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WINNING HER WAY.

(Continued. )
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then under genial meteorological ph:

ena. But an autumnal mist gathering

the sombre Pi:k.. of the land{;ﬂl‘ﬂl

trailing over lakes, skirting

rolled :wﬁdnxmmi fognl:‘d taken
rain

R as the train, some few miles

bany, slackened its speed.

illy mo:
i t frem
Travellers were rising from -

tions, unfolding water-proofs, uafurling | ¥

mbrellas, tory to leaving the cars.
" On the seat just in front of Tom and
Kate an old man had been heavily slumber-
ing. At the start he had been loguaciously
inclined, but not having received mlwl_: en-
couragement, the man had subsided,
though his vocal machinery all the
night had blended with the rattle of axle
and rumble of wheel. Disturbed once or
twice, Tom would have mentally anathema-
tized the sleeper if it had not been for some
civility in regard to & seat. The old fel-
low’s courtesy had ione so far, just as the
train was starting the night before, as to
offer Kate a ruddy apple.

“]I can’t respect your slumbers any
longer, my poor littl. woman,” said Mr,
Evans, glancing at his sleeping wife, then
looking rusfnrlllﬂ-thmgh car windows
at the ugly rills of yellow mud chasing
their way down a clsf cutting. * Hereis
a pageant ruined, a pleasureparty dam
But she always had a liking for di
weather. May a iar perverseness
Kate had to scale Swiss mountains in snow-
storms, and to paddle through strange
towns in floods, help her mow ! Kate,
wake up. Sorry, se sorry, it rains. Great
heavens ! Suppose she should forget her-
self, and call for her maid ! She might.
Confound that maid ! A man that runs off
with & woman ought to make arrangements
about the soubrette. Probably that maid
is at this present moment a thousand times
more comfortable than her mistress. I am

ious, quite ieus’’—and here Tom
smiled—** to have waked np a dozem times
during the night—something, I suppose—
baw, yes—like a mother, to quite sure
that her baby was there—andKate wassleep-
sleeping. I am very much afraid, that I
am a brute. I ought never to have wrenched
her away in the method I have employed.
Will she bear the transplantation ? 5he,
Kate ! ohe !”

But Kate stillslumbered. Now Evans
was a man who really was a coward in some
respects. The logic of facts he shrank
from. Ideas, conceptions, :gnng from his
brain in all directions like the spokes of a
wheel ; the trouble was, there was no tire
to bind them. Connections of thought he
might have, but he snapped them off sud-
denly, as quickly as one severed magnetic
attachments. The chilly surroundings, the
ugly mud-bank, the dolorous view from
the car window, snggested, as if by con-

trast, some pleasant awakenings Kate had '

had not a year before.

““ Kate,” he cried, ‘‘ Kate, here is
Venice, and the place of St. Mark’s, and it
is broad dsgd hat".l ought to Tv;tke her.
The sun is gilding the lagoon. The pigeons
are whirling amid the bolh'iu.plgol?ou
have heard of Canaletto, and now you see
the picture, alive, actual, positive. @We
will goto Danielli’s, if those lodgings I had
near the Ca’ d’Oro are not vacant. It
would delight me to have you in my oid
bachelor rooms, where I painted a little,
studied a little, and did so little. We will
have a breakfast of chocolate, figs, and

pes, and you shall taste macaroni for the
first time in your ious life. Then after

.milady has repose,
loildey, we will do a

4 and see a Titian,
to pick up some
we will $xke his
the cnals.
t-i-ful Venice,”

Poor Tom’s speech was commenced with
some verve, some fervour of imagination,
but at its conclusion the man’'s spirits
waned and his voice cracked.

¢ Venice ! Venice ! yo man ?” said
the farmer-looking man on seat before
them, wheeling ] “Venice! You
are out of your oning. Foreigners be

ou? Venioe is in Ca; Conntifh You
in go to it th h Albany, ere is
land nigh to Venice—fair so0il. Seems
your young woman is an uncommon good
sleeper.”

“ 8o she is,” said Tom, -humoured-
ly agai *“ So thisain’t Venice ? Thanks.
Venice is in Caynq County ? On my word
I did not know it.’

“‘ Venice kind of sounded home-like to
me. Wasraised between thar and Sippy-o.
As far as likeness goes, you ain’t from any
stock I ever knowed around there. Been
having a lot of trouble about some pro-
ﬁerty of mine lying around Venice, Got a

wsuit about it. Been to Washington all
on account of Venice, There is a man as
run for county assessor around Venice as
wurhﬁmll ically opposed to me, and disputes
a fitle of mine to some property.
you know ‘the candidate as was defeated
thar for nopuination, around Venmice, for
assessor last year?”

‘1 have not the least idea of such a
person,’replied Tom, indifferently, turni
his back to the speaker. ‘‘Come, Kate,”

. he bent down %o his wife's ear and
whispered. = ‘‘It is indeed time to awake,
wedwi']l. be in Albany in fifteen minutes
an te, [am s0 it is pouring;
and Kate, where are gou pretty little
solitaires you wore in your ears last night?”

‘‘ That man as wanted to run for assessor
come near making an awful split in the
party, and gave me a lot of trouble about
that proom Well, I went to Washing-
ton to t Lawyer Grey, continued the
man, determined to have a listener, **for
old man Grey had had what little law busi-
ness as Was mine for nigh on to forty year;
s0 about the split in the party the
Venice land, Grey, he said—"

Kate, who was awake now, rubbed her
eyes, and half rose from her seat.

or-this is Venice—b-e-a-n-

.
’

man in pri-
vate, and kind of fond of cutting you short,
save in court or in the House, when he
the fur fly every time. Did youn
2 ”Y
‘ Stop him, Tom, please,” said Kate, in
an under-tone. ight sa; i

though I do not admire Mr, Grey, I shall
allow no one else to abuse him.”

‘‘ Well, old man Grey give me a kind of
cold shoulder, haughty like, just as if my
money wasn’t as good as any s,
Then I recalled to him a family misfortin
as had come to me, in which he had
me and mine, * You see my darter
made a fool marriage with a ‘ne’er-do-weil

ebbe his

Y | gait, then he turmed over the leaf and
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“ Kate, lot us go,
a sore of

, but it is

you suffer ;” and Tom went for the

“T must think over it all. I never

;hhuty man,” Mr, -

enamelled canvas oung man,

you are kind of hh..' You know m

uame, young lady ?

Put it down. If you are in

me, A letter

me at ’

County. ing.
The cars had ; half the passen

' gers were out, mﬁ‘qlﬁ-.‘

Just as he got that far a lot
of Governors and Senators came into his
office. Ain't you—ain’t you— I hope

ou are—" Here Mr, Applegait hesitated
and felt iz his et for il'l tobacco-box.
*“Bir,” said Tom, sternly, * I do mot
know whether it is absolutely necessary
for me to establish this lady’s claim to |
your respect, but—"

“ Stop, Tom, please. Mr., Applegait, I
ASSUre you We are a v old married
couple,” Now this very henest little l.d{
had a curious way of being distant with |
fine folks, and pleasant, straightforward, |
and cheerful with all the rest of the
world. ““ Mr. Applegait, your name is
by no means unfamiliar. Papa has often ,
spoken to me about you as ome of his |
stanachest political adherents in the State.
Now, since you and I are acquainted,
allow me to introduce to you my husband,
Mr, E”vuu. We have been married two

“Dear me, y lady, I never had a
suspicion in the world. {m only think-
ing how mighty easy running off was, and
how much inrdar the coming to was.
Well, if in two years people 't koow
one another’s minds, they never will, He
don’t abuse you, does he? Well, what
is the matter at heme? I am a might

lain-spoken old man, and don’t be afraid.
ft ain’t her money you care for as much
as her looks, though I don't say that
money isn’ta good thing.”

‘“ I say, Kate, I wish you wouldn't make
a confiaant of the first man we happen to
stumble on, though he may be one of your
father's constituents,” said Tom, in an
under-tone. But Mr. Applegait was hold-
ing out his hand, and Tom had toitake it
and say something. %

*“ Mr, Applegsit, happy fo make your

usintance, The upshot of it allis that
this lady here has got too much money,
and I her husband not enough of it. That
is all. Now, since you know all about i,
do you think, Mr. Applegait, that there is
a chance for a likely young man to get
along—let us say in Venice?” Tom went
straight to the point. *‘ Perhaps amon

your acquaintance you might know o
some one who could give me employment.”
Mr. Applegait was silent, and was mak-

who made a ipitate retreat.
Kate cnhrer“ Pflépdt, which was damp
and chilly.

“Bo it rains, Kate. You brave-
hearted little soul !  Bless your patience !
I think I would have liked to punch that
old fellow.”

*‘ Don’t lose your patience, Mr. Apple-
gait was a sensible old man, Tom, we are
nothing else now than a couple of social
adventurers ; and do you know it, Tom, I
rather likeit.”

““It is your want of experience, Kate,
Are you not still in the most comfortable
loge in the theatre, and only momentarily
with the distressed characters on the
boards ? But come, we must be going.”

‘“ Take the first carriage or omnibus, It
is not very far to the hotel.”

“ Whew ! Cnrri.ge ! Why, Kate, what

ill be comfortable, I will
have the choice of rooms,

ym.n

“Tom ! Tom ! I could
spite at what you say, if it had no
side. Might I ask how mach they charge
at the hotel 1"

‘“ In my time, Kate, old times, I never
think I quite knew; I mostly paid my
bills withYont looking. Tht;u or {m dollars
a day. Your can s at, Your porte-
monnaie seemed to mdrly prnnluf""

““Yes. And at the boarding-house,
sir ?”

“I know all about that. Six or seven
dollars would be a fair price for a week ;
maybe, for man and wife, tem or twelve,”

““ Tom, I can’t afford the hotel.”

‘“How can’t afford it? Here is your
money. Take your dross, Creesus; your
porte-monnaie is swollen to bursting.”

** Tom,” said Kate, very slowly and de-
liberately, ‘‘I have Lu med my ships.”

BUTTES OF THE (Ross

ing a i breakfast of his tobacoo.

“ Won't the old mian take care of yon?
You sin’¢—you ain’t—you asin’t done no-
thing wrong, have yod ! inquired Mr. Ap-
plegait, quite saspiciously.

“No; Ihave not. I have mot stolen,
forged, ordomnnythinf mean or dishon-
ourable. I never gambled, and do not get
drunk. Thisis a catalogne of virtues,”
said Tom, bluntly. ‘‘If you werea young
man, sir, ] am afraid I should not have
answered you so politely.”

““ You wouldn’t, and you asking for a
job ? Pocket your pride. Now, see here,
a man may have all the virtues and be a
fool. A man’s good qualities ain’t of mo
account, if he is a lounger. You see, I
ain’t a generous man. If you was to make
a living, could you save—saving is a
talent.”

““ Oh yes, he could, Mr. Applegait,”
cried Kate.

“ Most wives is mighty r judges of
their husbands,” remnlgkad r. Applegait.

If Mr. Applegait was about assuming the
role of a protector his preliminaries were
of & most disagreeable character, for he
added, ‘“ For a young man a-wishing to
push his way through the world, a wife is
» mighty incumbrance.”
Tom turned on his heel, and arranged

baggage.
“ But if a wife is of the right sort, zhe
might often boost him along.” Kate
smiled and nodded her head. *‘ If she isn’t
given too much to silk gowns, fallal, and
sich.”

“Ido want work,” said Tom, *““but I
should not be quite willing that my wife
should toil,”

** Young man, I don’t expect she can dig,
mow,nor hnmthut stop, Iam a kind of
eautious man. Ain't you got no papers as
will kind of identify you? I am a justice
of the and there is lots of impostors
travelling round.”

From being somewhat e ive,
Mr, A phﬂ:.h.d drawn himself suddenly
in. N%w 's ears tingled, and ‘Tom’s
teeth closed with an ominous grating sound.
Mr. Applegait did not seem tonotice these
signs of mental distress.

* You don’t think I am going to recom-
mend any one without knowing what I am
nbout’?' It ism’t business, nor common-

“ Well, Mr. Applegait,” said Kate, with
n&z"ﬁmmﬂbuﬁﬂaﬂyh
proving o you that we are exactly what

wa t ourselves to be.”

¢ Nothing onior‘.ﬁl can write to your
father,” . Applegait.

g | wnm" you do that. Tom,
we ought to substantiate ourselves. Think
he is » Russian gendarme, and wants pass-
ports. Don’t be ed, Tom : it is ome
of the neceasities of sitnation. Give
me my bag. Please open it. I have a
letter of papa’s—one I received yesterday
—in the of the bag. Look here,
AR s, i

““ Don’t, Kate, don't ; this is imposin

rood nature,” seid Tom. $
alone, young man,” Mr. Ap-
it hauled out a tin spectacle case,
., *‘ There’s a letter.
I can’t lct’?on read it all. Here is the

** My poor child,’” resd Mr. Apple-

out, * ‘Your dis—dis—' " Mr,

it's hesitancies were always unfor-
tunate. *“ Whatis it ? It is his handwriting
for sure. For a smart man, he always
vr:h.. What is it 1"

“ How burned your ships ?”

‘“ Open that porte-monnaie.”’ p

Tom did as directed, and plunged
fingers into all the compartments of that
porte-monnaie. It is true, it had the pro-
per Russia-leather smell, but that was all
there was about it. distention was
:l::'to a wadding of tizuo-m. Save

in one compartment there was a glove-

buttoner, there was emptiness. Tom
turned the porte-monnaie out, and
as the thing collapsed, the bits of paper fell
fluttering on the floor. Tom slowly
whistled.

‘1 have paid my own passage, It cost
three dollars ; you gave me back most
scrupulously the chan, It is in my
pocket. two dol exactly, with
the quarter you gave me, remain. It is all
Ihave left. I emptied my porte-monnaie
up stairs when I dressed to leave with you.
I did itin the most cold-blooded and delib-
erate way. Tom, you must take care of me
now, and from now until ever. I haven't
any more money—do not intend to get any
more. That house may go to the dogs. You
can’t help yourself. vid has instructions
what to do for a while, If I am an incam.
brance, I don’t care. You can’t help your-
self. I will write to papa, of course, I
will tell him it was I who made you run
away with me, and I did, Tom, I ain’t
ashamed of it. Papa may sell the house ; I
am goi holinqhyon. I can’t do with-
out you.. Iwom’t do without you, See, I
am not a bit excited ;" but the ﬁﬂle woman
was, for she sank down on a bench,

““ Kate—dear, dear wife! ItisasIhad
hoped. Must I tell you now, for the first
time, that when my troubles came, though
you apparently were willing to share them,
there was just wanting little bit of
spontaneity about your offer that chilled
me ? The purchase of that house I did net
deem as much a woman's freakas a lure for
me to remain the husband of the rich Mr,
Grey’s daughter.  You have the true stuff
of a woman in you. We can fight it out
now. Thank God ! it is all for

Kate had a way, acquired in her é&hild-
hood, of holdi :ghrhudmdmmg" on
her toes—sa ki physical attempt to ap-
proach to the size of an elder ?ﬁ.-
when praise was accorded her. she
grew an inch in stabure. It was & kind of
womanly deference to Tom's six feet.

Cllw »

water- is in it.
have GE:IM of me that

S

*‘ See here, Mrs, Evans,” said .

legait—** that team of mine isn’s
ust & word with you. I wouldn'tlike your
!lubtndhhowlt,ntonmidw
ing his feeings, but because—  But wounld
S Wonlh el sk 1 inguied

“ W) r"

..;,;’12" kind of hi hqm
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ear, or & bee in bonnet,
want all your

management to keep
ing steady. I can but lanﬁdn‘:
N e,
that ing-house. ~What street is it

in "
¢ Jay street—possibly a miserable gite.”

Come cried Kate, as Tom
‘¢ Kate, we must abandon Colorado for

’h. »”
“m I write Mr. Applegait? He
t Ldm something. I remember
told me once he was well known and

“Flu..d »

“ I have not the least objection.
have no definite plans now. I am willing
to do an; , 80 that I am not beholden
to Mr. Grey.

“ You must not abuse papa. Iam
ing to write hmlut a8 soon as I can
ink and paper, Imust tell him where we

»

“You will have your own to
. Kate, I should hate to my
ilures.”

“ But we, we, Tom—for you must not

our jeint interests for a single in.
stant—are net going to fail.”

“ Are you to shoulder the difficul-
ties, Kate ? e women do that in the
mo;t décoletée manner,” replied Tom, mus-
ingly.

g‘yNonn:m | That's a ball-room remin-
iscence,” replied Kate,

‘“ By-the.way, Kate, do you remember a
quondam fri of mine, Geo! ? We
met him in Norway. He had tried salmon
in all the North American rivers, and
wanted to compare methods of taking
with a fly the ealmonide of Northern
Europe. all Street landed him,”

“ Poor Gwﬁm
‘“ He wasn't lucky enough to be married.”
“ Well, that fellow,full of talents, starved
in New York. Hcvntoolgood for poor
i or low things.

For quite a time, before my own smash
came, he was quite undecided whether he
would start a ketchup, or take service with
ive. It was a toss up. He tried
ﬂ:oﬂ?m, I gave him some money to
help it along. © bought dozens of bot-
tles, and sent it round to the clubs. All
the fellows poisoned themselves with that
abominable sauce. ‘'Whether there was too
much ¢apsicum in it, or-not enough, I can’t
say. He is a clerkin some railroad com-
?Eiﬂ&d?ﬁﬁﬂ:%ﬁ??ﬁﬂﬁ?ﬂi
i e
it right, The great mistake is to start too

0=

Qnih.nuiblo. Tom, beer was grand.
There are lots of brewers in Albany. Dear
husband, I don’t want $0 act in any other
capacity than as an' advisory board.”

**Go on, Kate ; goon.”

(To be Continued )

MARK TWAIN ON BABIES.

. A New-Fashioned Teast.

At the banquotfvm to Grant in Chicago
on Thureday night by the Aimy of the
Tennessee, k Twain was called upon to
respond to the toast of * The Babies; as
they comfort us in our sorrows, let us not
forget them in our festivities.” Mr,
Clemens said : “I like $hat. We have
not all had the fortune to be ladies.

d (laughter), for we have all been
i (Renewed lsughter.) It is a
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that | firm friend and faithful

X enterprising,
of lawless activities,

ter.) Do what you please, you can'
him stay on the reservation, (Great
shouts.) Sufficient unto the day is one
baby, (Laughter.) As long as you are in
your right mind don’t you ever pray for
twins, (Laughter. . Clemens is the
father of & pair,) Twins amount to a
permanent riot, ( hter.) And there
ain’t any real moe between
triplets and an insurrectien. (Uproar-
ious shouts.) Yes, it was high time for a
toast to the masses. to recognize the im-
portance of the babies, (Laughter.) Think
what is in store for the & crop !
Fifty years from now we s all bedead,
I trust (lsughter), and then this flag,
if it still survive (and let us hope it may),
will be floating over a Republic numberi
200,000,000 souls, according to the settl
lawsof our increase. Our present schooner
of State (laughter) will have grown intoa
political leviathan—a Great Eastern. The
oradled babies of to-day will be on deck.
Let them be well trained, for we are going
to leave a big contract on their hands.
(Laughter.) Among the three or four
million cradles now rocking in the land are
some which this nation would preserve for

as sacred things, if we oceunld kumow
xohm they are, Im ome of these
eradles the unconscious l‘m‘ of the
fature is at this moment (laugh-
ter) ; think of it, and putting in a word of
dead earnest, inarticulated, but perfectly
justifiable profanity over it too. (Laugh-
ter.) In another the future renowned as-
tronomer is blinking at the shining milky
way with but liquid interest, poor little

| and wondering what has become
of other one they call the wet-nurse,
(Laughter.) In another the future great
historian is lying,— and doubtless will con-
tinue to lie (laughter) until his earthly mis-
sion is ended. In another, the future
President is busying himself with no pro-
founder blem of state than what the
mischief booomeofhinbniruf)ea:ly
laughter), and in & mighty array of other
f!r:ﬁh. there are no:ufomn 60,000 future
office-seekers, getting ready to furnish him

THE HAN AT 'TRE BRAKEX,

The Dangers of Rallfoadlng
in: Winter,

THE PERILOUS LIFE GF A TRAINMAN.

Low Bridges—Telegraph Mistakes—Col-
lislons and Violent Deaths.

* Rough weather for travelling,” said
a brakeman in the Grand Truok yard on
Wednesday, ss he descended from his
perch on the top of a freight car, and shook
the rain off his hst with a vigorous jerk;
““you bet it is, but we'll bave it stee
than this before the winter's over. The
winter’s the time that ketches us fellows.
Rain don’t amcunt to much, and we get
used %o it ; but when we come fo get the
cold wind ablowing around us, and snow
and sleet beating against us, turning the
car tops into slides, and shutting out the
line lights, s0 that we can’t see them a
hundred yards away, we have to draw in
our horns and be careful. I don’t want
you to think I'm a whiner, but railroad-
ing’s a hard business, a very hard busi-
ness, and generally ends in our getting
mashed up. When we first go braking,
we know what to expect, for the company
makes us sign a paper, which states that
they shan’t be held responsible if any
hurt comes to us. The boys call it £

SIGNING THEIR DEATH WARRANT,

and many poor ¢haps find their saying too
true,”
‘¢ Is the pay good ?”’

* Well, under the old system we used to
et 80 much a month, but now, since the
Eno has been portioned off into sections,
we get paid by the trip, no matter how
long it $akes ; one day or two days, it's
all the same. The money we get doesn’t
commence to pay us for the work we do,
or the risks we run. The work ien’s bad
in summer, as the weather is generally
fine, and tratfic not so heavy as in the
spring acd fatl, bu. in winter we get a
very hard ‘ rucket.” I ain’'v married, and
a boardiug house ain't the place to find
the plensures ot home that moet f.1k tell
of, so it doesn’t matter to me much
whether I'm out or in, as I
have only myself to look after.
But those who bave families can’t have
much comfort, as they are away moat of
the time, and then, their wives and chil-
dren must always be in terror of seein
them oarried home with ‘a limb smashed,
or may be a corpse. A caboose ain’t a

Pullman coach to ride in, but when you

are on top of the freights, holding on to

e
80, ‘ swish’ went the bridge
Anotber minute and I'd df..:":.’..‘:zd"m;
the ditch. The umre frightened p,
much that I pearly fell . %

off the traj
other night, I heard the whi:{ﬁn'. i
orawled out of the caboose and upen nt I
Stepping from one car to anoth, Op.
slipped, and would have gone doWnerbeI
tween, but I threw myself ferward op th;,

car and grabbed the running.hosrg for al]

‘* Are there many accidents ?”

““ There are lots of accidents o the roaq
at never are heard of in the papers : |
of them, Men have their legs broken ’th%
arms and bands cut off, an e

d
¢ | snd braised and broken every day, *1o2ed

2 day, i
been in four smash-ups, ﬂbyntlﬁ::

been very lucky in etting off

bave seen men killed on all p“:!nhzfrt .t‘rI
line, and in ways that would make o
sick if I told you. you

THE WORST ACCIDENT

I ever saw was in a smash at Lond )
train I was on ran into another, S:; ;I;Se
one man, ihe driver, was killed. The bei
der caught the r fellow’s feet and helg
him in the cab. The steam gauge way
knocked off, and the steam blew out of the
pipe against the poor fellow’s body, and h.
was burnt o death, the flesh p""eling of
his bones. Open switches caus.
many accidents, but they are making im.
proyements in switches which will prevent
aocidents of this kind. One time when
riding on the engime, I saw a may
with his foot caught in a frog,’
and I'll never forget the look that
was on that man’s face as we nrap
him down. The telegraph goes wrong
sometimes, too; and costs many a man hi
life.  Idon’t see why some new arrange.
ment can’t be made in the despatching of.
fice to do away with all possibility of acci.
dent. Every man, no matter how s
he may be, is liable to make mistakes, anq
& man sitting in & room watching half 5
dozen trains, and listening to the * singing’
of half a dozen telegraph instruments,
sometimes gets things mixed.”

REAL HEROES,

‘ What kind of people are the traip.
men ?”

“Some of the finest fellows you eve
saw work on these railways ; you msy
think they area m:ﬂx lot, but I have 3.
ways found them d, open-hearted ang
brave, some of them real heroes, I had,
partner once who was as fine a Iad as ever|
met. He had a trade, but things being dull
in his line, he got a job at braking, M.
and him made many a trip together, and |
never knew him to shirk his duty. When.

ever we came off a trip,
| if it was daytime, |
noticed that a rather
nice-looking girl came
| to the yard to meet
‘l him, and always se¢med
| glad to see him, ]
| thought for a long time
that she was his wife,
{but I was npever so
| ¢ cheeky ’as to ask him,
| One day he told me she
| was his sister,’and that
| be and his mother were
}aendin her to school
{ to make a teacher of
{ her. She came =0 often
| to the train, that when.
| ever'] came in I always
i looked for her, and
{ somehow felt disap
pointed if she did nof
come, My partn
seemed very proud and|
2N | fond of her, and I would
.| have given my life al-

occasion to

problem a .‘g.l:sph

more somewhere under the flag,
the future illustrious Commander-in-Chief
of the American armies is so little burdened
with his approaching grandeurs and re-
sponsibilities as to giving his whole
strategic mind at this moment to trying to
find out some way to get his big toe into
his mouth (laughter)—an achievement
which, meaning no disrespect, the illustri-
ous guest of this evening turned his atten-
tion to some ~six years ago ; and if the
ohild is bat a prophecy of the man, there
are mighty few who will doubt that he
succeeded. (Laughter and applause.)

A MURDERER’S CONFESSION

Horrible Stery of Outrage and Crime.

Syraouss, N.Y., Nov. 12,—Myron A.
Buell, who is to be ou Friday at
Cooperstown, for the murder of Catharine
Mary Richards, has made a full confession
of h'« v:'me 10 the Rev. Wm. Hiller, of
the Mevsoust Charch, who has been his
attendant since
his trial. The substance of the story con-
fessed by Buell is as follows: On the
25th June, 1878, the family which hede-

iled consisted of ex-Supervisor Wm. C.

i his wife, two daughters, a son,
two hi men, an(i a young lady visitor,
Miss Jones, from Utica. Mr. Richards
was away from home in the town of Rem-
sen, Oneida county, on the aftermoon of
June 25th. Mrs. Richards and the rest of
the family, with the exception of the son,
a lad 15 years old, who was employed in
the store of Henry W. Joslyn at West
Winfield, were at dinner, sitting to-
gharniltho custom on the farm. Af-

dinner Mrs. Richards had the hired
men,Myron A. Buell and Daniel G. Brown,
harness a horse for her to drive to West
Winfield. After this the men went
to the hop field to hoe hops. The younger
of the twe daughters, a girl of 11 &un,
mtbuhmk and the other girl, Catha-
rine Mary, and Miss Jones did up the din-
ner work. A of hours or so after

dinner

bnilding t into the house some
young or Miss Jones tosee. When
she had retained them long emough, she
left the house with them, saying as she
went out that she might go and pick some
berries for supper.

SHE NEVER RETURNED ALIVE,

and the rext that was seen of her, she was
lying dead in a cow stable only two rods
from the kitchen door. i

Brown were hoeing hops, about the middle
of the afternoon, complained that his
rubber boots were too hot. He says he
laid down his hoe and went to the

to get, as he pretended, his leather boota.
He found the girl in the neighbourhood of
the cow stable, and, inducing her to go in-
to the latter, he attem ‘4o commit an
assault upon her, and then deliberately
killed her., He then let out of the stable
a bull that was stalled there, and laid

the of his victim in the
vhu:m;g.:uimﬂ stood, thus designi

Catharine went to an old out-
and
ittens f

heads, M
ing with cold, and your feet waitin,
for a chance to slide from under you,
tell you that old caboose becomes a

lour car to you, and the friendly old

x-stove the best possible kind of base
burner. But we must stick to our posts
on the up-grades and down-grades, and
keep our eyes open for low bridges. Many
a night, when the thermometer was below
gzero and the biting wind whistled through
the telegraph wires, louder than the rattle
of the train, I have crawled along the tops
and tended my brakes, and the only thin
that kept me up was the thought that
would soon get a warm up in the ¢aboose.
You don’t know what it is to run against a
cold winter wind at the rate of twenty-
five miles an hour. It makes one shrink
right up. On through freights we have
only to work at certain points on the line ;
but on way freights, that is trains that
take up and leave freight cars at every
station, and do all the shunting, we have
to work pretty hard. What with coupling
and uncoupling, and pushing and pulling,
we haven’t much time %
Sometimes we have extra help, and the
conductors, as a rule, are kind to us ; but
take it all round, we have a rather rough
time, If there is anything I weaken on
its coupling. I've seen so

MANY OF THE BOYS MASHED UP,

it makes me skeery, I suppose. Arms an
hands and fingers don’t grow on lEu.n
after the buffers take them in, and when-
ever I've got to work the ceupling pins, T
keep my eyes on my * dibs,” you can bet.
I often think that drivers don't care much
whether they mash a fellow or not. They
get used to it, just as you get used to any-
thing that {on see every day. So when
I've got to help make up a train and see
an engine backing down too brisk, I stand
aside and let the cars bump away. The
driver &etl tired of pulling out and learns
to let the buffers come together easy. On
down grades, we have to stand by the
brakes to steady her and not let her get
too much ‘go,’ and on up grades we must
be on hand to ‘ease’ her as much as pos-
sible ; and then coming into stations we
must be ‘ on deck’ again to stop her and
see - that the lights are all right.
Some freight cars have runming-
boards along the top, which are a
help to the brakeman, but the majority
afford no protection whatever. The roof
is made with a slope, and if the sleet is
blowing so as to cover the boards with ice,
it is very hard to keep a foothold, and we
have to be mighty careful in moving about,
lest we slide off. I knew many a poor fel-
low to lose his life in that way. I have
-egln:uontll:e * other mide ’ with a hand-
rail along the top, a very idea, 1
think, but there are very fewgz:dthe: in
Canada, more’s the pity. Railway com-
p.mumdo:l’t seem tlo care much how their
men 8O as their freigh
run in, and oo

your $eeth a-chatter- |

1

would .ﬁth and say that |
wasn’t id. One day we were fogethe
on a freight near Stratford. We wer
bowling along the line at a lively rate, and
feeling pretty good, for we were on the
homeward trip, and would be paid as soo
as we reached the yard. Wanting to have
a chat with the driver, I left my partae
in the caboose, and went forward to th
engine. I had hardly taken my seat upn
the tender when I saw a train swinging
around a curve ahead and coming right s
us. The driver shut off steam, and shou
ed to me to

JUMP FOR MY LIFE.

He znd the firemen went off at one side,
and I at the other. The trains came to
gether with an awful crash, the engine
up-ending and falling in the ditch. I found
myself up to my hips in a mudhole, and
pulling myself out, ?m torward to se
what had been done. The train)
that we struck was a constructios
train, what we call a ‘ wild-cat,’ because i
does not run on time-table time. Th:

was a lot of labourers aboard, and som
of them had been killed and a great many
injured. I ran back to my train and
found that the fireman had been killed in
jumping off, and that the driver had brokes
his ribs. Then I thought of my partne,
who was nowhere to be seen, and my
hair almost stood on end. The shock had
thrown a heavy car against the caboose s
which he was, and one end was hanging it
splinters. I went to the rear platform, and
my hand trembled when I turned the
handle of the door. On the floor, among
splinters and broken glass, lay my part
ner, with his eyes closed and his face #

|

white as asheet. I put my hand under
his shoulder, and n% raised him up I sa¥

HE WAS DEAD,

| The collision had thrown him heavily ¥

f
|
|

great '

the floor and crushed his head against 3

heavy iron hook. I brought the body

bhome, and it was the loneliest trip I ever

made in my li She was standing st the

station and as she stood

for him, I thought I had

look jer, I wouldn't

for .[i the money the com-

I hid in the car the

pews to her as gently

not scream, but fel

in a heap at the conductor’s feet. V_Vetook

her home, her moans nearly breaking o

She was never herself after

accident, and in the same year we buriel

her beside her brother; and that’s whi
may come to us all any day.”

A WOMAN POISONER.
She Kills Her Aust, Her Father and
Mother.

Sraacuss, N.Y., Nov. 18.—The coroner's inqu
in the case of Mrs. Louisa Pope, supposed to "
been poisoned by her niece, ces Schrouder,
August, 1876, was concluded at Truxton to-d:
Dr. *nli.; Smith, of thilhdty. testified to findiM
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1¥6.—** By a thorough knowledge of,
natural laws which govern the operatic
igesti nutrition, and by a

il

e a great P

; , $wo-thirds cup sugar, ha
( c_nﬁ milk may be added
[t wanted so rich) ; beat butter to
m, then added yolks and sugar beate
s froth with the flavouring ; stir all 4
[sther rapidly, and bake in a nice cru
done, spread with the beaten white
¢hree fablespoons sugar and a lit
V%Retum to oven and brow
jightly. This makes one pie, which shoul
. immediately.
GREEN CURRANT PIE.

Line sn inch pie-dish with good pie
ast, sprinkle over the bottom two heapin,
blespoons sugar and two of flour (or one g
bra starch) mixed ; then pour in one pin

currants washed clean, and two table

eurrant jelly ; sprinkle with fo

paping tablespoons sugar, and add tw
X —e cold water ; cover and bakd
or twenty minutes,

RIPE CURRANT PIE.

0neé cup mashed ripe currants, one o
par, two tablespoons water, one of flou
jen with the yolks of two eggs ; bake
t the top with the beaten whites of th
gs and two tablespoons powdered sugas
d brown in oven.

LEMON PIE.

Doe lemon grated, one cup sugar, th
lks of three eggs, small piece butter
ms milk, one teaspoon coryg
ch ; beat all together and bake in
h crust ; beat th;eewhitea with thre
; Sugar, p on the pie whe
lq:ﬁell brown in the ovex?.
A white sugar, a lemon, tablespoon
«2", tw:leggl, yolks and white
ten y, teaspoon butter, cuy
Hing m beat corn starch with yolks
pggs, Stir it into the scalding water, add
udjmce_ and grated rind of
: and stir in the butter. Haw
dy » pie-dish lined with rich paste, pou;
mixture and bake until crust is delicasely
wned. Beat the whites to a stiff fr.th
h two tablespoons powdered sugar
ead over the top and return to oven til
brown.
our eggs, one and a half cups sugar]
p-thirds cup water, two tablespoon
r, one lemon. Beat the yolks or eg
il very smooth (beat the yolks a long
cand whip the whites well), add thd
ted peel of and the sugar, hea
, s8ir in flour, and add the l-me
e (if lemons are small two may b4
cssary), and lastly the water ; stir well
in pi s lined with puiste
mod,&pf:m oven, and s.rea
r thems the' whites of the eggs Doate
and lmooth with four tablesinons
verized sugar ; retura tooven and L own)
htly. - The above recipe is for two pies.
MINCE-MEAT.

wo bewls chopped apples,
of chepped meat, with one-
_pound suet, grated rind
juice one lemon, two
pups molasses, one large tea-

n esch of cinnamon and

hs, spice to taste ; measure
atea-cup. Some use one
ried bread crumbs, and also
small cup butter. -This s
=s|__

OBANGEJrPIE

d juice of twe
sugar, one of butter ;
h‘h&umdugn, add
A o?g'th’ then the rind
] e oranges, and
, the whites beaten to a
and mixed in lightly.
with an under crust
==
ymnm)rn,g

half tea-cup white asngar
one hu'pxng teaspoon flour
her, sprinkle over the bot-
crust, then add the pie-
cut up fine ;- sprinkle over
nother half-cap sugar and
ng teaspoon flour; bake
hree-quarters of an hour
slow over. Or, stew the
nt, sweeten, add grated
and juice of a lemon and
of twoeggs, and bake and
e lemon vie,

peaches until perfectly soft, mash
aladd, for two pies, half tea-cup
Oréam, and one tea-cup sugar ; bake
0 wrusts. Or, omit cream, and add
a-cup boiling water, and butter size
ory-nut. =
MINCE-MEAT.
8 five orsix pounds sc beef—a
8ce will do—aud paut to boil in water
h o cover it ; take off the scum that
hen it reaches the boili int,
Pt water from time to time until it is ¥
, then remove the lid from the pot,
boil till almost dry, turning the
bver occasionally im the liquor, take
he fire, and let stand over night to
oroughly cold ; pick bones, gristle,
ts from the meat, chop very
m g at the same time three
of nice beof}:uetd, ;ed and cut four
Talsins, wash an y four pounds
fa, - glice thin a pound of lt):?tron,
fine four quarts good cooking tart |
3 put into a large pan together, add
iCe§ cinnamon, one of cloves, ome
ger, four nutmegs, the juice and !
rinds of two lemons, one tablespoon !
® $easpoon pepper, and two pounds
Putin a porcelain kettle one quart
OF #rape juice (canned when grapes
ng from green to purple), one quart
Diasses or syrup, and, if you have
up left from sweet pickles, add
that, also a good lump of butter ;
me to bul.hgtgoint, and pour over
redients in pan after having
ixed them well, then mix again
ly. Pack in jars and put in a
and, when cold, pour molasses
$op an eighth of an inch in thick-
cover tightly This will keep
: For baking, take some out
if mot moist enough add a little
» and strew a few whole raisins
Instead of boiled beef,"a
or roast meat may be used ;
proportion for a few pies is one-
opped meat and two-thirds apples,
suet, raisins, spices, butter,

a good formula to use, but,

be varied to suit different

..material at hand. If too

pped apples ; in lien of
in equal

: improvement, but if ‘it
Ay §o offend” do not use
N—vllilhhmnxtnch are oftef

d on Or orange pee
is mt.f hhlm over
day ore i into
als will be more thor-




