
A Tender Memory. 

A little foot«tep patterinir on the floor, 
A golden head laid gently en my knee; 

A shadow darkening all the earth and sky, 
And life is sad and desolate to me. 

8weet ltps half parted in a peaceful smile; 
The light of God upon that baby brow; 

A hush upon the tiny waxen face— 
Our darling's but a tender mem'ry now. 

Our grief nigh spent, we try to calmly think, 
To ask ourselves half sternly—is it right 

That we should mourn that to eternal rest 
Her infant form was laid by us to-night? 

n lat er years her footsteps might have turned 
Aside from paths that point the heavenly 

gate; 
Perchance she might have heard the awful 

words; 
"You cannot enter now—too late—too late." 

And now? Ah. yes! our darling calmly sleeps; 
Earth holds for her no hope, nor grief, nor 

loss; 
Another life has gained the pardon won 

With such deep pain upon the bitter cross. 
—Selected. 

T H E (xDILLOTIftE. 

H n r a t Hal«t«ad «'«*scrjbes H o w Two 
JBurdt-rers Had T» elr Head* Chopped 

oar. 
Cot res 7 ondence Cincinnati Commercial. 

Opportunity occured this morning to 
•witness the execution of two criminals, 
and I was at pains to improve the occa
sion. The condemned were murderers 
•who had killed an old milk-woman for 
her money. She had, by fifteen years' 
hard work and close saving, accumulated 
$3,000, and furnished milk to the men, 
one of whome was a notary and a writer 
for the press, and the other a medical 
student. The notary had knowledge of 
money matters, and the old woman told 
him of her wealth, with a view to its bet
ter inveetment. He proposed to the doc
tor the killing, and division of the money. 
There was much care taken to do the job 
artistically. The notary struck the vic
tim on the back of the neck with a 
sand-club, and the doctor used a surgical 
instrument to penetrate the heart and pro
duce internal bleeding. They were named 
Barry thft notary, and Lebeiz, the doctor. 

When these inte ligent and bloody 
scoundrels had been detected, tried and 
condemned, all of which happened with 
in a tew weeks, the marshal president 
refused to interfere Tvith the execution of 
the sentence of death. I t is the French 
fashion to execute those thus doomed to 
die with the guillotine in the public 
street in front of the prison without mak
ing known the exact time. I t is the cos-
tom to use the knife-axe at daybreak, 
and the prisoners are not notified until 
wanted. The people understand that 
very soon after the prayer for mercy of 
those undt r capital sentance is refused 
the guillotine will be used, and those 
seeking to enjoy the spectacle are watch
ful accordingly. The representatives of 
the press are allowed to know the ar
rangements of the authorities, that they 
may certify that the work has been done. 

Hearing that the execution would take 
place at half-past 5 o'clock this morning, 
I started ior the spot about 1—having a 

rendezvous with some journalists at a 
cafe where black coffee was the favorite 
beverage of the hour, though brandy was 
in competition as a refreshment. 

When we arrived, a few minutes be
fore 3 o'clock, within 300 yards of " L a 
Roquettc," the streets were filled with 
people, who were restrained by a strong 
force of police from crowding upon the 
prison doors. There were many sinister 
laces in this mass of men and women 
and the excitment wasfi rce. All streets 
leading to the prison were guarded by 
police in force, backed by cavalry. The 
latter were once used in a clattering 
chaTge to drive back the violent multi
tude. Only the few knew that the exe
cution was positively fixed for that morn
ing. The many had conjectured tha t 
there would not be further delay, and it 
was the the third night that they had as
sembled at midnight and waited in strag 
gling crowds for the dismal drama. 

As the privileged persons passed 
through the line of police they were 
greeted with storm of imprecations that 
were somewhat softened to those not en
tirely familiar with the mysterious re
sources of the language of the French. 
We were among the eaily arrivals before 
an iron gate in a heavy stone archway, on 
which we read, "Depot of the Condemned," 
and over which a small tri-color was dis
played. On either side of the gate was 
the inscriptim decreed ior all public 
buildings in Prance, including churches: 
"Liberty, Equality, Fraternity." Tne 
open space in front of the gate contains a 
few chestnut trees, not very thrifty, and 
in the center of the court are four large 
stones in the pavement, where the iranie 
of the fatal knife is erected. About ten 
minutes after 3, two huge black vans came 
up, and were recognized as containing 
the machinery of the executioner. Wich 
them appealed Roch, the fau.ous heads
man, who is a stout, hearty, resolute-look
ing man, witb a very decent face. He wore 
a new t i lk hat, appearing to think some
thing in the way of distinction necessary, 
was quite at ease, and his orders were 
swiftly and noiselessly obeyed by aids 
who seemed familiar with their duties' 
H e is facetiously called by the mob"Mon-
seur de Paris," and is a person of import
ance. There is as much gossip about his 
habits, and aa many rumors relating to 
his private affahs as if he were a grand 
duke or one of the pretenders to the 
throne. 

The guillotine is almost as simple an 
affair as a ladder. Pu t up tor immedi
ate service by the light of two 
lanterns and a gas-lamp, in the midst 
of a curious crowd of reporters and 
friends ol the authoritie3,it was not hand
some. Recently i t has been improved. 
The triangular bit of steel, called indif
ferently he knife and the axe, is conceal
ed by a board when drawn u p ; and this 
is thought to be humane, as i t masss 
from the condemned the instrument oF 
death. The second improvement is the 
deadening of the sound of the iall of the 
knife by india-rubber. This is supposed 
to be a mercy to the spectators whose 
nerves are susceptible to shocks of noise. 
When erected, the height of the frame of 
the gallotioe above the pavement is per
haps fourteen feet. I t is painted a dingy 
red—a dry-blnod color—and presents a 
resemblance to a section of a fire ladder. 
A t the foot of one side is a large basket, 
and on the other a box. Waiting in the 
chill morning, in the gloomy assemblage 
of the •'privileged," by a faint light, 
under the shade of dusty chestnuts, was 
wearisome, and the minutes p% sed 
drearily and slowly. About 4 o'clock the 
"machine" was complete. The bolts 
wore fitted in their places, guided by 

skilled and steady hands. The ugly kife 
glided to the top of the frame on a tr a' 
trip—the log, acute angle of the edge 
showing for a second, as it answered the 
cord by which it is suspended. 

Privileged persons increased in num
bers, and pressed upon the guard in a 
manner not dignified. In the distance 
we could hear the hoarse cries and mur
murs of the monstrous throngs kept back 
by files of soldiers. The black vans had 
told the tale that the hour of expiation 
was beyond doubt at hand. Officers with 
decorations and swords moved to and fro. 
The commissioner of security—I think 
they call him—appeared with a sash 
about his waist. Indications multiplied 
that the grave formalities or administra
tion that distinguish all proceedings in 
thi3 country were in progress. The po
lice became irritated by the pressure of 
the crowd, and at last manifested their 
importance by driving bock the whole 
mass without mu-.h hypocrisy of polite
ness. I had gained a front position on 
the curbstone and restrained the pressure 
from the police for some time, but they 
were not grateful, and two of them, with 
the aid of a soldier, used me effectually 
against those in the rear. And I pitied a 
huge fat fellow who was of the second 
rank, though there was a degree of con
solation in having such a cushion to 
strike when employed as a projetile. The 
wind was quite knocked out of my cor
pulent friend, while the diversion merely 
enabled me to obtain a few moments ' re
laxation. Their duty of demonstration 
done, the guardians of the peace relapsed 
into expectant ^attitudes, and were quiet 
for nearly an hour, when they again flung 
themselves upon the privileged classes 
with jealous resentment. 

The guillotine was during this time dis
played by the two candles of the lanterns 
of the workmen. There was the basket 
half filled with sawdust to receive the 
heads, and the heavy box for the trunks, 
and the little cradle about two feet above 
the stones, with the place for the necks 
of the criminals; and, as the cord by 
which the knife was raised could be seen 
between the posts of the frame, it was 
evident that the angle of steel rested upon 
the India-rubber improvement, and was 
not elevatad and concealed behind the 
other improvement at the top of the 
machine. At intervals there were lights 
from matches U3ed by smokers, revealing 
parts of the dismal congregation and the 
leaves and burrs of the trees. There was 
not a star to be seen, or a breath of air 
to stir a leaf. 

THE ABBK CROZES APPEARED, 
a venerable man, with white hair, and 
sad, benevolent countenance, attended by 
officers, and passed into the prison 
through a narrow door in the gate. This 
incident caused a movement of emotion. 
I t meant business. 

Between the hours of 3 and 4 there 
were many conjectures whether "Barre or 
Lebeiz were aware that they were so soon 
to die, and wakeful and able to hear 
through the thick walls the deep sounds, 
like the weird voice of the ocean, that 
told of the presence of a great mult i tude. 
I t was strange to think that perhaps they 
did not know of the frightful apparition 
at the gate, or the pale faces that turned 
upon it. The papers tell us that Barre 
was awake, having just finished writing 
his memoirs, but that Lebeiz slept pro
foundly. They were called at a quarter 
alter 4 o'clock, and their toilet made for 
the embrace of the guillotine. Barre 
wanted wine and cigars. Lebiez d id not 
care for anything. 

At last the clouds in the east began to 
whiten, and we who were waiting, and 
watching, and growing weary, saw that 
i t was dawn. Then we discovered that 
there were classes among the "privilege-
ed"—circles within circles. The iavored 
reporters and the seclect important per
sons were passed through the lines of 
police. I was not of them, but made my 
way to the front rank of those behind 
the police, ior the second time. A 
French crowd is uneasy and flexible, and 
a persistant push will gradually prevail. 
The light increased, and the masses of 
men became strangely quiet. At half-
past 5 the day was"clear, and the iron 
gates slowly turned. A group appeared 
advancing; the central figure was a short 
man, clean shaven, with hair cut short, 
his chest naked, his arms pinioned, his 
shoulders covered by a tunic. This was 
Barre. 

The most miserable horror was never 
more strikingly depicted in the face of a 
man than in his at this moment. The 
removal of his beard had given his cheeks 
a ghastly whiteness. His mouth was 
hanging open, and his lips were blue. 
His eyes were rolling and red. Hese«m-
ea almoss incapable of walking and his 
attendants supported him, and urged 
him forward. Within a few paces ot the 
euillotine, the Abbe Crozes, who was 
walking Defore, paused, and, turning, 
presented a crucifix. Barre kissed i t con
vulsively, and was hurried on. I h a i 
expected f.n instant's delay before the fall 
of the knife, but, while I turned to see if 
the second murderer was within view, 
and saw thet he was not, Barre disap 
appeared in the group of attendants at 
tbe spot of execution (distant from my 
standpoint perhaps twelve yards'), and in 
the twinkling of an eye I heard the 
crunching biss of the knife as it clove 
through the thick neck of the murderer. 
I shall not forget that noise. I t was dis
tinctly rough cutting of tough m< at. 

Barre shrank from the deadly knife, 
but was of course helpless Still he gave 
his executioners some trouble. His body 
did not roll into the box prepared for it 
according to calculation, and an immense 
et of blood scread a brilliant led over the 

rust-colored frame, and deluged the first 
assistant, whose duty it is to stand on the 
farther side of the knife and steady the 
head by holding the ears until i t drops 
into the basket. The sight of the foun
tain of blood caused a low cry ot horror— 
a sort of hoarse sob—and turning my 
glance again to the prison, I saw Lebiez 
advancing. He was in a little better orm 
than his predecessor, but did not seem to 
me heroic. The French papers dwell up
on his firmness, and contrasts i t with the 
hideous collapse of his partner; but my 
own observation was simply that he was 
only lees abject than the other. I t i s 
said that some one cried "Bravo!" and he 
answered u Adieu" but I did not hear 
either word. 

I only witnessed with amazement the 
celerity with which he vanished une'er 
the knife, and heard the click of the 
spring-catch holding u p the deadly blade, 
when, the cord loosening, i t WHS jerked, 
and the rasping thud of tne steel, as i t 
severed the stout neck, placed for the 

final stroke. The spectators murmured 
for a moment in a shivering way and 
looked into each other's faces, finding 
new horrors; and as they turned away, 
the heads and trunks of the executed 
were already in the black vans, and the 
guillotine was being snatched to pieces. 
There was no need of police and soldiers 
to disperse the people, who were in such 
haste that they seemed to be in flight. 

The execution by guillotine is certainly 
more impressive than that by hanging, 
and if it is the purpose of the authorities 
to make the spectacle of the death of a 
felon awful, the French succeed. I am 
told that one executioner, Roch, (Mon-
seigneur de Paris), and his assistants 
serve for the whole country. The com
plete apparatus is arranged for transpor
tation by rail or along the road or street. 
The salary of the headsman is 8,000 
francs a year, with a small sum for ma
chinery, and 100 francs extra tor each 
head cut off. 

^m 

Ways of My Ttouth, ~ 
Days of my youth, ye have glided ways: 
Hairs of my youth, you are frosted and g ay; 
Eyes of my youth, your keen sight is no 

more; 
Cheeks of my vouth, you are furrowed all o'er 
Strength of my youth, all your vigor is gone; 
Thoughts of my youth, your gay visions have 

flown. 

Days of my youth, I wish not your recall; 
Hairs of my youth. I'm content ye shall fall; 
Eyes ef my youth, you much evil have seen; 
Cheeks of my youth, bath'd in tears you have 

been; 
Thoughts of my youth, you have led me 

astray; 
Strength of my youth, why lament your decay ? 

Days of my age, ye will shortly be past; 
Pains of my age, yet awhile ye can last; 
Joys of my age, in true wisdom delight; 
Eyes of my age, be religion your light; 
Thoughts of my age, dread ye not the cold 

sod; 
Hopes of my age, be ye fixed on your God! 

— St. George Tucker. 

WASHING D A i . 

"Oh, dear me! what shall we do?" said 
Mary Lennox. "It's just exactly ilike those 
working people, to go and fall ill just when 
we need them most. And every napkin in 
the wash, and not enough table linen to last 
two weeks. You must be a very poor man
ager, grandma, not to have more of such 
things!" 

Old Mrs. Lennox sighed as she rubbed the 
glasses of her spectacles. 

"My dear," said she, "I should have had 
more if I could have afforded them. But 
times are hard, and " 

"Yes, I've heard all that before," sad Mary, 
irreverently. "But the question is, grandma, 
what shall we do about the washing, now that 
Katrina cannot come?" 

Mrs. Lennox heaved another sigh. She 
was old and rneumatic, and the great piled-np 
basket of clothes seemed a tenific bugbear 
before her eyes. 

"I'm sure I don't know," said she. "But if 
vou nrls will help a little about the dinner, 
I will try and see what I can do. It must be 
got out, I suppose, and " 

But here a slight, dark-eyed girl, with a 
clear, olive complexion, and wavy black hair 
growing low on her foreheand, turned from 
the table, where she was rinsing china. 

"You will do nothing of t*ic kind, grandma," 
said she, as resolutely as if she had been sev-
enty instead of seventeen. "You attempt a 
days washing, at your age?" 

4 'But my dear, said grandma Lennox, feebly, 
"who will do it?" 

"I will," said the dark-eyed lassie. 
'•Georgie, I'm surprised at you!" said Mary, 

"why you never did such a thing in your life!" 
'That's no reason I never shonld." 
"But, Georgie—if any one should see you!" 
"We don't generally receive company in the 

kitchen," said Georgie Lennox. "And if any 
one should come in " 

"Well?" 
"If they like my occupation, I shall be very 

much pleased; if they don't, they are quite* at 
liberty to look the other way!" 

And Mi s Lennox tied a prodigious crash 
apron around her, rolled up her sleeves, and 
resolutely took her stand in front of the wash-
bench. 

"It seems too bad, my dear, with those little 
white hands of yours," said old Mrs. Lennox, 
irresolutely. 

"Oh, my hands!" laughed Georgie. "What 
are they good for, if not to make themselves 
useful?" 

Mary drew herself disdainfully up. 
"Well," said she, "I never yet stooped to 

such a degradation as that!" 
•'It would be a great deal worse degradation 

to stand by and let my rheumatic old grand
mother do the washing," observed Georgie, 
with philosophy, as she plunged her hands 
into the snowy mass of suds. 

Old Mrs. Lennox had been left with a p'.c-' 
turesque farm-house on the edge of Sidonia 
Lake.andnothing else. And so old Mrs. Lennox 
bethought herself to eke her slender means 
by the reception of summer boarders. And 
in September, when her two grand-daughters 
had obtained their fourtnight's leave of ab
sence from the type-setting estalishment. in 
Troy, where they earned their daily 
bread, they came home for a breath of 
fresh mountain air, and helped grandma Len
nox with her boarders. For there was no girl 
rfept a* the farm-house and no outside assist
ance called in, except as German Katrina 
came once a week to was l and scrub. 

"It's drudgery," sighed Mary, who was tall 
and slender, with a fa<r complexion, doll-blue 
eye , and a Broynic dissatisfaction with her 
lot in life. 

"It's fun!" said Georgie, who had no such 
exalted aspiratious, and liked to make cus
tards, wash china, and decorate the tea table 
with (lowers. 

"You'll hang out these clothes for me, 
Mary, won't you?'said Georgie, as she flung 
the last red-bordered towel on the top of the 
clothes-basket, "while I wash the pillow 
cases?" p 

"Indeed I shall not." said her sister. "With 
the Miss Pooleys playing croquet in plain 
sight? Never." 

"Then I must do it myself," said Georgia, 
with a little shrug of the shoulders. "And"— 

But just as she spoke there came a tap at 
the kitchen .oor. 

''Come in!" cried Georgie, valiantly, while 
her sister, with burning cheeks, endeavored 
to hide herself and her occupation of peeling 
onions behind the big roller-towel. 

And Mr. Haymond Abtott "walked in" ac
cordingly. 

"I beg your pardon, Miss Georgia," said he, 
rather blandly, "I didn't know I should dis
turb you." 

"Oh, you're not disturbing me at all," 
said Georgie, serenely, resting one dimpie-
dotted, rosy elbow on the washboard, and 
looking at him like a practicahzed copy of 
one of Guido's angels, out of a cluud of soapy 
steam. 

"But," he went on, "I wa9 going to ask one 
of the servants for a basket to bring fish home 
in." 

"I will get it for you with pleasure," said 
Georgie. 

And as she turned to the dresser, her sister 
answered the puzzled expression of Mr. Ab 
bott's face. 

You are surprised to 6ee Georgie doing 
that?" said she. with a gesture toward the 
plebeian tub. "And I don't wonder. But it's 
only <or afrolie—a wager. Girls will do such 
things, you know!" 

But Georgie had heard the last words, and 
turned around with crimsoned cheeks and 
sparkling eyes. 

"It is not a frolic," said she. "And it's not 
a wager. It's serious, sober earnest. I am 
doing the washing because Katrina has 
sprained her anklo. and there's no one else 
but grandmamma to do it.' 

"Indeed!" said Mr. Abbott. "And ean't I 
help you?" 

"Yes," Georgie promptly made answer. 
"You caa carry that basket of clothes out to 
the bleaching-ground for me." 

"Georgie!" exclaimed her sister, a* Mr. 
Abbott cheerily shouldered the load and strode 

away in the direction indicated by Georgie's 
pointing finger. 

"He asked me," said Georgie. "I shouldn't 
have asked him!" 

"Judge Abbott's son groaned Mary. "The 
richest man in Ballston"! He'll never ask you 
to go out rowing on the lake with him again." 

But the reappeareuce of the gentleman in 
question put a stop to the disussion. 

"Miss Georgie," baid he, "I would have hoist
ed them upon the riggings for you, but the 
wind takes 'em off so." 

"That's because you needed the clothes
pins," said Georgie, handing them to him 
with alacrity. 

"Couldn't you come and help?" said Mr. Ab
bott wistfully. "Two can manage so much 
better than one. 

"Oh, I'll come and help?" said Geor
gie; "and be glad to get my clothes out dry
ing." 

She tied on her small gingham sun-bonnet, 
and ran out into the yellow September sun
shine, while Mary burst out crying with min
gled vexation and anger. 

"I shall never get over the disgrace of it in 
the world," she said—" never, never! Georgie 
has no dignity—no propper pride! No; don't 
speak to me, grandma, or I shall say some
thing dreadful! [ declare I've a mind never to 
own her as a sister again!" 

* # * * * 
"Have you finished the washing?" said Mr. 

Raymond Abbott. 
"Yes, I've finished it," said Georgie Len

nox. But I shouldn't like to earn my hying 
as a laundress. It's very tiresome business." 

Georgie was "cooling off," under the shad
ow ol the fro6t gravevines in the woods, with 
a book in her hard, and the curly locks 
blown back from her pretty Spanish fore
head. 

Mr. Abbott looked admiringly down on 
her. All his life long, his experience had 
lain among the smiling, artificial dolls of 
conventional society. He had adtnird 
Georgie Lennox the first time he had ever 
seen her; but that daj's experience of her 
frank, true nature had Riven depth and ear
nestness to the feeling. 

"Miss Lennox," said he, "do you know 
what I have been thinking of since we hung 
out those towels and table cloths together?" 

" Haven't th« least idea," said unconscious 
Georgie, fanning herself with two gi ape-
leaves, pinned togelher with a thorn. 

" I have been thinking," said he, " t h a t I 
should like my wife to be just such a woman 
as you are." 

"A washerwoman?" said Georgie, trying to 
laugh off her bluohes. 

"I am quite in earnest, Georgie," he said, 
leaning over her. "Dear Georgie, will you be 
my wife?" 

"But I am only a working-girl," said ingen
uous Georgie, beginning to tremble all over 
and half inclined to cry. "We are type-setters, 
Mary and I, and we are verv poor." 

"My own love, you are rich in all that heart 
could wish!' pleaded Abbott, taking both her 
hands in his; "and I want you for my own!" 

Raymond Abbott had fancied Georgie Len
nox when he saw her playing croquet, n pale 
pink muslin, with a tea-iose in her hair; but 
the divine flame of love first Btirred in his 
heart when she looked at him through the 
vapory clouds of the wash tub—Guido's an
gel folding her wings in a farm-house kitehen. 

Just so curiously are romance and reality 
blended together in the world. 

KocK-a-by, Baby. 
"Rock-a-by, baby, in the tree top, 
When the wind blows the craale will rock; 
When the bough breaks the cradle will fall, 
Down tumbles baby and cradle and all." 

Rock-a-by, baoy, the meadows in bloom, 
Laugh at the sunbeams that dance in the 

room. 
Echo the words with your baby tune, 
Coo at the sunshine aud flowers ol June. 

Rock-a-by, baby; as sof'ly it swings, 
Over the cradle the moth r love sings; 
Brooding or cooing at even or dawn, 
What will it do wheu the mother is gone ? 

Rock-a-by baby; so cloudless the skies, 
Blue as the depths of your own laughing eyes 
Sweet is the lullaby over your nest. 
That tenderly sings little baby to rest. 

Rock-a-by, baby; the blue eyes will dream 
Sweetest when mamma's eyes over them 

beam; 
Never agam will the world seem so fa i r -
Sleep little baby—there are clouds in the air. 

Rock-a-by, baby; the blue eyes will burn 
And ache with that your manhood will learn; 
Swiftly the years come with sorrow and care, 
With burdens the wee dimpled shoulders 

must bear. 

Rock-a-by, baby; there's coming a day 
Whose sorrows a mother's lips can't kiss 

away, 
Days when its song shall be changed to a 

moan, 
Crosses that baby must bear all alone. 

Rock-a-Dy baby; the meadows in bloom, 
May never the frost pall the beauty in bloom, 
Be thy world ever bright, as to-day it is seen, 
Rock-a-by, baby, -'thy cradle is green." 

—London Reader 

T H R I L L I N G StHENES BY R A I L . 

Thirty Veft^n as Baggage-Master on tile 
Krl« Road. 

"In the fall of 1849 I commenced running 
baggage on the New York and Ei ie Railway." 
said Mr. John Camp, one of the oldest through 
baggagemen in the companj's employ,in con
versation with the writer at the Erie depot, 
foot of Chambers street, "and a rough time 
we had of it, too. Railroading was at that 
period in its infancy, the 6team locomotive 
was a new thing, and was everywhere'regard
ed as one of the wonders of invention.' Doiug 
away with, as it did, the old tedious stage lines, 
and making the distance in iar less lime, with 
none of the inconveniences of the early 
methods of couvejance, it was, of course, 
generally attractive. 

'•But still, when I look back and compare 
ouroldcabooses, small wood burning engines 
rickety cars and cheap rails with these modern 
coaches and solid locomotives, comfortable 
cars, heavy 6teal rails and reliable air brakes, 
I am as much astonished at tbe improvements 
as people were at the first invention. You 
see, we had no reliable arrangement in the 
matter of brakes, and these terrible old 
machines used for that purpose were simply 
a chain worked at each end by a sort of wheel, 
which, when turned by strong exertion, 
pressed a block of iron made to lit the face of 
of the wheel, tightly against it, similar to a 
like construction on a heavy wagon. Well, 
the boys detested these brakes, which were 
a dangerous thing to handle by an inexpe
rienced man, with the train going at full speed. 
More than one poor fellow has received his 
deatL, from the breaking of the chain while 
operating these bungling ma<hines. In the 
absence of a name for the brakes of that day, 
the boys used to call them the 'Armstrong 
Brake,' which was well apvied, as it required 
a full amount of muscle and nerve to operate 
them. 

"I began running from New York, by wav 
ofPiermont, oefore the roal was open to Suf-
fern's. We used to transfer passengers and 
baggage up the Hudson Ri\ er to Piermont 
from our old depot, which was located at the 
foot of Duane street, on two boats owned by 
the company, and from that place westward 
by rail. The completion of the road down 
through New Jersey is of more recent date. 
After a few months the road was opened to 
Elmira, and thence up to Jefferson (now Wat-
kins; at the foot of Seneca Lake, and our 
traffic was transferred from that place by boat 
to Geneva and on to Buffalo. The year after 
we ran to Hornellsville, and about 1851, or 
thereabouts, we reached Dunkirk, then the 
western terminus. 

I think that the section fro ja Port Jervis to 
Deposit was about the wotst and most dan
gerous of any in the country, being either cut 
in the rocks cliff* embanking the river, where 

. in case of a slight accident the whole train 
would have been hurled down the precipice 
fully 100 feet, into the foaming waters be 
neath, or laid through the low woodland 
marshes, clear down to the river's level. It 
was in these high cuts that tbe danger of 
rocks on the track was most feared. A slight 
rain or the moistening of the ground occas
ioned by the iroat leaving it in the spring of 
the year, would start a large rock, which 

would fall to the track, and should a train 
eollide with it in the night, the chances were 
in favor of a wholesale slaughter. 

Prom Lackawanna to Hancock we were 
pretty near down to the low water mark, and 
with, a slight freshet our track was subject to 
being washed out for a long distance, thus re-
quring a great deal of watching and repairs; 
and in each case of such a washout I have 
known trains to be blocked for a day or two. 
'Tis not the most agreeable thing in the world 
to be thus delayed, and not a house within 
ten miles of the spot Perhaps more accidents 
have occurred on this division than any other 
two divisions combined, and it is a wonder to 
me that we have not all been hurled into 
eternity. From Deposit to Suquhanna it is 
up and down hill, the grade running for eight 
miles on each side of the summit at a alone of 
60 feet to the mile. Along the section" was 
the old Cascade Bridge, familiar to tourists as 
the highest structure of this kind in the State, 
and which being washed out was subsequent
ly filled in with gravel, over a stone culvert, 
making a yawning ravine on either side fully 
100 feet deep. Along the Susquhanna and 
Chemung Valleys tbe road is good, the 
scenery through this section is not surpassed 
for pieturesqueness throughout the State, and 
hundreds of dwellings and farms dot the 
hillside and valley, w th here and there a 
neat little village. The principal stations on 
this division are Bmghamton, Owego and 
Elmira. In those early days Owego was the 
largest and most thriving of any, and was con
nected by a horse railroad with Ithaca; but 
time's changes have more favored Elmira and 
Binghampton, until in fact they have far ad
vanced beyond their sister-village. The road 
was in fair condition the remainder of the way 
to Dunkirk. 

"Our cars were a rather poor affair com
pared with the palace drawing-room and ho
tel coaches, but people were just as comforta
ble then seated in an old boxcar with six 
windows on a side as those on the improved 
plan. The engines were of a smaller pattern 
than the heavy coal-burners at present in use, 
and though not as strong, were capable of 
pulling quite a load. Sometimes, in case of 
delay, our wood supply would run out, and 
then the whole force on the train was ooliged 
to turn out and cut enough wood to enable us 
to make the nearest station. 

"In the matter of baggage, where now a 
spacious new Saratoga or an ornamented can-
va»ed-covered russett is a necessity, an old 
painted wooden chest, with iron handles, was 
usual, while a hair-trunk and a carpet-bag 
seemed a luxury. There were no 'baggage 
smashers' then; they came with modern im
provements. Our baggage-ears were simply 
ordinary box-cars, painted yellow, with a door 
on each end, and a window and door on die 
sides; the platforms were without railings. 
But yerv few of these cars had even a stove in 
them, and were decidedly uncomfortable, be
ing too hot in summer and very cold in winter 
A ride ol thirty or forty miles in tbe dead of 
winter, and not even time to run into the 
coach to get warm! Isn't it a cbeceful thought? 
But such was our business, and such wa6 rail
roading twenty-fi\c jears a^o 

" Speaking of accidents, I wl l give you an 
account of a few. Among the many such fa 
miliar to al o d railroad men there was one 
which most impresses me, end whici hap-
. ene t> the trtm on which I was rnnning, 
at Deposit, in the winter of 1852, I think. We 
were eastward bound, and wh le stopping for 
dinner at this p:ace, tLe scene occurred. I 
had scarcely seated myself at the table in the 
dinning-room before there was heard a great 
yelling and shouting amoug the crowd on 
the train and at the station. It was useless 
to ask the cause of this sudden outburst, as 
in a heat of ex itment nooody <-eemed to 
know anything. Upon rushing out I soon 
discovered a freight train coming at a fright
ful fepetd down the grade from the summit, 
and that fahe must run into us. It was but the 
work of a moment; 6he couldn t stop; we 
had no time to get out. On she crashed, co -
liding with terrible force with the rear of our 
train, and makint, a complete wreck of ev
erything. As soon as the passengers be'eame 
aware of the approaching danger there was a 
general panic in that train; each one strug. 
gling with the other to reach the door, and 
consequently the loss ot 1 fe was large. A 
party of Mohawk Indians were in the rear 
car, and being ignorant of this 6udden out
burst and unable to understand its meaning, 
lan hither and tbiiher, some jumping off 
the doomed car and others rushing .into the 
forward cars. Among them was a young 
squaw—the brightest-looking Indian I ever 
saw—who ran for the forwaid platform of the 
rear car, which she succeeded in reaching 
just as the train crashed into its rear. So 
sudden was the j .r that 6he was thrown upon 
the track, directly acioss the rails, and her 
head was severed from her body. 

We gathered up the remains, placed them 
in a box and gave them in charge of her 
friends, She was buried in Owego, where 
through the influence of the late Judge C. P. 
Avery of that place, a large and elaborate 
monument of white marble was erected, with 
this inscription: "Sacred to the memory of 
Sa-sa-na-oft; by birth a Child of the Forest, by 
adoption a Child of God.' Here her people 
come every year and pay respect to the mem
ory of their lamented sister. In a quiet cor
ner of Evergreen Cemetery, at that place, 
stands the "Indian Girl's Monument,' familiar 
to every ®ne in the Susquehanna Valley; its 
lone and seemingly sad seclusion in its shady 
reserve upon the mountain over-looking river 
and railroad, and the bit of romance connect
ed with it, making it attractive to all visitors 
at Owego—once the home of N. P. Willis, the 
poet. On the same train was a little girl be
tween 12 and 15 years of age, journeying 
from Great Bend to her home in Otisville. 
She had been at the bend to attend the funer
al of her aunl, who was buried on the preced
ing day. She too, was in the rear car, and in 
the excitement and panic was unable to es
cape. With a terrible crash the engine of the 
freight train forced its way into the rear end 
of the car, filling it full of scalding steam 
which emanated from the boiler of the loco
motive. With the sudden jar the girl must 
have been thrown to the floor, and was there 
scalded to a frightful muss, so intense was the 
heat of the steam. As 6oon as possible the 
c;:i was foretd open and the body of the poor 
unfortunate, who was still alive and suffering 
beyond description, was removed to more 
comfortable quarters. So terrible was the 
effect of the hot vapor that in her removal, 
though every possible care and attention was 
gi\en, the flesh would peel off her body with 
the merest touch. 

In thi6 paintul trial she exhibited the most 
wonderful patience, and was conscious of her 
condition to the end. After we had got her 
in a more agreeable position she gave a brief 
acco'int of herself, with her name and place 
of residence. The fortitude and meekness 
she displaved I have never seen equaled. With
out a murmur, and with a 6imle of gentle 
peace and resignation, calm es the departing 
day, she 'passed away within an hour after 
her recovery from the wreck. I have thought 
of this sad sight a thousand times, and as 
often have I fervently thanked God that as 
yet no child of mine had ever met such a fate, 
it is sad to witneas the decease of a strong 
man, or to assemble at the death-bed of 
departing friends, but t© see a young a beauti
ful maiden, lust verging into a happy woman-
hood, thus cut off, is fearful. 

"One night about 11 o'clock we left Port 
Jervis en time, bound westward. It was in 
the spring of the ye»ir, the weather was bad, 
rain had been pouring down incessantly the 
whole day long, ana 1 did not like the prospect 
ahead, Dark! you couldn't see jour hand 
before your face—and we were running along 
those rocks and cliffs at about thirty miles an 
hour. To tell the trnth, I was uneasy in mind 
regarding the &afety of the trip. 

A horrid, dismal feeling, such as I have 
never experienced before or since, seemed to 
creep over me, notwithstanding my endeavors 
to shake it off with the idea that it was simply 
nervousnesB. Hurrying through with my 
work, and after a close inspection to see that 
all was right within, Hit a cigar, and repair
ing to the smoking-car, seated myself by the 
stove. 8carcely five minutes afterward, and 
hardly before I had time to direct my thoughts 
from the mental gloom from which I was 
suffering, there came a shrill sbort whistle, 
known to tbe boys as a signal ef danger, fol
lowed by a series of crashes, a terrible jar, and 
then a long and awful Bilence. With tbe rest I 
rushed out to see what was the trouble. 
There was the engine cut loose from the train 
lying upon its side, nearly parallel with tbe 
track, close up to the roefcs, while ray car was 
precipitated over the cliff into tbe river, about 
thirty feet down. It appears that a large 

roek had fallen to the track, and as the front 
ofthelomotive struck it she glanced to the 
left, and turned over on her side, while the 
baggage-car, following next, had glanced in 
the opposite direction, broke bcr coupling, 
and gone clean down the bank. The fireman 
was killed outright whi.e the engineer was 
hurled out of the forward cab-window to the 
track, and the boiler of the engine eama 
down upon him resting upon his legs and 
niDS- His name, l l h m k > w a s lalloman—a 
good fellow, too-and there he lav with about 
twelve tons of red-hot iron crushing him to 
the ground. 

We had no 'jack-screws or derricks to prop 
or raise the engine with, and were alone on 
the rocky cut in the middle of the night, 
with nothing on earth to rescue or relieve the 
poor fellow with. His sufferings for the few 
awful minutes which proceeded his death 
were fearful to contemplate. 'Oh, Bave me!' 
he cried, with an expression of painful horror 
and desperate agony. 'For God's sake, if you 
are men help me! I don't care if I lose my 
legs, only save me from this terribie death 
My wife and child will 6tarve. Oh, God! its 
killing me!" An' there he moaned away his 
life, while, perhaps, his dearer ones at home 
were awaiting with eager expectancy his 
welcome return. Powerless as we were to 
save, it was a period of horror for us strong 
and willing men to witness this sight. Not 
unt'l morning could the wreck be removed, 
and then a large corps of trackmen and la
borers were obliged to clear the t-ack. Those 
are about the worst accidents I have <ever 
witnessed. I had five dogs with me when we 
left 'the Port,' and up n goiug down to the 
car I found those canines as healthy and 
frisky as you could wit>h, barking lustily as 
they saw me approach, and not:. hair singed 
or.i scratch upon them. Funny, wasn't it? My 
rasidence is in Owego, and I m-ke the entire 
• rip from New York to Bufialo twice a week, 
having every other Sunday off in New York. 
Our road is now in a condition second to 
none in the country—road-beds smooth, rails 
solid, and reputation as a trunk line unex
celled. In the Erie of to-day there remains 
not a vestage of the clumsy contrivances 
wuich all new railroads then possessed. 

Krtncailoa for the Kitchen, 
The next great step must be to do the 

same thing for the art of cookerv; and 
the friends of genuine social improvment 
may congratulate themselves that the 
progress of education is begining to take 
effect upon this important department of 
domestic life. Cooking-schools are 
springing up in many places in this coun
try aud England, and the English are 
taking the lead iu organizing them as a 
part of their national and common school 
system. 

Of the importance, the imperative ne
cessity of this movment, there cannot be 
the slightest i|uestion. Our kitchens, as 
is perfectly notonour, are the fortified 
intrenebments of ignorance, prejudice, 
irrational habits, rule-of-thuir.b, and 
mental vacuity, and the consequence is 
that the Americans are liable to the re
proach of suffering beyond any other 
people from wasteful, unpalatable, un-
healthful and monotonous cookery. Con
sidering our resources, and the vaunted 
education and intelligence of Aroeiican 
women, this reproach is just . Our kitch
ens »re, in fact, almost abandoned to the 
control of low Irish, stupid negroes and 
raw servile menials that pour in upon us * 
Irom various foreign countries. And 
what is worse there is a general acquies
cence in this state of things, as it it were 
something fated, and relief from it hope
less and impossible. We proless to be
lieve in the potency of education, and 
are applying i t to all other interests and 
industries excepting only that fundamen
tal art of the preperation and use of food 
to sustain life which involves more of 
economy, enjoyment, health, spirits and 
the power of effective labor, than any 
other subject that is formally studied in 
the schools. We abound in female sem
inaries aud female colleges and high 
schools, and normal hchooLs, supported 
by burdensome taxes, in which every
thing under heaven is studied except that 
practical art which is a daily and vital 
neceseiiy in all the households of the 
and— P'oof. Youmanx, in Popular Sci
ence Monthly for September. 

-w— 
Seals ana WJialei. 

Orkney game includes seals which 
have their favorite haunts, such as the 
Wire Skerries and the Kilns of Brinno-
van in Rousay, and i t requires as much 
skill to bag them as to stalk a red deer 
on the corries of the Highlands. The 
seal is about as amphibious as a beaver, 
and the rapidity with which it "siidders" 
off rocks into the water, on the approach 
of danger, is highly creditable to the 
promptitude and agility of this very 
queer iish. Whale-hunting as well as 
seal-shooting must also be numbered 
among Orcadian sports. In the autumn 
season great "draves" of b ' ttle-nosed c r 
ca'insr whales, often 300 or 400 Htrcng 
c<>me down among the islands in pursuit 
of tbe herring shoals: and the visitor may 
consider himself highly fortunate if he is 
enabled to take part in the exciting ihase. 
Hundreds of the island boats, some speed
ing under sail, some propelled by oars, 
follow in the wake of the shoal, the 
efforts of the boatmen being directed to 
drive the whales, it possible, into the 
shallows of sandy bays, where they fall 
an easy prey to tbe destroyers, who are 
armed with harpoons, ware forks, three-
pronged "graips," u i d any other lethal 
weapons which C'.me to a point. There 
is a regular battue when some hundred or 
two of bottle-noses are driven ashore by 
the pursuing fleet of small boats. The 
tourists will find thi3 sport decidedly 
more entertaining, as well as novel, than 
wandering over the abounding moors and 
heathy hill-sides, gun over shoulder, in 
search of snipe or plover, rabbi t or hare.— 
London Society. 

A Worm T h a t Buds Like a P l a n t , 

There is a kind of a sponge which 
grows in the depths of the Mediterranean 
sea, and in its tissues a most wonderful 
worm is found. This syllis, as i t is called 
has a blind head, a long body, a t d i s 
marked wiih rings iike olhtr worms; i t 
has a number ef short legs sticking out 
from the rings and covered with bristles. 
The worm buds like a plant, and each bud 
turns to a worm like the parent. Hun
dreds of these buds occur on the head 
and on the two legs nearest the neck, and 
they speedily grow into long ugly things 
which in their turn produce buas and 
new crops of worms. When these bud
ding young worms are near l j full grown 
the parent appears to be very tired of 
their company, and wriggies about and 
endeavors to move backward so as to 
leave its attached children behind. Con
sidering that all these worms produce 
eggs, which when hatched become worms 
and that every individual produces others 
by budding also, there can be no doubt 
that nature has some good reason for 
placing a vast number of these creatures 
on a certain spot during: a short t ime. 
Probably there are many fish that con
sume the majority of these worms before 
they have been a long t i n e separated 


