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[NTERESTING MEMORIES WHIOH
OLUSTER ABOUT OLD McHENRY.

Engiand’s Futile Aftempt to Capture
It During the War of 181i2-—-Francis
Scott Key and the Clrcomstances
Tnder Which he Wrote the Star
Spaiigled Banner—Centennial of the
Fort a€ a Military Post of the Gov-
ernment to be Celebrated.

BALTIMORE, Ad., Aug. 11.—The centen-
nial of Fort McHenry as a military post of
the General Government will be celebrated
on the 12th of September. That is not the
exact anniversary, but it is the special date
in Baltimore’s calendar of patriotism, rank-
ing next to, if not almost equaling, . the
Fourth of July.

In the war of 1812 Baltimore was the ob-
ject of a special hatred on the part of Eng-
lishmen. Her clippers, then the swiftest
boats that swept the seas, had given British
commerce more trouble than it had ever
Kknown. Admiral YWarren boasted: ‘* Balti-
more is a doomed town.”” The leading pa-
per of London said: ¢ Baltimore must be
tamed.” A British statesman declared:
“ Baltimore is the great depository of the
hostile spirit of the United States against
England.” So Admiral Cockburn, with a
powerful fleet, and Gen. Ross, with 3,000
veterans who had fought under Wellington
in the Napoleonic wars, came to Maryland
<vith the intention of burning Washington,

razing Annapolis, and making their Winter

guarters in Baltimore. This was in August,
i814...

On the way up the bay the fleet stopped at
Deédl's Island, and many of the officers and

fnen went to hear a local preacher whose

Spangled Banner’ has been told so many
times, Incorrectly, that it is worth while to-
tell it over again in the light of all the
facts which Investigation has brought forth.

Francis Scott Key, the son of John Ross
Key, who was a Revolutionary officer, was |
born in Frederick County, Md., in August,
1780. At the time of the breaking out of the
war he was a lawyer, living in George-
town, D. C. IXe witnessed the burninig of
Washington. He was_an aide de camp fo
Gen. Smith and he had the duty of agsign-
ing the regiments to their. posgitions 8§ they
arrived on the field at Bladensburg. He
was o young man of singular beauty of
countenance, of the loftiest ideals of patriot-
ism, and _of those qualities which riskK any-
thing and everything for the sake of coun-
try, honor, or friendship. .

The British had captured Dr. Beanes, &
physician at Upper Mariborough, and had
conveyed him to one of their ships in the
Patuxent. Dr. Beanes was one of KXey’s
most intimate friends, and as soon as Key
heard of the arrest he hurried, under the
protection of a flag of truce with the Com-
missioner, for the exchange of prisoners to
secure his release. Key and the Commis-
sioner were received on board one of the
ships, and were promptly i‘nfp‘rmed by the
Admiral that he would be obliged to detain
them over night. The reason, of course,
was that the fleet was on its way to bom-
bard Baltimore. Admiral Cockburn. de-
clared to Xey that the fight would be only
a maditer of a few heurs, and then the
dread suspense began. The rdnge was a
long one, and it was utterly futile to expect
the guns of Ifort McHeénry fo do any dam-
age to the DBritish vessels, of which there
were nearly seventy. All day on the 12th
and far into the night on the 13th the shells
rained on Fort McHenry. The land attack
under Ross was repulsed, thereby doubling
the fleet’s responsibility. Under the cover
of darkness the Admiral sent sixteen Brit-
ish frigates within close range, but a little
fort on the opposite side of the channel
used them up so thoroughly that they made
a prompt retreat.

During all these long hours of suspense
Key could not tell whether or not the fort
had been destroyed. He was two miles
away from it and clouds of smoke were be-
tween, but finally, when the bombardment
had utterly failed, when in the cool of the
morning the RBritish ships began to drop
down the river, and the smoke and the
clouds lifted, he saw that the great- banner
which Baltimore women had made was
still flying proudly from its pole over the un-
conquered fort, the capture of which the in-

vaders had regarded as such an easy task.

the manuscript copy the fifth line is as

follows:

‘« And the rocket’s red glare, ‘the bomnb bursting
in air.”’

In the copy as first printed and as given

above the llne is as follows:

* And the Rockets’ red glare, the Bombs burst-
ing in &qir.”” .

In the manuscript heaven is spelled -‘witn
a small “n ” and pawer with a small ““ p.
AMr. Key uses a double quotation mark, and
the printed copy has a single quotation.
There are other minor diiferences which
need not be pointed out. Of course, any-

The Chapeél in the ¥Fort.

thing is to be expected of a printer’s devil
who has temporary charge of the entire
office, but it scarcely seems reasonable that
he should make all these changes of his
own -accord. The copy The Century pub-
lishes is undoubtedly a genuine copy, but
it may not be the original, from which the
song was put in type. Although the main
facts of ‘ The Star-Spangled Banner’ are
so well known, it is curious how many lit-
tle romances have been woven around it.
For instance, more than twenty years ago,
in Harper’s Monthly, was an article giving
a circumstantial account of the setting of
the song to music by two brothers nained
Durang some time during the month of
QOctober. The fact of the matter is, as
shown by the copy in this issue of The
New-York Times, the tune °‘° Anacreon in
Heaven,”” (which, by the way, was a some-

Fort McHenry.
Trom the Northern Shore of the Patapsco River.

fame was general in those days. This
preacher, standing in his pulpit, claimed the
powers of prophecy, and told the English
warriors that they %would be vanquished.
They laughed uproariously at his prediction,
and resumed their journey up the bay. Pil-
lage and cruelty marked their progress.
Landing at the Patuxent River, they
marched to Washington and burned the Cap-
itol. This gave Baltimore time for defense.
Tive hundred thousand dollars was spent,
and every serviceable man of the 50,000 pop-
ulation rushed to arms. The battle of North
Point and the storming of Fort McHenry
were the result, and the victory of both en-
gagements is the proudest page in Balti-
more's history.

For many years the veterans of these en-
gagements organized under the name of the
Qld Defenders’ Association, regularly cele-
brated every 12th of September, and in
course of time the day became a local holi-
day, many of the most important celebra-
tions and public occasions clustering arounﬁ.
it. Gradually the Old Defenders died. Fi-
nally the number dwindled to one, and his
modest home on the anniversary of the bat-
tle was the Meecca of the city's loyalty.
VWhen he died, by the wish expressed sev-
eral vears before, a new organization was
established upon the memories of the Old
Defenders. It was the Society of the War
of 1812, and it consists of the descendants of
those who repulsed the invaders in that
memorable coniest. 'The society has taken
advantage of the anniversary to celebrate
the centennial and to dedicate Maryland's
day to the historic fort. )

The occasion promises to be notable in
every way. Secretary Lamont has granted
the use of the fort. Dr. A. K. Hadel, the
Register of the society, will read a histor-
ical address. There will he music prc.)\jlded
by a chorus of 500 voices, with full military
band accompaniment. Among those who
will be invited are President Cleveland and
his Cabinet, Gov. Brown and his staff,
JMayor Latrobe and the officers of the local
Government, and all the patriotic societies
of Baltimore. The ceremonies will begin at
3 o’clock and will conclude with the firing
of the sunset gun.

The fort was named after James 3Me-
Henry, one cf the framers of the Constitu-
tion of the United States, Secretary to Gen.
‘Washington during the war, and Secretary
of War during President Washington’s Ad-
ministration in 17908,

The Patapsco River from its confluence
+with the Chesapeake Bay proceeds in an
almost westerly direction for about twenty-
five miles to Baltimore's harbor. At the
lower part of the city the river separates
into two wide branches, and it is the point
between them on which the fort is 51tuat‘ed.
1ts earliest records date from Feb. 24, 1661,
when Charles Gorsuch, a Quaker, patented
fifty acres, paying £1 a year for it. He aft-

The House in Philadelphia in Which
Betsy Ross Made the First Star-~
Spangled Banner.

erward abandoned the ground, and on June
2, 1702, John Carroll patented it and paid
2 shillings a year, and named it Whetstone
Neck. In 1706 it was made a port of entry,
and the land settlers of that day pro-
nounced it a good place for a town. Iur-
ther investigaton discovered iron_ore, and
this ore was a large part of the Maryland
supply for a number of years.

When the Revolution opened, Whetstone
Point was appreciated for its millfary im-
portance, and in 1775 preparations were
made to fortify it. A battery of artillery

was stationed behind the land defenses, and
* three massive chains of wrought iron pass-
ing through floating blocks were siretched
across the river, leaving a small passage
only on the side next to the fort. Constant
improvements were made in the fortifica-
tions during the progress of the Revolution,
. The fort remiained under the control of the
State of Maryland unijl 1794, when it was
ceded to the General Governinent. The
Covernment did not care to spend the
money to put it in condition, and so ihe
public-spirited citizens of Baltimore raised
enough for that purpose. Its history was
uneventful until the year 1814, when the
fortunes of war made its name immortal
through the most popular lyric in our na-
ticual hymnology. Tke story of ‘‘ The Star-

KXey wrote the lines on the backs of en-
velopes,with a barrel head for a desk. When
he reacned the city he showed them to
friends, and, according to local report,
at their solicitation made a fresh draft
of them. A friend took them to the oflice
of The American. All the editors and print-
ers were still in the trenches, and the only
one in the office was Samuel Sands, the
printer’s devil, who had also endeavored
to go into the fight, but who was sent
back because of his size. Mr. Sands lived
to be over ninety years c¢f age, and he
often told the story of the manuscript. It
was brought to the office by Capt. Nichol-
son and was published anonymously. Ap-
prentice Sands set it up in the usual style.
It was printed as a handbill, and it appeared
in The American of Sept. 21, 1814. The
correspondent of The Times saw it to-day
and carefully compared its text with the

recently-published draft in the handwriting

what questionable song,) was given with
the first publication_of Mr. Key’'s verses,
and he probably had it In mind when the
words came to him. Another story was
that the first public recital of the song
was in a restaurant, with a clog dancer
for its interpreter. ‘'The truth is, as at-
tested by the historical records of the day,
it was first sung in the Baltimore Theatre
in October, 1814. The theatre had been
closed Tfor several weeks, and it was re-
opened on Oct. 12 with the drama, en-
titled ** The Point of Honor; or, A School
for Soldiers,” and the comic opera, *‘‘The
Highland Reel.”” On the second night the
profits of the performance were appropri-
ated to the fund for the public defensze of
the city, under the direction of the Com-
mittee of Safety. On Wednesday evening,
Oct. 19, it was announced that after the
play “ Mr. Hardinge will sing a much-ad-
mired new songs, written by a gentlemen of

The Main Snlly Port, Fort MclHenry.

of Franecis Scott Key, and also with the
poem as it is generally printed. The fol-
lowing is the true full text, with title and
introduction, as it first appeared in type:

DEFENCE
Of Fort McHenry.

The annexed song was composed under the fol-
lowing circumstances: A gentleman had left Bal-
timore in a flag of truce for the purpose of get-
ting released from the British fleet a iriend of
his, who had been captured at Mariborough. Xe
went as far as the mouth of the Patuxent, and
was not permitted to return. lest the intended at-
tack on Baltimore should be disclosed. He was
therefore brought up the Bay to the mouth of the
Patapsco, where the flag vessel was kept under
the guns of a frigate, and he was compelled to
witness the bombardment of Fort McHenry. which
the Admiral had boasted that he xvould carry in
a few hours, and that the ecity must fall. He
watched the flag at the fort through the whole
day, with an anxiety that can be better felt than
described, until the night prevented him from
seeing it. In the night he watched the Bomb
Shells, and at eariy dawn his eye was -again
greeted by the proudly waving flag of his coun-
y.

Tune—** Anacreon in Heaven.”’
O! say can you see by the dawn’s early light,

‘What so proudly we hailed at the twilight's last

gleaming,
Whose broad stripes and bright stars through the
perilous fight,

O'er the ramparts we watch'd, were so gallant-

1y streaming?

And the Rockets’ red glare, the Bombs bursting
in air, -

Gave proof through the night, that our Flag was
still there;

O! =ay does that star-gspangled Banner yet
wave,
O’er the 1,8.!1ﬁ of the free, and the home of the
brave.
On ﬂ:ie shore dimly seen through the mists of the
eep,
‘Where the foe’s haughty host in dred silence
reposes;

What is that which the breeze, o'er the towering

steep,

As it fitfully glows, half conceals, half dis-
closes?

Now bit catches the gleam of the morning's first

eam, .
In full glory reflected now shines in the stream,
'Tis the star-spangled banner, O! long may it
wave,
O'er the land of the free, and the home of the
brave! .

And where {s that band who so vauntingly swore
'.T.‘hav.ti the havoc of war and the battle’s confu-
sion,
A home and a country should leave us na more?
Their blood has washed out their foul steps
pollution.
No refuge could save the hireling and slave
From the terror of flight or the¢ gloom of the

grave,

And the star-spangled banner in triumph doth
wave .

O’er the land of the free, and the home of the
Brave. .

Q! thus be it ever when freemen shall stand
Between their lov'd homes and the war's deso-
lation,
Blest with viet'ry and peace,
rescued land,
Praise the Power that hath made and preserv’d
us a nation! [
Then conguer we must, when our cause it is just,
And this is our motto: ‘In God is our Trust.’
And the star-spangled banner in triumph shall
wave :
O’er the land of the free, and the home of the
Brave. : .

The Century recently published a fag
simile of what is said to be the original
manuscript _of this song. A comparison,
however, of its lines with the verses as
they first appeared in type shows numer-
ous differences. The punctuation is differ-
eni. There are many commas- which dé
not appear in the manuscript... At least a

may the Heav'n

.defense of Fort McHenry,

dozen ca;i:uxiltals are in the printed copy that
are not The Century’s manuseript. Ig

Maryland in commemoration of the gallant
called ‘ The
Star-Spangled Bannér.””’

It was well received, but there is no re-
cord of it again until the 12th of November,
when at a patriotic military and naval _en-
tertainment the following was mentloned as
one of the attractions: ‘‘ The new_ song
written by a gentleman of Maryland, and
seecond time sung here, ‘ The Star-Spangled
Banner,” by Mr. Xardinge, an entire new
scene representing the bombardment of Fort
McHenry.”” The statement is often made
that the song was sung nightly, but there
is nothing to -show that it was sung more
than twice. A curious result of its suc-
cess was another song, written undoubted-
ly to supersede it in popular faver. From
the local records it is found that on Nov.
19, ¢ After the play, a new song written by
a gentleman of Baltimore, and called * Free-
dom, Home, and Duty,” by Mr. Hardinge,
was sung with great applause.” As the un-
successful rival to what has since become
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The land that gave such birth,
‘Well mourns their parted worth,
And mourns them not in vain:

. . . &
For ne’er shall Iréedom’s hallowéd name
Die while there lives but yet the name

Of Country, Home, and Beauty;
And who for these ere fighting slain
In the next world spdall meet again,

TFor they have done their duty.

Nor yet the g¢trugsgle’s o’er,
That, flercer than befors,
The midnight’s gloom assail—
Such desolating shocks. . -
As when the mountain’s rocks
Are tumbling to the vale,

The ghotres re-echoed with the blast,
Firin stood each freeman to the last,
For Freedom, Homé, and Beéauty,
Tl difmmer flash and fainter roar
Mark’d th’ invader’d quit that shore,
‘Where ench had done his duty.

The loeal historians say that ‘the new:
song, although sung twice, failled to arouse
as much enthusiasm as ** The Star-Spangled
Banner,” but that neither was sung again
ai the theaire. Key wrote many other
versées, and a volume of his poems was pub-
lished. There are several hymns in the
Episcopal Hymnal of his authorship, includ-
ing the beautiful

Lord, with glowing heart I'd praise Thee
For the bliss Thy love bestowsa.

Key Is buried at Frederick, Md., where an
association has recently been organized to
place a monument over his grave. There
is a slmilar society in Baltimore, which
holds annual celebrations and which has
asg its object the erection of a memorial
shaft in this city. The only monument lo
Key is the one erected, at a cost of $60,000,
the gift of the millionaire Lick, in San
Francisco’s Golden Park. It seems some-
what strange that a city which prombpily
arected a monument to the soldiers.of the

Betsy Ross.

war of 1812, and another monument to
Wells and McComas, the two youths who
shot Gen. Ross, should be so neglectful of
the memory of Key, who in the same fight
gave to the country its national song.

The flag that floated over Fort McHenry
on that occasion was 29 by 32 feet. It had
fifteen stars and fifteen stripes, and it was
made by Mrs. Mary Pickersgill, who worked
upon it night after night in order to get it
ready and make it strong enough to resist
British bullets.  The flag is still in exist-
ence, and the pleture which accompadnies
this article is from a photograph taken of
it when it was exhibited during Baltimore's
sesqui-centennial several years ago. One of
the spirits of that celebration—he has since
died—was Mr. William Carter, an exceed-
ingly energetic but very diminutive local
personage. The spectacle of Mr. Carter, in
an imposing equipage, wrapped in the folds
of this enormous flag, was one of the un-
forgettable delights of that holiday occa-
sion. The flag attracted so much attention
that it is now held by its owners as enor-
mously valuable, and is closely and zeal-
ously guarded.

It was only the other day that the Phila-
delphia schools commemorated the adoption
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The -Flag that Inspired the Poem.
(It has about 400 yards of bunting.)

of the Stars and Stripes as a national em-
blem. A commiitee had been appointed by
Congress, with Gen. Washington at its
head, to design a flag. The design was pre-
pared, and then began a search for some
one to carry it out. A young woman named
Betsy Ross, noted for her skill in needle-
work, made the rufiled bosoms for the shirts
of Gen. Washington. Xe remembered her
skill and asked her if she could make such
a flag. She suzgested that the five-point
stars would be more appropriate than thase
of six points, and Washington adopted the
suggestion. A further change was made in
the arrangement of the stars from the orig-
inal circle to the old idea of a cross. *This
was the flag that was adopted by Congress,
and Mrs. Mary Pickersgill, who forty-seven
years later made the flag in_Baltimore that
inspired Key’'s lines, was the daughter of
Betsy Ross, whose work from the design of
Gen. Washington was adopted by Congress
on the 14th day of June, 1774.

The history of Fort McHenry_since that
time has not been eventful. During the
civil war it was used as a rendezvous and
prison. Many Baltimoreans were incarcer-
ated there at different times. Two men
were executed as Confederate spies, but that
was about all the excitement the place
knew. The fort covers forty acres of
ground, and is equipped with fifteen-inch
and ten-inch guns, eight-inch converted
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A Look Doewn the Harbor Toward Fort McHerry.

America's most famous lyric, this song is
worth quoting for its historical interest. It
is as follows: :

High o'er Patapsco’s tide

Swelled Albion’s naval pride
Advancing on the gale;

As fierce the embodied train

Form’d on the embatti’d plain,
Yet not a cheek was pale. -

Qur yeomen marched their strong array,
Saw the proud Lion’s streamers play,
And thought of HMome and Beauty,
While many maidens’ anxious sighs,
Ang many mothers’ prayers arise,
That each might do his duty.

And now the marshal’'d train

Rushed o’er the embattled plain,
Amid the cannon’s roar;

The hostile fronts rebound, g

And many strewed the ground, N
Ere battle’'s rage was o’er.

Ah! many a gallant soul expired,
Too well with patriot feeling fired, -~
For Freedom, Home., and Beauty. ‘
Yet who for country fighting dies?
Ever _the blest must rise,
For he has done his duty.

Peace to the patriot -dead,
- Entombed in Honor's . N
In glorious contest slain! £

1 invading fle

rifles, and eight and ten inch siege mortars,
with the addition of a plentiful supply of
Gatling guns. The other day, when matters
at Chicago threatened to grow more serious,
the traops were got in readiness.for a West-
ern trip, but tﬁe order to move did not
opéxilte and affairs resumed their usual pla-
cigity.

It is a very pleasant place to visit, and
since the rapid-transit development of the
city has built an electric road to the gates
many. fpeople g0 there daily. ' They find a
beautiful green park, very cool and deli§ht—
ful, and sgldiers who are polite as well as
brave, and who can fight fire as well as
they can other things, as they demon-
strated very clearly the other night, when
flames burst from the Columbian Iron
‘Works, which adjoin the fort, and in which
several of the new cruisers 0f the navy
were buillt. The fire burned the models of
the Detroit and Montgomery and did about
$50,000 worth of damage, but it would have
done more had it not been for the work of
the soldlers. .

Of course the military importance of the
fort, except as a post—a_ living place and
gleeping place—is gone. Neither it nor Fort
Carrpll, further down the river, would be
worth anything in case of war, but its in-
terest seems to increase with the years, and
in all truth {ts big guns peeping over its.
»z:ampa-r_ts,.?io?tk a8 if they could repel any
et., : .

b
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HERE ALL STONE IS BROWN

A OONNEOTICUT TOWN WHOSE
QUARRIES ARE ITS:WEALTH.

Since Revolutionary Days the Peaple
of Portland Have Beén Digging Cut
Material for Rich Men’s Houses, but
Now tihhe Work Is Done in a New
Way—Remains of Prehistortc Mon-
sSters an Interexting Incident of the
Brownstone Industry.

PORTLAND, Conn.,, Aug 11.—This is a
town of 5,000 inhabitants, half way between
New-York and Boston, ard is given over to
brownstone. The scent of brownstone is
in its air, the taste of brownstone is in its
mouth, the. browhnstone itself is imbedded
in its soil. " If a day laborer gets ‘‘fore-
handed ” enough to put up a frame cot-
tige of a story and a half, he has a
foundation of brownsicnée. If you see a di-
vision wall between fields or a retaining
wall against some insignificant lawn on a
side street, it is of brownstone. The flags
of the alleged sidewalks are brownstone,
and they still bear the ¢law and foot prints
of terrible animals that walked the earth
before man was thought of. Every hitch-
ing post, horse block, and doorstep is of
brownstone. If a whistling boy picks up a
stoné to shy at an unruly cow it is sure to
be a bit of brownstone. Portland is sur-
feited on brownstone.

But if it were not for brownstone Portland
would not be. This is the point of outcrop
of the famous Connecticut River triassic red
sandstone, and the town is built by people
1r_1terested in its quarrying, dressing, and
shipment. From this place in Central Con-
necticut the material for multi-millionaires’
houses has beé¢n Shipped all over the coun-

s a——

length away he sees a depression in the |

ground which he decides to investigate. He
walks toward it, and, as he approaches, the
sides uncover to his gaze; but the bottom,
never. It is the bottomless pit. The sides,
so far from belng “ dishing,”” as he antici-
pated, are vertical and of a glooiny shade;
or, still worse, they incline inwardly, so that
the upper edge is a projecting lip over
fathoms of blankness. Kipling’s line fits it:
And a drop into nothing beneath you as straight
as a beggar can spit.

Far down those walls descend, the stone
retaining its even shade except where water
trickles down and brings out the iron oxide,
which stains the surface a deeper tinge,
almost black. You walk nearer and ever
nearer, but the bottom of the pit comes not
in view._ There ensues a shrinking of the
flesh, and you have to assert the superiority
of the mind over the body before you can
lie prone at the edge and look down—down—
down—200 feet, upon a bed of rock upon
which little dots, which are men, work

*with instruments like toothpicks at the task

of their lives. They are on different levels,
some nearer, some deeper. The *‘‘boss,”
distinguished by a straw hat and a white
shirt, stalks among them, directing nearly
every stroke; for although channelers, steam
drills, and a system of blasting are em-
ployed, there is yet much of the work which
must be done by hand. When a great block
is separated from the rock, the men come
around it with levers, which they insert in
the crevices; then they pry and strain to
Push_ tile block further away; and the
wierd, sharp cry with which they stimulate
their muscles and time their effort rises to
the spectator at the surface with the effect
of t;emg thé heartbroken wail of condemned
souls,

The blocks thus loosened look from the
surface to be insignificant in size, but they
will be from 2 to 5 feet thick. And in the
offices of the different companies, where you
may eventually wander, you will be told by
courteous officials that they have loosened
at one blast blocks measuring 130 feet in
length, 20 feet In width, and 11 feet in
thickness. And as to handling such gigantic
sections, they will assure you that the der-
ricks and cranes can swing anything around
which attaching chains can be wound. And
then you witnéss some of the feats of these
machines, and believe there has been no
boasting. .

Splitting the larger blocks is accomplished
by hand, with gads, plugs, and wedges.
The natural cleavage of the stone is of great
assistance, and yet much care must be ex-
ercised. A row of wedges is inserted the
whole length of a side, looking like the
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“ The River’s Lip Is Fledged with Slender Spars of Lading Sehooners.”

try, and it is yet the point of supply for
the entire Eastern market.
$1,250,000 is invested in the quarries, and the
annual production of stone of the first qual-
ity seldom falls below 1,000,000 cubic feet,
while 2,000,000 cubie feet are.sold annually.
Machinery is employed instead of human
labor wherever possible, and the system of
railway tracks, on which locomotive cranes
rush hither and thither, is bewildering; the
case with which the great derricks handle

twenty-ton blocks is startling, and when
one takes into account the surface piles of
stone,
ery, and the immense chasms that yvawn at
one’s feet, going straight down 200 feet,
and at the hottom of which, by peering
over, one may see pigmies of men cutting
out more gigantic blocks and sending them
to the surface in a twinkling by the der-
ricks—all this impresses one as unreal and
fantastic. One suspects one’s self of night-
mare, and the near-at-hand sight of a hu-
man being is a relief.

For the past 235 years these quarries have
been worked continuously. The earliest set-
tlers appreciated the value of the stone,
and it was then quarried for the benefit of
the community. Middletown, just across the
Connecticut River from Portland and the
quarries, was the first place of settlement
here, and the jurisdiction of its officers ex-
tended over the territory now divided among
a- half dozen little towns. They controlied
the quarries in the interests of the town.
From the official records of Middletown the
following excerpt regarding it is taken:

Sept. 4, 1665.—At a towne meeting it was voted
that whosoever shal dig or raise stone at ye
ruckes on the east side of ye river for any with-
out ye towne, the said digger shall be none but
an inhabitant of this towne, and shall be re-
sponsible to ye towne 12 pence per tunn for every
tunn of stones that he or they shall dig for any
person without ye towne, this money to be paid
in wheat or peas to ye townsmen or their assigns
for ye use of ye towne within six months after
ve transportation of sald stones.

From this communistic beginning arose
a company which worked the quarries for
the benefit of the town and of themselves,
and which eventually acquired title to some
of the ground; so that the records of the
yvear 16030 show that six acres in possession
of the Middlesex Quarry Company were sold
by the town to James Stanliff. Nearly a
century later this property passed into the
possession of Shaler & Hall, who already
operated some quarries there. A reference
to their enlarged anerationg is frrr=ad j» thei-
advertisement in The Iederal Advertiser of
Oct. 13, 1788:

The Free Stone Quarry, at Chatham, (known
by the Name of JOHNSON'S QUARRY,) is now
worksd under the Direction of SHALER and
HALL, who will fupply the Stone at the fhort-
eft Notice, and at the loweft Prices, either in the
Ruff or finifhed, and in fuch Dimenfions as may
be required. They will contract to furnifh any
Quantity, for public or private Buildings, Flags,
Gravestones or Monuments, and deliver them at
any Port in North America. Orders directed
(poft paid) to SHALER & HALL, at the Quarry,
Chatham, will have due attention.

October 13, 1788.

This indicates 'the early growth and pros-
perity of the business, by which it passed
from a merely lacal affair, estimated in
peas and wheat, to one which had its busi-
ness connections with ‘‘ every port in North
America.”t It has now become one of the
most important of the many epterprises
fostered in 'this busy little State,

For two miles along the eastern bank of
the Connecticut the outcrop occurs, and for
‘thase two miles the river's lip is edged
pretty evenly with wharves, at which sloops
and schooners lie, taking on the stone. A
majority of ‘the craft used In this stone-
carrying trade are owned in Middletown,
and they ply up and down the river and out
‘to New-York, Philadelphia, Baltimore, and
around eastward to Providence and Ros-
ton. New-York and Philadelphia are the
great markets for brownstone. The vessels
are very busy, and yet they are losing, in
their C;‘)rc,portion to the railroads, of stone
carried. Every year sees greater shipments
made by rail than the year before, but the
water shipments stand on an even keel.

It is & handsome view from the high
ground east of the quarries—the yards filled
with blocks of stone, tons in weight, and
piled one upon another like lumber to sea-
son; then ‘the tapering spars rising above

Something like

the resistless power of the machin-.

teeth of a comb, and a trusty workman
with a sledge taps these in, o?xe after an-
other, in regulqr succession down the en-
tire line. He might be playing the scale on
a gigzmt.lc xylophone, were it not for the
unswerving tone of the stone and metal un-
der the stroke and the fierce grunt with
w%xeh each tap is delivered.
ears ago, when s i
deg‘ricks wrére n such things as steam
?‘:);i;qted uy; iimt incline by oxen.
S went into the pit for the labo

remained there until past service. aIt rx:vaasng
slow and cumbersome process then. Now
the derricks whisk twenty-ton blocks to the
surface in a minute. The day of the ox is
past at the quarries, although he vet lin-
gers on the surrounding farms. °

In the de_epest part of the deepest excava-
tion there is a pool of sullen-looking water,
at which a pumping engine is continually

These ani-

unthought of, the blocks were.

now. This indicates the great change that
has been made from human hands to ma-
chinery, and also shows directly how much
more economically the same amount of
stone can be cut and grepared for market
now than then. It indicates no reduction
In profits, and it is {o be observed that
quarry lands in the vicinity are not for
sale at any offered figure.

On the other hand, there have been but
two clashes between the proprietors and
the men in all these years, and none re-
cently. Ornr both oceasions the trouble arose
over a question of wages. Both times the
proprietors were victorious. Now they
do not recognize the employe except as an
individual. Labor unions are nothing to
them, They employ whom they please
and make their contract directly with the
individual. It results from this that men
who have been several yvears in their em-
ploy and have shown themselves steady and
reliable get a higher wage than new mer
who may be emploved on the same piece of
work. It is a practical proof to the men,
and one which every man can understand,
that they will best serve their own interests
in consulting the interests of the company
under which they work.

The business of quarrying, to an ocutsider,
loolgs hazardous. But the proprietors say
accidents of any kind are extremely rare.
The’ men who climb the ladders up and
down the quarry sides, however, hold that
accldents occur too often, and when one
stands beneath a mass of rock as it swings
up in the claw of the Qerrick, it may well
seem that life is but a fragile thread. One
will see quite a number of maimed men
at wm_‘k about the upper yargs, doing sur-
face work. Ang townspeople who remem-
ber every accident for fifty years, and
when recollection is challenged suddenly
bunch the lot, shake their heads and de-
clare that there is no life so hazardous as
that of the quarryman in the underwork-
ings. If you are unwise enough to give
them encouragement, they will retail a
list of accidents that would fill a volume,
going into details with a gusto that indi~
cates a morbid preference for the repulsive,

Sometimes you will see a proféssorish~
looking gentleman_ wandering through the
yards, looking with peculiar interest at
the huge blocks that are piled about and
scattered up and down everywhere. The
chance is that he will prove to be a geol-
ogist of some rank, for there is hardly a
blace In the country that offers miore of
interest to such men than this. He will be
able‘to tell you that this triassic stone has
a silica base, that Its rich and unchanging
color is due principally to iron oxide, and
that it also contains alumina, manganese,
line, magnesia, soda, potash, and a number
of other elements in yet smaller proportion.
But, with all this, his interest will yet
be chiefly on the surface, and he will hang
over an indentation in the stone that is as
if the stone in a soft state had been struek
with a tree trunk, and exhibit a well-trained
delight. For beyond doubt he is then look-
ing at the footprint of some strange animal
that walked over the surface when it was
but a vielding, muddy mass, and it is a mes-
sage from the centuries of early chaos that
he is regarding and longing to interpret.

These stones will be found all about the
workings. The claws of' birds and the
paws of animals and the trails of reptiles,
all of gigantic size and representing a
fauna which we are happily spared, are as
clearly marked upon them as though the
thing itself had but just passed over. Tha
walk leading to one of the offices is com-
posed of slabs bearing a succession of
footprints that an elephant could not aspire
to. The prints tend toward the office, and
one suspects that the animal is within.
These things bring the early days of the
earth and the close of the nineteenth cent-
ury very close together; the human eyva
sees across the slender division, but the hu-
man mind cannot follow. There is much
that is seen that may not be understood.

Brownstone finds its greatest usefulness
as a building stone; yet, as the anclent
advertisement sets forth, it is in demand

for ‘ flags, gravestones, and monuments,'
It presents some peculiarities as to wear
and tear. In tho city, particulurly on the

old brownstone fronts of houses in Greens
wich Village, it has crumbled and fallen
away through the action of the elements.
This is somewhat owing to a fault in build-
ing that is not countenanced in these later
days; the stone is stood on edge instead
of being placed on its natural bed. Water
enters its pores, freezes, and expands, and
then the stone flakes off. Probably, too,
it was quarried when full of sap—in times
past they were not so particular about
that as now-and thus its lasting quality
impaired. One may go into the old bury-
ing ground of JMiddletown, and see there
brownstone tombstones, set in 1689, which
show the lettering plainly, and are hardly
touched by time on the corners and edges.

When one has seen the quarries and noted
the modern methods of labor there, by
which the number of men employed for a
piece of work is reduced from a hundred
to fifteen, a single machine taking thae
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¢ And 2 Drop Into Nothing Reneath You.”

working. Sometimes the pool is six feet
deep, and there are storles told of men who
have fallen over the brink, struck in the
pool, and escaped without harm. The water
is said to trickle in from the river, which is
twenty-five rods away, and, at its deepest,
150 feet above this depth. But it also seeps
in from the walls furthest from the river.
Little dark windings on the upright stone
mark where it has run for years and is still
running. The pumps must be continually
going to keep it under control.

One would suppose that where such able
hoisting machinery is used, advantage
would be taken of it to raise and lower the
men to and from their work in the quarry;
but, instead of this, they must climb up an
down spidery ladders that spring under
thelr weight alarmingly. Men must often
pause in climbing until the oscillation is
over, before they can go on.

In the wet months the stone gathers water
and is temporarily rendered unfit for quar-
rying. So the quarry season lasts but eight
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“Huge Blocks of Stome Are ’iled and Scatiered Everywhere.”

them and’ studding the river’s edge; beyond
that the clean flow of water, and then the
roofs and spires of delightful Middletown
back of all. It'is a plcture to which noise
adds & charm. The locomotives race to and
fro in ‘the yards, with their cranes grasping
tons of rock at a handful; they scream and
creak, drop their treasure, and go for more,
The rattle of chains through the hoisting
blocks of big derricks tells one that the
earth is giving up more of its hidden worth,
And from deep in some @byss comes the
sing-song chant of the men as they bend
and 'tug at 'the levers, detaching stone from
its bed. The whole 18 a . picture, full of
stern practical purpose.

One comes upon the quarry itself with a
swiftly-growing feeling of awe, unless he is

a person well inured’ to logking down fright-
ful -perpendicul_g_x;* distaneces. - At a 1ittl

—

months each year, beginning in April and
ending in November. During the Winter
the work done is limited to stripping and
general work, preparatory ta the actlve
opergtions that shall come later, ‘This has
necessitated a Summer and a Winter scale
of wages for the employes. The average
day wage of employes at intervals for the
{a%tl fifty years is shown In the following
able:

1844 i iiivienee 0on oS0 TH18T0 oy covannennn ~ 2.50
1830.. ..iveiencnnns. 1OU[1880. . «ivunnececren 1.55
1860...... .. weerrns 1.10)1894. .. seeeenenes 1.85

Through the same yrars the price of
the stone, per cublc foot, at the quarries,
has ranged from 350 cents in 1844 to §1.25 in
1870, and down to 95 cents at the present.
The comparison of these figures will show
that, in proportion to the wages paid, the
stone s0ld at a higher figure In 1844 th
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an | Bessemer steel

place of eighty-five, one may cross the
river on the funny, one-sided ferryboat
Brownstone, and spend an hour delightfully
looking at the records of old inhabitants
who died two hundred or more years ago, as
preserved on thefacesof these same brown-
stone slabs. From fossil footprints to mort-
uary legends, the stone is eloquent of the
events and conditions of life that have
passed away. And to-day more blocks are
being hoisted out of the quarry's depths
to adorn princely dwellings that shall re-
main handsome piles in days yvet to come.

BESSEMER ON BESSEMER STEEL:

Marvelous Quickness in Converting Cast
Iron into Steel.

From The London Daily News.

In The Engineering Review for this month
Sir Henry Bessemer has an article on the
steel industry which bears his name. He
reminds us that a third of a century ago
Sheffield "steel made from the costly bar
iron of Sweden realized from £50 to £60
a ton. Now, by the Bessemer process,
Steel of excellent quality can be made di-
rect from crude pig iron at a cost ridicu-
lously small compared with former prices,
and in quantities which_the old steel work-
ers never dreamed of dealing with at one
operation.

In lieu of the slow and expensive process
of converting wrought-iron bars into crude
or blister steel by ten days’ exposure a2t a
very high temperature to the action of
carbon, cast iron worth only £3 a ton is, .
Sir Henry says, converted into Bessemer
cast steel in thirty minutes, wholly with-
out skilled manipulation or the employ-
ment of fuel; and while still maintaining
its initial heat it can at once be rolled into
railway bars or other required forms.

The article gives a vivid picture of all that
has been brought about by this revolution
in a manufacture in which, up to our own
time, there had been no change since blades
of matchless temper were wrought in the
forges of Damascus and Toledo. Steel is
now adapted to a thousand purposes of
which our ancestors had no conception.

By way of giving some idea of the enors
mous production of Bessemer steel now, Sip
Henry asks us to imagine a wall five feet
in thickness and twenty feet high, like a gi-
gantic armor plate formed into a circle, ang
‘made to surround London. The inclosure
so made would extend to Watford on the
north side, to Croydon on_ the south, to
Woolwich on the east, and to Richmonq
on the west. It would contain an area
of 795 square miles, and this great wall of
L.ondon, weifhing 10,500,000 * tons, woulg
just be equal to one year's production of



