “statne of
“Buarning Sappho,” the martyr of love,
is thought to have stood within the per-
cinets of the temple of Aphrodite, at
Larnaka, and to be the work of the famous
Greek sealptor Silanion, who flomished
in the age of Alexander the great, and is
mentioned by Cicero in his oration against
Veries. This rare art treasure was por-
chased at Beyrout by Herr Joseph Bach-
maier, who is now traveling in Syria. He
i the brother of Professor Anton Bach-
maicr, the donor of the cast to the nation-
al musenm.

A Fétcorrey Crrv.—The late Lient.
Garnier discovered last year the ruins of a
sreat  ancient  city—Angeor. These
rains ave of extraordinary. magnificence,
hoth ™ point of extent and architectural
splendor. The sides of the principal tem-
ple measure no less than two miles and a
qnarter in circumference, and the remaius
of endless roads, buried in forests and jun-
gle, contain monument after monument,
each, if possible, more astounding than the
preceding.  The architectare and sculp-
ture of this forgotten city exhibit a very
advanced knowledge of the arts, and the
great temple is deseribed as the master-
piece of some unknown Michael Angelo.
Angeor must have been one of the great-
est cities of the globe, and yet of its histo-
ry no acconnt remains. Nothing is now
known of its past, save that a Chinese
traveler, in the year 1202, mentioned its
splendor, and that three hundred years la-
ter it was referred 1o by Rabedenoyea as
an ancient ruin. i

A True Lapy.—DBeauty and style are
not the surest passports to respectability—
some of the noblest specimens of woman-
hood the world lus ever seen have pre-
sented the plainest and most unprepossess-
ing appearances. A woman’s worth is to be
estimated by the -real goodness of her
heart, the greatuess of her soul, and the
purity and sweetness of her character; and
a woman with a kindly disposition, and a
well balanced mind and tomper, is lovely
and attractive, be her face ever so plain
and her ﬂgura ever so homely; she makes
the best of wives and the truest of mothers.
She has a higher purpose in living than
the beautifal yet yain and supercilious wo-
man, who has no higher ambition than to
flannt her finery in the streets, or to grati-
fy her inordinate vanity by exacting flat-
tery and praise from a society whose com-
pliments are as hollow as they are. insin-
cere.

Axprrrox.—Never expect a selfishly
ambitious man to be a trme fiiend. The
man who makes ambition his god tram-
ing else. He will climb

he treads upon the hearts | _

table, as

be | given up to the ia
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Correspondence.

Reminiscences of a Soiourn of Many Years in
the Principal Empires and Kingdoms of Europe.

NO. XXX,

[Ernarta:—In No. 29, 9th line, for cases "4 feet from
the floor” read 1 foot:" in line 51, for “a small foot"
read “a small fort;"” and, near the close of the article,
for “stadies in Muouich"” read “studies in mosic." |

MEesses. Eprrors:—The collection of

porcelain in the Great Garden in Dresden,
is full and very fine. Speaking of porce-
lain reminds me of a visit we made to
Messien. Here it was that 1 was arrested
because I had not that little serap of pa-
per in my pocket, an acccount of which I
gave in a former number. We had every
attention shown us, and we were taken a-
round, and had everything explained fo
us, from the commencement of the prepar-
ation of the material, to the finishing of the
finest poreelain and glassware. 1 was
rather surprised to find them so commaun-
nicative relative to the coloring. 1 saw a
great many mest beantiful pieces of work,
among which I remember a pair of vases
gome four feet high, that they had been
working on for three years. The pair,
when finished, would cost some $3,600;
they were intended for some one of the
crowned heads—the Emperor of Austria,
if 1 am not mwistaken. After we were
shown all through the establishment, and
had everything explained to us, we were
allowed to go wherever we felt inclined—
in fact, we were told to do so. Here, as
well as at every other place we visited in
Saxony, we received that respect due to
strangers, I can truly say that nowhere
in all Germany did I find the people more
intelligent, more refined and polite. T was
very much pleased with them, and as re-
gards their langnage, it is better spoken
than anywhere in Germany. The ques-
tion can very easily suggest itself as to
what is the cause of this difference when
the kingdoms join, there being a difference
of ouly some two hundred iniles betwen the
two capitals, and the people speaking the
same language? T can only answer that
the same difference can be fonnd existi
between families, and even brothers—some
will be gentlemen, while others are vaga-
bonds.

If vou will take the cars that leave Dres-
den for Prague, and stop about eight miles
from Dresden, a walk of three miles will
bring you to a place called Saxony-Switz-
erland, which is the most romantic spot I
have ever secn. Here are to be scen in
a small space, looking likg a little valldy,
say a half mile long and a quarter broad,
twelve or fifteen natural pyramids that
spring up like so many chimneys or shot
towers, some of them bearing a strong re-
semblance to huge grind stones piled one
apon another. Perhaps close on each side
of one of these little valleys (for there are
several of them) ope will see rugged and
almost perpendicular ridges, not higher
than a shat tower. There are. gaps in
these ridges, and as yon pass over or
throngh them you will cross some very
dvep chasms; the bottoms of some of which
have never been fonud, and the width of
which varies from two to five feet. There
are any number of little waterfalls. Some
of these isolated monutaing have been
washed into various forms, and have been
washed into shapes resembling various an-
imals, and ave named accordingly; as the
Lamb, the Deer, the Shepherd, the Lion,
the Monk, the Bear, and many others. All
this great variety of Swiss scenery in min-
inture has a cirenmference of only about
twenty miles. Here we met several of the-
Seoteh nobility, and amongst them were
some most beautiful young ladies, who
climbed up and down those steep places
with ag much ease as the men. We re-
mained in this wild spot for three days.
There are several beer-houses in this little
Switzerland; but such fare! At one house
I heard of scup, and it proved to be that
miserable battermilk soup I spoke of in a
former number, the very thought of which
is enongh to make one’s blood run cold.
As the Germans were so fond of it, and the
Scotch and we Americans had such a hor-
ror at the sight of it, cansing me to think
perhaps we were not able to appreciate fine
soup, | asked the keeper of the iun if he
wonld be so good as to give me a. recipe
for making it, which he £d And as some
of your readers may be desirous of makin,
it, T will give yon his directions: *“Boil
the buttermilk until, (I forget how long
but not long, as he had not as much w
as he could hold between your finger and
thumb); when done take handful o g?rhc "
bruise it, and tirow in; put in a handfal of
dried sage; add a cupful of beer, and a cou-
ple ofa:aﬁt herring; after taking off the fire
sweeten with honey.” I think the.land-
lord must have forgotten some of the in-
gredients, for 1 am sare that the soup had
at least eight or ten odors. From Saxo-
ny-Swiss we walked one morning early
four miles to the fortress of Koningstein,
dituated on a very steep mountain. QOur

walk was so fatiguing that we were oblig-

ed to decline the politeness of the usher,

as we were broken down. This s the fort-
ress to which was sent all t sures of
the Green room in 1848, during the gre:
revolation tmnlghout all Europe.

being thoronghly rested, we (my friend,
mysgifand curmlc#dcplace’ ) went that e-
vening
Saxony-Swiss, which we found

additions to the many we had left theve.
As ni

the weather to turn much cooler.
We were compelled to take our choice of
~ g 10

chairs, long benches, or the, dia

2 sl

to the buttermiik house of

t came on we had & storm, which




