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EMORIES of a horror are 
usually more highly col-
ored than descriptions 
written at the time. One 
might discount the story 
of the storm of  January 

12, 1850, if It came from 
eye-witnesses, recalling at this far-
distant date the blinding snow and the 
mountain°ue waves, but when the so-
ber encyclopedia and the local histo-
ries both speak of this tremendous 
blizzard as of "unheard-of violence" 
and "beyond the power of words," it 
Is a fair Inference that it really was 
remarkable as a storm, even an At. 
'antic winter storm. 

The snow was both thick and 
'whirled In great clouds by a terrific 
gale, which parted the white flakes 
one minute for a gaze far to sea, only 
to hide the waves themselves from 
those on shore the next. The cold 
was bitter, and the wind such that 
men had difficulty standing in it. To 
walk with a long coat or oilskins was 
Impossible. The era, according to de-
scription, was "doch that no boat 
could live, no matter what brave 
hearts her crew might carry." 

In this storm the British ship Ayr-
shire, carrying immigrants to Hite 
country, foundered and struck, two 
hundred yards, from shore at Squan 
Beach, New Jersey. Government life. 
saving service there was none et that 
time, such wrecking service as was 
done being managed by individuals 
and charitable organizations. The 
government had not yet awakened to 
the need of coast protection for Its 
shipping, nor were life-saving devices 
perfected then as they are now. Of 
self-baling, self-righting and buoyant 
life boats there were none. No one 
had ever heard of power life boats. 

But—luckily for the two hundred 
and one people on the Ayrshire—one 
James Francis, who invented corru-
gated iron, had made what he termed 
a "life car," which was stored in a 
shed near the beach, waiting some 
such  opportunity for demonstration, 

The Ayrshire and the "Crazy" Car, 
The life car was not looked upon 

with favor by those stout hearth which 
had  been accustomed to brave the sea 
In open dories, doing what rescue 
-work they could with inefficient equip-
ment and depending on high courage 
and strong arms to snatch live bodies 
from  wreck and sea: it was "new 
/angled:" it was a "foolish idea;" it 
-was "not strong enough or big 
enough" to do the work. 

But on this twelfth of January not 
the stoutest heart that ever beat could 
take a dory through the breakers, nor 
any strength in human arms beat out 
to sea  against such wind and waves. 
13o that when John Maxon, "wreck 
maater." proposed using the iron car, 
there were 'willing if incredulous help-
ers In  plenty to try the forlorn hope. 

The car was dragged from its shed. 
the mortar made ready—the Lyle gun 
bad not then been invented—and the 
round ball with its Blender line 
rammed home. And if those on the 
shaking hulk six hundred feet away 
caught glimpses of activities on the 
beach, it is doubtful if they had either 
Tope of rescue or comprehension of 
-what was being done, for It needed no 
mariner to my this was no ordinary 
storm. The most Ignorant of immi-
grants must have known that his 
chance of reaching in safety that new 
country he had come so far to seek 
was small, though but a short distance 
remained of the oversee journey. 
As for knowing what they were about 
—no one had ever heard of a life car 
at that time. 

But they knew on shipboard what 
to do  with the ball and line when It 
came aboard, which it barely did, after 
several trials. It seems a peculiar co- 
incidence that the utmost strength of 
powder they could exert was just so 
balanced by wind that the ball should 
fall directly on the deck of the Ayr-
shire and not  short, or beyond; yet 
so It wee, as after events proved. 

The light line yielded a heavier one, 

the heavier one hauled out a cable and 
a whip. Luckily the Ayrshire was 
stout and strong, and had struck too 
far in and with too much force to 
pound. She was safe enough for a 
abort time, strongly built, and deep 
enough in the sand to form a firm sup-
port for the car and the ropes. 

One can imagine the joy of the igno-
rant at  having communication thus es-
tabllehed with the shore, and the 
added horror to captain and crew, 
who  knew well enough that neither 
breeches buoy nor boat could live in 
that sea, cable or no cable. Nor would 
there be time for breeches-buoy work 
There were two hundred and one pas-
sengers and crew, many of them wous- 
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en and children, and the breeches 
buoy takes one at a time. 

An Aerial Bean Pot. 
But meanwhile the life car was bent 

Into the whip and willing hands 
hauled it out. Nor was there hesita-
tion about opening or getting into the 
queer contrivance—the little, flat-
topped, round-bellied, corrugated Iron 
pot, that looks mama big enough for 
one, yet in which seven grown people 
can be packed through the tiny hatch, 
to be shut in helpless, eardined 
againet the iron walls, chilled to the 
marrow and all but suffocated with 
little air. Yet there, those who use 
the life car are safe from drowning, 
for though air can get la water—in 
quantities, cannot. For this Is the 
merit of the life car: suspended from 
a cable and hauled back and forth by 
hand, it rides either over the waves, 
on top of the waves, or through the 
waves, and at times all three, one 
after the other. The breeches buoy 
drowns a man who is dragged through 
too much water, killing while saving 
him. To be safe over a bad sea, the 
breeches buoy must be hung high. 
And here on the Ayrshire, with no 
masts left and a two-hundred-yard pull 
to shore, there was no way to hang 
the cable high. 

So the little life car made its first 
trip under the water, invisible and 
smothered In foam. You can be very 
sure it was quickly opened when it 
came to the beach at last, and the 
cheer they gave for the seven who 
were hauled out, almost frozen, stiff 
and pale with the pallor of too close 
an approach of death, has left an 
echo wherever the iron car is  used. 

Two Hundred Saved. 
Not seven only, but over two hun-

dred, did this, the first, life car save 
that day. Twenty-nine trips it. made 
through the impassable waves and the 
indescribable storm. For every trip 
John Maxon tallied seven lives saved, 
save once only. 

That was when some man—hero 
who gave his place to a woman or 
coward afraid to watt his turn, who 
can say now?—mounted the top of the 
car after the metal batch was closed 
and left the Ayrshire clinging to the 
hatch. No one saw' him go nor knew 
how long he clung, buffeted and beat-
en, on the perilous perch. The car 
came in as before, with seven within, 
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The Spirit e 
Bunker Hill 
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Sooner or later every stranger who 
visits Boston invariably announces: 
"I must see Bunker Hill." June 17 is 
the Meal day to gratify that wish; to 
correctly entertain my guests a supply 
of luscious chicken and ham sand-
wiches should be packed, with plenty 
of pickles and a few pieces of pie, 
for Charlestown—accent on the 
"town," and pronounce it clearly, 
please—is within the "pie belt." We 
climb the stately pile on Bunker Hill; 
attend the exercises held by some 
historical association; listen to the 
strains of that old ode sung at the 
dedication of the monument in 1843, 
when Daniel Webster delivered his 
famous oration; behold the parade 
sweep in majesty about the foot of the 
historic pile, and watch the sun flash 
In golden gleams on the renowned 
"Sword of Bunker Hill." Like many 
another historical landmark that oth-
erwise would have been obliterated, 
Bunker Hill has been preserved to 
posterity by the devotion of women. 
Where today are well-kept turf, a 
stately monument and joyous sight-
seers, In 1775 a bare summit scarred 
by cannon-shot, ,a raw, half-sodded 
fieldworks and low redoubt overlooked 
the burning churches and houses of 
Charlestown. Beyond from the Charles 
river, the British men-of-war joined 
the land batteries on the farther bank 
In the unceasing thunder of artillery, 
hurling death upon the men of Massa-
chusetts Bay, Vermont and Connecti-
cut. 

Use north to the very verge of the 
Mystic ran a weak breastwork across 
pasture lands and meadows, with here 
and there an orchard abloom with the 
delicate pink and white of apple, pear, 
cherry and quince; fields of yellow-
hearted, while-petalled daisies swayed 
in the vortex of cannon shot and the 
mad rush of furious charges. 

who told of the man who could not 
wait 

'The crowd on shore pulled and 
hauled on the ropes until their hands 
were blistered and sore. fast, fast, for 
the wreck was breaking up and the 
mese of immigrants seemed scarcely 
diminished on the low decks when  a 

rift in the flying snow showed the Ayr-

shire's white, shrouded form to those 
on shore. To drag a heavy car six 
hundred feet out, and then haul It 
home again, laden and low—no won-
der their hands got sore and their 
arson gave out! Then John Maxon 
becieght his oxen into play and the 
two plodding beasts walked uncom-
plainingly back and forth, back and 
forth, all day long, until the car had 

made twenty-nine tripe and every last 
man, woman and child on board, save 
the one who could not wait, were 
pulled by main strength from a watery 
grave and net  on shore, cold, shaken, 

frightened, but safe! 

A Record  Rescue. 

The life-saving service has many 
brilliant rescues in tie history and 

many  a  hero on its rolls. But never 

before or since this time have so many 
people been rescued from so bad a 
wreck in no terrific a storm. And 
this fact was recognized at the time: 
that hero was a happening which was 
likely to stand unique for hundreds  of 

years. So the little life car, no longer 
new and shapely, but dented and buf-
feted by wave and sand and mane 
heavy loads of human lives, was re-
tired from active service, its honors 
won In this one day's work, and now 
rests, an object of curiosity and of 
veneration, in the United States mu-
seum at Washington, for all to see 
who look. 

The sand buried the Ayrshire,  as If 

the ocean, cheated of its human prey. 
would at least take what it could. 
Thirty years after, the tide—perhaps 
the ocean forgot its vengeance!—un-
covered the bones of the Ayrshire, 
and in them was found the ball which 
fell on deck, bringing the light line 
which spelled life for two hundred. 
That ball, now suitably engraved, is 
one of the most, If not the most, cher 
felled possessions of the lifesaving 
service, which grew with the years 
and necessity into its present huge 
proportions. 

There are still life care in the sta-
tions of the service.. For many years 
after this demonstration they played 
a big part In saving life, and probably 
will again. Of Into years improved 
life boats, better facilities for erecting 
and using the breeches buoy, and liner 
fife-saving methods have made its use 
less common. But it is always ready, 
the last resort of the crews when all 
else fails, and no matter what the con-
ditions or how had the storm, there is 
always the memory of this story and 
the Ayrehire—which every surfman 
knows—to prove that, be conditions 
what they may, while them Is life to 
nave and the life car to save it with. 
there In still hope. 

Anon the orchards were full of red-
coated, white-mitered Infantry; the 
snow-white daisies were marred by 
great splashes of life-blood, and the 
pastures strewn with patches of scar-
let, where soldiers in their gay uni-
forms had fallen to rise no more. To 
the left a half-score of braes howitz-
ers, posted amid brick-Mine and clay 
pits, sought to enfilade and sweep 
away the Baymen who kept the hill. 

Farmers, sailors, fishermen, trades-
men, clad in everyday garb, armed 
with their homely weapons of the 
chase, with scarcely a flag to fight un-
der, suffering hunger, thirst and weari-
ness under the broiling sun, coolly 
trained across the Bunker Hill breast-
work the long, rusty tubes which had 
already heaped windrows of dead and 
dying men upon the fields below, 
where the new-mown hay still lay dry-
ing. The British lines continued to 
charge. "Don't fire until you see the 
whites of their eyes!" The word pass-
ed down the line of set faces,  and 
levelled guns; a moment later hoarse 
cries, "Fire! Fire!" rang out; a crash 
of triple volleys and the rattle of dead-
ly file-firing followed. The powder 
failed, the provincials broke away pur-
sued by Pitcairn's marines—for the 
moment, our fathers' hope of victory 
was over. 

Yes, visit Bunker Hill; look upon a 
monument erected to cherish  the 
memory of a defeat that brought suc-
cess, for Victory crowned the van-
quiehed that day. The day set apart 
to commemorate the battle of Bunker 
Hill is exclusively a Charlestown holi-
day, but far wider than Boston's "Bi-
mountains" spreads the spirit  of 
Blinker Hill throughout a great nation 
christened on that day in the red 
blood of American freeman.—Joe 
Mitchel Chapple, in the National Mag-
azine. 

Really Not Up to Her. 
A girl forced by her parents  into  a 

disagreeable match with an old man, 
whom she detested. when the clergy-
man came to that part of the service 
where the bride is asked if she con-
sents to take the bridegroom for her 
husband, said, with great simplicity: 
"Oh, dear, no. sir! But you are the 
first person who has asked my opinion 
about the matter " 
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THE AYRSHIRE 
AND THE IRON CAR 

How  a  Newfangled Invention Saved 200 Lives 

By C. H. CLAUDY. 

(Copyright, by 11. 

KNEW  EVERYTHING WAS SAFE 
--- 

.Tennessee Mountaineer Understood 
the Joke and Enlarged It With 

His Own, Humor. 

Tom Jernigan, my driver. had been 
explaining to me how the eastern Ten-
nessee mountaineers hated revenue 
officers who were on the lookout for 
moonshine Mille, and gave some local 
color to hie story by pointing net 
places share at least two  bud bee.i 

Mot. Tom knew that I was what I 
pretended to be, a mining engineer 
looking for coal outcrop. But we 
came upon a "covIte," who eyed me 
and my dog, which ran by the buggy, 
with a suspicious stare. 

"You-all Marin' to alt some birds?" 
he asked. "There's a flock of 
paTidges in the bottom over yon. But 
you-all is goin' the wrong way." 

"Nolie." answered Jernigan solemn-
ly. "This metr; a revenue officer. 
't hat dog's a new dog, he is—a whisky 
dug. When we come to a creek that 

dog smells It, and if there's a still 
far as flee miles up, he'll Vint." 

The mountaineer understood. But he 
showed by no twinkle of his eye that 
the humor had lodged In him. 

"That's right Interestin'," he co. 
mented. "But I was jest mush' 
whether he was en applejack reinter 
or a sour-mash Better. Will you gen-
tlemen buy as much  as  a quart?" 

Still Much Room in Brazil. 
Bruit can accommodate many mil 

lions of people without overcrowding 

The Fall  Scared the Usually Gentle 
Horse. 

WEDDING RIVALS A SAILORS IN A LONG 
BATTLE WITH SHARKS 

`MOVIES' SCENARIO 
Indian With Tomahawk Placed 

Far in the Rear. 

CARRIED SIX-SHOOTER 

Youth Declares Bride's Big Brother 
Held a Revolver Instead of Indian 

Father's Tomahawk, but With  the 

Same Results  as  in  Film. 

Chicago—The thrilling adventures 
Of the hero of the motion picture 
scenario, who becomes entangled in  a 

chain of circumstantial evidence and 
is forced at the point of papa Indian's 
tomahawk to marry an Indian squaw, 
have nothing In the line of thrills oh 
the matrimonial experience of Fran-
cis Flynn. The difference Is purely 
one of local color, and, anyway, an 
Indian with a tomahawk Is not half 
so dangerous as a brother who owns 
a saloon and carries a six-shooter. To 
all of which Hero Francis testified 
the other day in the bill he brought 
In the circuit court to obtain the an-
nulment of his marriage to the erst-
while Miss Frances O'Shaughnessy, 
the desperate villainess in the case. 

The plot had its beginning upon a 
Commonplace street of the south side 
Nov. 10, 1910. All unaware of the am-
bush that had been laid for him, Fran-
cis that day left his home at 6307 
Yale avenue, he relates, and saun-
tered happily down the street. He 
rounded a corner, and suddenly bin 
assailants were about him. Big Broth-
er O'Shaughnessy, keeper of the as 
loon and six-shooter, leaped upon him. 
while Sister Frances hissed out the 
mysterious words: "That's him!" 

Whereupon the burly saloon owner 
displayed his trusty weapon and, aft-
er issuing a hoarse command for si-
lence, bade the beset hero: "Youso 
come wit' me!" 

The trail followed by the two ban-
ditti and their captive led to Crown 
Point, Ind. And the end was not yet. 

"A pretended justice of the peace." 
the disgruntled husband recites, "was 
asked by the brother to marry me 
and his sister. There I stood and 
there stood she, and there stood the 
brother with his hand on the butt of 
the revolver he was concealing in his 
bosom. 

"1 was asked to take the woman to 
be my wedded wife, and I admitted 
that I would, for—for I knew that  It 

I said anything else I would be shot 

"Youse Come Wit' Mel" 

down like a dog—like a dog," and the 
dramatic plot was made complete. 

Flynn states that his age at the 
time of the marriage was less than 
the legal one for marriage without 
the consent of his parents. He de-
clares that he was forced "at the 
point of the deadly weapon" to per-
jure himself as to his age. He also 
declares that eince his marriage he 
and Mrs. Flynn have not lived to 
gether. The young woman and her 
alleged bloodthirsty brother seemed 
content with the mere mock cere-
mony. 

Just what motives underlaid the 
plot on the part cif the brother and 
sister have not been given out. It le 
believed, however, that should the 
public demand a sequel, a motive es 
highly breathless with interest an the 
climax itself will be gladly furnished. 

CAT  AND RATTLER BATTLE 

First Snake Story of Season Comes 
From California Vouched for 

by Woman. 

San Bernardino, Cal.  —  The first 
enake story of the season comes from 
Victorville, where it is related that 
at the home of Mrs. Anna Hayes a 
big tom out had a battle with a giant 
rattler and caste off victorious by not 
only killing the snake, but also ate 
the viper's head, poison sacks and all, 
and is still alive and healthy. 

The cat discovered the reptile  In 

the  bedroom of the Hayes home and 
gave it battle, the attack lasting for 
several minutes before his snakeship 
was finally conquered, when  Sir 
Thomas dragged it proudly from the 
room and laid the remains at the feet 
of his mistress, who promptly proceed 
red to faint. 

Crew of Abandoned Schooner In 
an Open Boat  Surrounded 

by Sea Monsters. 

New York—The crew of the 
schooner Loath R. Russell, which  was 
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oil  tank steamer Georgian Prince. For 
48 hours, they said, they had been 
adrift in the Atlantic, moot of the 
time without food and for 24 hours In 
a small open boat surrounded by 
sharks. 

During the 24 hours the crew and 
the mate's wife were adrift In an 
open boat they had no water and 
lived by wetting their lips with the 
juice of canned peaches, of which 

"It Was  ■  Terrible Night." 

they had but a small quantity. The 
Georgian Prince was sighted and they 
were taken off on the afternoon of 
Monday, April 14. 

Those picked up were Capt. J, C. 
James, Mr. Van Zane the mate, and 
his wife, and five men. They said the 
sharks followed them for 10 hours 
waiting for a meal. Captain James 
said the members of the little party 
were worn out when the Georgian 
Prince sighted them. 

"It was a terrible night," he said 
"with the sharks all about us waiting 
for a big wave to swamp us. If our 
boat had ever upset our fate would 
have been too dreadful to think of." 

Mrs. Van Zant, though almost faint-  
ing from fright arid exposure, kept 
encouraging the men and showed so 
brave a front that they redoubled 
their energies to keep the boat afloat,. 

WIDOW SELLS LIVE BABIES 

Curfew for Coke Town Babies. 
Connelleville, Pa.—Police Chief Het-

zel of Connellsville, Pa., has Issued an 
order against the taking of babies and 
go-carte into the crowded streets on 
Saturday nights. There have becu 
many accident. to the baby carriages 
and the pollee have bees unable to 
handle the traffic. The order has 
raised an uproar, the townspeople de-
claring there Is no statute which 
gives the police the right to bar ba-
bies from the street. Chief  Hetsel 
say. he doe. not care for statutes. 

YOUNG GIRL RIDER 
HORRIBLY MANGLED 

Star  Circus  Equestrienne Is 
Thrown From Horse. 

DRAGGED AROUND RI NG 

After  Running Around Circle  Several' 
Times the Animal Leaped the  Low 
Ringside and Dashed  OH  Through 
the  Arena, and Then Back. 

Brooklyn, N. Y.—With 12,000 horrie 
fled persons looking on, little May 
Wirth, star equestrienne of a circus, 
was terribly Injured at the perform-
ance here the other night when her 
horse dragged her again and again 
around the center ring in which she 
was performing and through the 
arena, her body bumping against the 
tent poles as she passed. 

The handsome young woman, one 
foot hooked in the girth, the other 
braced against the animal's gloesy 
neck, tore around the ring, her body 
perpendicular to the horse's side, 
when one foot slipped. Spectators 
gasped as she slipped, limbs outspread 
to the ground. 

The fall scared the usually gentle 
horse and as he quickened his stride 
It became apparent that the girl's 
short ballet skirt had caught In the 
stirrup. Fidem Wirth, the ringmaster, 
leaped to the bridle as a dozen attend-
ants rushed into the ring. 

The big horse shook off the ring-
master's grasp and raced around, the-
girl's body dragging helplessly along. 

The center pole of the mammoth 
tent rose from the middle of the ring. 
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the pole. The third she struck full 
against it, the thud of her body came 
hag a cry of horror to g6 up from 
hundreds of throats. 

Seeing himself hemmed in, Prince 
leaped the low ringside and dashed 
off through the arena, narrowly miss-
ing those hurrying up to Misr him. 
Every attache who could get hod was 
desperately clinging to ble heaving 
sides, but he reached the edge of  a 

stage  at  the end of the tent. Then 
he plunged back to the ring and ran 
four more times around it. May's 
now limp body still trailed beside bim 
in the tanbark. 

Performers, canvas men and train-
ers brought the horse to a etandstilL 

Then Prince kicked. His right bind 
foot struck Miss Wirth every time  he 

lashed cut. Still unable  to  release 
her, the men lifted her unconscious 
body from the ground and  so  held  It 
that only her left leg received the 
kicks until at last she was wrenched 
free. 

Dr. Grabill found the left leg  ter-

ribly torn from foot  to  thigh, her 
body battered and bruited, her  face 

severely lacerated, a deep hoof cut 
over the right eye. She will remain 
for some time In the circus' own hos-
pital. 

When Friendship  Ceases. 
St Paul, Minn—Friendship ceases 

when  a  man knocks  a  woman's teeth 

out in  a  friendly dispute, according 
to Miss Theresa Smith, who brought 
complaint against Mike Cummings  In 
municipal court for assault and bat-
tery. 

"You don't love him any more. I 
suppose?" asked the judge of the com-
plaining witness. 

"Can't you see that some of my 
teeth are gone? Of course I don't" 
the woman replied.  

Cummings pleaded guilty  to the 
charge. 

He was  given a suspended sentence 
of 45 days in the workhouse. 

Float Loge  200  Mlles. 
Knoxville, Tenn.—Piloting two rafts 

of 75 logs  each, poplar, pine and oak. 
over  a  distance of approximately 200 
miles as the river runs, from Kings- 
port to Knoxville. taking tour days 
and nights to complete the trip and 
camping out la a miniature burriCane 
at the mouth of the French Broad 
river, le the experience of William H. 

Crews of Chore!,  11111, Va  ,  and all 
cab". men  from that vicinity. 

New  York Woman Admits She Make. 
Practice of Supplying Infants 

Without Question. 

New York.—Any person Wishing 
to buy a baby may purchase a male or 
female child of any nationality, with 
hair and eyes of the desired color, by 
placing an order with Mrs. Dora 
Remmlin, a German widow. 

To be certain that the infant comes 
up to specifications it ie well to make 
arrangements some time in advance 
of the day the little one is wanted, for 
the reason that at present the demand 
is greater than the supply. 

The baby will cost from $3 to 810. 

The purchaser need not adopt the 
child; need not give his or her right 
name; need not promise to support ; 
the child, and need show no refer 
ences to as to character or as to 
financial ability to clothe and feed 
the infant. The bargain can be made 
in the strictest secrecy and with  no 

fear that the  law will step in. 
The discovery that babies are said 

like homes, cows, dogs and puppies. 
only very much cheaper, was made by 
investigation of an advertisement. 

According to this advertisement a 
woman wished to adopt a newly born 
boy and girl. It developed that the 
advertiser was Mrs. Remmlin and that 
her purpose was to fill orders over 
due. 

From Mrs. Remmlin It was learned 
that a large number of women sup-
port themselves by the care and sale 
of babies; that most of these are fos-
tered upon unsuspecting husbands; 
that in some cases babies are 
swapped; that the dealers consider 
their business perfectly legitimate and 
that the price of infants has declined 
In Inverse ratio to the cost of living. 

Mrs. Remmlin believes she Is fully 
within the law. 

The sale of a human being is a 
felony under the federal laws, but if 
the seller swears she was paid for her 
offices as a procurer of the child and 
that the money received was for her 
trouble and not in exchange for the 
child, eke cannot be charged with 
crime. 
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