
THE ISMAY j o u r n a l

a s

BEING TOE,HAPPENINGS OF A NIGHT 
iNPKHMOND IN THE SPRING OF 1865

!« 5 s ^ s ^ S ^ P L A Y  B Y
Gl LLETTL*

BYCYRUS TOWNSEND BRADY
ILLUSTRATIONS BY EDGAR BERT  SM ITH

Co py r ig h t  1912 By  Dodd.M eaoanoC ompamv

14
S Y N O P S IS .

M rs. V arn ey , w ife  of a  C o n fed e ra te  
g en era l, h a s  lo s t one  son a n d  a n o th e r  Is 
d y in g  fro m  w ounds. She re lu c ta n tly  g ives 
h e r  c o n sen t fo r W ilfred , th e  y o u n g est, to  
jo in  th e  a rm y  If h is  fa th e r  consen ts. T h e  
fed e ra te  a re  m a k in g  th e ir  la s t  a s s a u lt  In 
an  e ffo rt to  c a p tu re  R ichm ond. E d ith  
V arn ey  secu re s  frp m  P re s id e n t D av is  a  
com m ission  fo r C a p t. Thor.ne. w ho Is Ju s t 
re co v e rin g  from  w ounds, a s  ch ie f o f th e  
te le g ra p h  a t  R ichm ond . C ap t. T h o rn e  
te lls  E d ith  he h a s  been o rd ered  aw ay . 
She d e c la re s  he m u s t no t go an d  te lls  
him  of th e  com m ission  from  th e  p r u 
den t. H e  is s t ra n g e ly  a g ita te d  an d  de
c la re s  he  can n o t a ccep t. T h o rn e  decides 
to  escape  w hile  E d ith  leaves th e  room  to  
g e t th e  com m ission , bu t is p rev en ted  b y  
th e  a r r iv a l  o f C aro lin e  M itfo rd . W ilfre d  a 
sw e e th e a r t. M r A rre te fw d  of th e  C on
fe d e ra te  s e c re t se rv ice , a  re je c ted  s u ito r  
of E d ith ’s, d e tec ts  Jo n as . M rs. V arn ey  3 
b u tle r, c a rry in g  a  n o te  from  a  p riso n e r 
In L ibby  prison  A rre lsfo rd  su sp ec ts  it  
I? In tended  fo r T h o rn e . T he  no te  re a d s : 
“ A tta c k  to n ig h t. P la n  3. U se  T e le 
g ra p h .” A rre lsfo rd  d ec la res  T h o rn e  Is 
L ew is D um on t o f  th e  F e d e ra l s e c re t 
fe rv lce . a n d  th a t  h is  b ro th e r H en ry  Is a  
p riso n e r In L ibby. E d ith  re fu se s  to  be
lieve and  su g g es ts  th a t  T h o rn e  be con 
fro n ted  w ith  th e  p riso n e r  a s  a  te s t. An 
o rd e r com es from  G enera l V arn ey  fo r 
W ilfred  to  re p o r t to  th e  f ro n t a t  once. 
E d ith  Is fo rced  to  c a r ry  ou t h e r  p a r t  In 
th e  te s t o f T horne . T h e  p riso n e r is th r u s t  
in to  th e  room  alone  w ith  T h o rn e  
reco g n izes  h im  a s  h is  e lder b ro th e r . H e n 
ry  D um on t T hey  p u t up  a  fake  n g h t 
an d  H e n ry  acc id en ta lly  k ills  h im self. 
C aro line  goes to  th e  w a r  d e p a rtm e n t te le 
g ra p h  office to  send  a  m essag e  to  W ilfred . 
A rre ls fo rd  su sp ec ts  a  double m ean in g  a n a  
re fu se s  to  le t it  go  th ro u g h . H e an d  
E d ith  se c re te  th em se lv es  to  w a tc h  T h o rn e , 
w hose  a r r iv a l  A rre ls fo rd  expects.

C H A P T E R  X II.

‘I’ve Accepted Your Invitation, You 
8ee.”

Thorne Takes Charge of the Tele
graph Office.

Arrelsford Btared after the depart
ing figures with a  mixture of amuse
ment, contempt and annoyance In his 
glance. So soon as the door had 
closed behind them he turned to Lieu
tenant Foray, who was regarding him 
with ill-concealed aversion.

“Let me have that dispatch,” he 
began in his usual peremptory man
ner.

“You said you had an order, sir,” 
returned Foray stubbornly.

"YeB. yes,” replied the secret serv
ice agent impatiently, throwing an 
order on the table, “there it is, don’t 
waste time.”

But Lieutenant Foray was not sat
isfied, principally because he did not 
wish to be. He scrutinized the order 
carefully, and with great distaBte a t 
Its contents. It was quite evident 
tha t if be could have found a pos
sible pretext for refusing obedience 
he would gladly have done so. His 
sympathies were entirely with Miss 
Mitford.

”1 suppose you are Mr Benton Ar
relsford, all right?” he began delib
erately, fingering the paper.

“Certainly I am,” returned Arrels
ford haughtily.

“We have to be very careful now

adays,” continued Foray Bhortly. “But 
I reckon It’s all right. Here’s the 
telegram."

“Did the girl seem nervous or ex
cited when she handed this in?” 
asked the other, taking the message.

“Do you mean Miss Mitford?” asked 
Foray reprovingly.

“Certainly, who else?”
. “Yes, she did.”

“She was anxious not to have it 
ceen by anybody?”

"Anxious? I should say so. She 
■didn’t  even want me to see i t ”
’ "Umph!” said Arrelsford. “I don’t 
m ind telling you, Mr, Foray, that we 
■are on the  track of a  serious affair 
and I believe she’s mixed up In it.’?.

“But th a t dispatch is to young Var
ney, a ’m ere boy, the general’s son,” 
urged the lieutenant.

“I didn't know he had gone to the 
front. So much the worse. I t’s one 
of the ugliest affairs we have ever 
had. I had them put me on it, and I 
have got It pretty close. We have 
had some checks, but we will end it 
right here in this office Inside of 
th irty  minutes."

There was a slight tap on the door 
a t this Juncture. Arrelsford turned 
to the door, opened it, and found him
self face to face with a soldier, who 
saluted and stood a t attention.

“Well, what is it?”
“The lady’s here, sir,” said the boI- 

dier.
"Whe* *re is she?” asked Arrelsford. 
“W aiting down below a t the front 

entrance.”
"Did she come alone?”
“Yes, sir.”
"Show her up here at once. I sup

pose you have a revolver here,” con
tinued the secret service man, turn
ing to L ieutenant Foray, who had 
listened with much interest.

“Certainly,” answered Foray, “we 
are always armed in the telegraph of
fice.”

From a drawer in the table he drew 
forth a revolver which he laid on the 
top of the table.

“Good,” said Arrelsford, “while I 
want to handle this thing myself, 1 
may call you. Be ready, th a t’s all.” 

"Very well.”
“Obey any orders you may get, and 

send out all dispatches unless I stop 
you.”

“Yes, sir.”
“And if you don't mind, I don’t care 

to have all these m essenger boys com
ing back here. I will order them to 
stop in the hall. If you have any 
m essages for them you can take them 
out there. I don’t  want to have too 
many people in the room.”

“Very good, sir. Will you give the 
order to your orderly when he brings 
up the young lady?”

“Yes.”
Arrelsford stepped to the door, and 

Foray busied himself with the click
ing instrum ents. After a  few min
u tes' conversation with the orderly, 
who had Just returned, Arrelsford 
ushered Edith Varney into the room. 
W ith not even a glance a t the opera
tor in her intense preoccupation, the 
girl spoke directly to Arrelsford.

“I—I’ve accepted your invitation, 
you see.”

“I am greatly obliged to you, Miss 
Varney,” returned Arrelsford with 
deferential courtesy. “As a m atter of 
Justice to me it was—”

“I didn’t come to oblige you,” an
swered Edith haughtily.

She had never liked Mr. Arrelsford. 
His addresses had been most unpleas
ant and unwelcome to her, and now 
she not only hated him but she loath
ed him.

“I came here,” she continued, as 
Arrelsford attem pted to speak, "to 
see th a t no more—” her voice broke 
for a moment, “m urders are commit
ted here—to Batisfy your singular cu
riosity.”

“M urders!” exclaimed Arrelsford, 
flushing deeply.

The girl nodded.
“The Union soldier who escaped 

from prison—” she began.
"Is the man dead?” interrupted Ar

relsford.
“The man is dead.”
“It is a curious thing, Miss Var

ney," continued the other with cut
ting emphasis,, “th a t one Yankee pris
oner more or lesB should make bo 
much difference to you, isn’t  it? They 
are  dying down in Libby by the hun
dreds.”

“At least they are not being killed 
in our houses, in our drawing-rooms, 
before our very eyes?”

She confronted Arrelsford with a 
b itterly  reproachful glance, before 
which his eyes for a  moment fell, and 
he was glad indeed to turn  to another 
orderly who had JuBt entered the 
rpom.

“Have you kept track  of him?” he 
asked in a  low voice.

“H e’s coming down the street to 
the departm ent now, sir."

“W here has he been since he left 
Mrs. V arney's house?”

“He w ent to hlB quarters on Carey 
street. W e got in the next room and 
watched him  through a  transom." 

"W hat was hcl doing?"
"W orking on some papers or docu

m ents.”

"Could you see them ? Did you-’see 
what they were?”

“They looked like CTders frorir the 
w ar ’department, 6ir.“

“H§ is,.coming here with forged or- 
derp. 'I  suppose.” „ ' ]•' -

“I-don’t  doubt it, sir.”
“I surm ise tha t his game Is tq  get 

control of these wires and then send 
out dispatches to the front tha t will 
take away a  battery o r a brigade from 
some vital point, the vital point indi
cated by ‘Plan 3.’ T hat’s where t^ey 
mean to atjack to n ig h t” • 7-

“Looks like it, sir,” agreed the qr- 
derly respectfully. _■*

“ ‘Plan 3,’ th a t’s where they will 
h it us,” mused the secret service 
agent, “is there a guard in the build
ing?”

“Not inside, sir,” answered the or
derly, “there’s a guard in front and 
sentries around the barracks over in 
the square.”

“If 1 shouted they could hear from 
this window, couldn’t they?” asked 
Arrelsford.

“The guard in front could hear ybu, 
sir. But the time is getting s h o rt He 
must be nearly here; you’d better 
look out, sir.”

Edith Varney had heard enough of 
the conversation to understand that 
Thorne was coming. Of course it 
would never do for him to see her 
there.

“W here am I to go?” she asked. 
“Outside here on the balcony," said 

Arrelsford. “There Is no closet in the 
room and it is the only place. I will 
be with you in a moment.”

“But if he should come to the win
dow?”

“We will step in a t the other win
dow. Stay, orderly, see if the win
dow of the commissary general’s of
fice, the next room to the left, is 
open.”

They waited while the orderly went 
out on the balcony and made his in
spection.

“The window of the next room is 
open, sir,” he reported.

"That’s all I want of you. Report 
back to Corporal Matson. Tell him to 
get the body of the prisoner out of 
the Varney house. He knows where 
it’s to go.”

“Very well, sir.”
“Mr. Foray,” continued Arrelsford, 

"whoever comes here you are to keep 
on with your work and don’t give the 
slightest sign of my presence to any 
one on any account. You under
stand?”

“Yes, sir,” said Foray from the tel
egraph table in the center of the 
room.

He had caught something of the 
conversation, but he was too good a 
soldier to ask any questions, besides 
his business was with the telegraph, 
not with Mr. Arrelsford.

"Now, Miss Varney,” said the se
cret service agent, “this way, please.’ 

He opened the middle window. The 
girl stepped through, and he was 
about to follow when he caught sight 
of a .messenger entering the room. 
Leaving the window, he retraced his 
steps.

“Where did you come rrom?” he 
said abruptly to the young man.

"W ar department, sir.”
“Carrying dispatches?”
“Yes, sir.”
“You know me, don’t you?”
ITve seen you a t the office, sir, 

and—”
“I’m here on departm ent business,’’ 

said Arrelsford. “All you have to do 
is to keep quiet about it. W eren't 
you stopped in the hall?”

“Yes, sir, but I had a dispatch from 
the president that had to be deliv
ered to Lieutenant Foray.”

“Well, It Is Just aB well,” said Ar
relsford. “Don’t mention having seen 
me to anybody under any pretext and 
stay here. You might be needed. On 
second thoughts, Foray, let any mes
senger come In."

W ith th a t Mr. Arrelsford stepped 
out onto the balcony through the win
dow, which he closed after him, and 
he and Edith disappeared from view.

“Messenger," said Foray, “step 
down the hall and tell the private 
there that by Mr. Arrelsford’s orders 
messengers are allowed to come up 
as they report.

The room which had been the scene 
of these various colloquies became 
silent save for the continuous click
ing of the telegraph keys, presently 
two messengers came back and took 
their positions as before.

Hard on their heels entered Captain 
Thome. He was *ln uniform, of 
course, a n d ''a  paper was tucked in 
his belt. He walked rapidly down the 
room, acknowledged the salutes of 
the messengers, and stopped before 
the table. His quick scrutiny of the 
room as he advanced had shown him 
th a t there was no one present except 
the meBBengers and Lieutenant Foray. 
Foray glanced up, nodded, finished 
taking the dispatch which was on the 
wires a t the time, wrote it out, put it 
in his envelope, and then rose to his 
feet and saluted.

"Captain Thom e,” he said. 
“Lieutenant Foray,” replied Thorne, 

taking the order from his belt and 
handing it to the operator.

“Order frojn the departm ent?” 
asked Foray.

“I believe bo,” answered Thorne 
briefly. *

Lieutenant Foray opened It and 
read it. .

’ “They want me to cghe a ciphei 
dispatch over to tfaf. president’s 
house,” he said as he finished.

“Yes,” said Thorne, moving to the 
vacant place at the table. He pulled 
the chair back a little, tossed his hat 
on the other table, and otherwise 
made himself a t home.

“I am ordered to stay here until 
you get back,” he began casually, 
shoving the paper aside and stretch
ing his hand toward the key.

“That’s an odd thing, captain,” be
gan Lieutenant Foray dubiously “I 
understood that the president was 
meeting with the cabinet. In fact, 
Lieutenant Allison went over there 
to take some code work a moment 
ago He must have gone home, 1 
reckon ”

“Looks like it,” said Thorne quiet
ly If he iB not a t home you had 
b e l t e r  wait.

"Yes,” said Foray, moving away, 
"I suppose I had better wait for him 
Yon will have to look out for Allison’s 
wire, though, on the other table. He 
was called over to the department.” 

"Oh, Allison!” said Thorne care- 
lessi\ "Be gone long, do you think?” 

’ Well, you know how it is. They 
generally whip around quite a while 
betore they make up their minds what 
they want to do. I don’t suppose they 
will trouble you much. It’s as quiet as 
a church down the river. Good night.” 

“See here, Mr. Foray, wait a mo
ment You had better not walk out 
and leave—no m atter," continued

AMUSING GAME FOR PARLOR

Cross Questions Are Made and Crook
ed Answers Given— One Must 

Not Laugh Nor Smile.

SWIMMING BOOT IS HELPFUL'

Paddle Blade Moves Like Fin W hen  
Leg Is Kicked Out, G iving In

creased Speed and Power.

The players arrange them selves in a

, 0

“Look Out for Yourself, Captain.”

Thorne, as the operator stopped and 
turned back. “It’s none of my busi
ness, still if you want some good ad
vice, that is a dangerous thing to do.” 

“What is it, captain?" asked Foray, 
somewhat surprised.

"Leave a cigar lying around an of
fice like that. Somebody might walk 
In any minute and take it away. I 
can't watch your cigars all day.”

He picked up the cigar, and before 
Foray could prevent It, lighted it and 
began to smoke. Foray laughed.

“Help yourself, captain, and if there 
Is any trouble you will find a revolver 
on the table.”

“I see,” said Thorne, "but what 
makes you think there is going to be 
trouble?"

“Oh, well, there might be."
“Been having a bad dream?” asked 

the captain nonchalantly.
“No, but you never can tell. All 

sorts of things are liable to happen 
in an office like this, and—’’

“T hat’s right,” said Thorne, pulling 
away at his cigar, “you never can tell. 
But Bee here. If you never can tell 
when you are going to have trouble 
you had better take th a t gun along 
With you. I have one of my own."

“Well,” said the operator, "if you 
have one of your own, I might as 
well.”

He took the revolver up and tucked 
it in his belt. “Look out for yourself, 
captain. Goodby. I will be back as 
soon as the president gives me that 
dispatch. That dispatch I have Just 
finished is for the commissary gener
al’s office, but it can wait until the 
morning.”

"All right,” said Thorne, and the 
next moment the operator turned 
away while the clicking of the key 
called Thorne to tho table. It took 
him but a few minutes to write the 
brief message which he addressed and 
turned to the first messenger, “Quar
term aster General.”

“He wasn’t  in his office a  short time 
ago, sir,” said the messenger.

“Very well, find him. He has prob
ably gone home and he has to have 
this message.”

“Very good, sir.”
The key kept up its clicking. In a 

short time another message was writ
ten off. I

“Ready here.” cried Thorne, looking 
at the other messenger. “ThiB Is for 
the secretary of the treasury, marked 
private. Take it to his home.”

“He was down at the cabinet meet
ing a  little while ago, Bir,” Baid the 
second messenger.

“No difference, take it to his house 
and w ait until he comes."

(TO  B E  C O N T IN U E D .)

circle, and the first player commences 
the game by asking his neighbor a , 
question, and receiving a reply. The j 
second player must do likewise, until ; 
every player h.is both asked a question 
and received an answ er The last 
player thpn asks a question of the 
first, who replies with the answ er giv
en him to the question, which he. in 
the first instance, asked the second 
player.

Another, and in most people’s opin
ion much more amusing, way of play
ing the game, is for the players to 
seat themselves opposite to each other 
in two rows, the ladies on oue side | 
and the gentlemen on the other Two 1 
of tho players, a lady and a gentleman. , 
remain standing When the rest o f , 
the players are all comfortably set- , 
tied, the lady walks down the line be
hind the gentleman, and-asks each in 
turn a question. The gentlem an at 
the same time whispering in the ears 
of the ladies opposite ridiculous an
swers to the questions which are be
ing asked, the nature of which he is 
entirely ignorant. Then, starting  at 
the head of the line, the  first gentle
man repeats the question which was 
asked him, and the opposite lady re
plies. The rest of the company are 
naturally highly amused a t the absurd 
combinations, but the gentlem an ask
ing the question, and the lady reply
ing, may neither laugh nor smile. If 
they do, they are obliged to pay for
feits, and retire  from the game.

Strictly speaking, this should not 
be called a boot a t all, but the dc- ice 
fits around the leg in such a mai nor 
as to Justify the name. It was inv. nt- 
ed by an Ohio man and is said to en
able a swimmer to get much greater 
speed with much less effort. A hing
ed blade is fastened to the leg by> 
straps that go around the ‘limb and) 
under the foot. When the leg tsi 
drawn forward through the water the! 
blade lies close against it, but when’ 
the kick back comes the blade stands', 
out straight and acts like a fish’s fin 
to afford resistance to the water.. 
There are stops at top and bottom to 
prevent tho blade from making the. 
complete semi circle on its forward'

%
W o.

CONVENIENT FOR FISH HOOKS

Hat Band Arranged for Carry ing  
Flies and Leaders— Pockets 

Free for Other Things.

This hat band for anglers does 
away with the necessity of carrying 
pockets full of fly hooks. In the cen-

Sw im m ing Boot.

movement Obviously, a devise of 
this kind greatly increases the power 
behind the stroke and enables a swim
mer to make rem arkable headway.

GAME OF IDENTITY PLEASING

One Player Is  Asked Questions Until 
He Recognizes Character He 

Then Represents.

Hat Band Fly Book.

tral pocket of the band is an oiled 
silk bag and pad for leaders, and the 
flies are carried on either side.

There are two ways of playing the 
game The first method is to send 
one player out of the room. The oth
ers then decide upon a well-known 
character in history or fiction whom 
the absent one- is to represent. He la 
then recalled and each of the others, 
in turn, asks him a question about 
himself until he recognizes the charac
ter that has been thrust upon him. On 
his return the player may be assailed 
with such questions as: "Did you like
life on an island?” "You must havo 
grown tired of keeping your arms 
crossed on your cheBt for so manj pic
tures, didn’t you?” “How man;, of 
your brothers were kings?” “Is your 
present residence in Paris to your lik
ing?” It would probably require no 
more questioning to indicate that Na
poleon was the character chosen.

The other form of the game allows 
the person who goes out to decide 
upon a character to represent and 
then act It out for the others to guess. 
Sometimes the company is divided 
into two groups and each side in turn 
acts out an event in the career of the 
character chosen.

R ID D L E S .

W hat & the best word of command 
to give a lady who is crossing a mud- 
ty road?

Dress up in front, close (clothes) 
4P behind.

*  * . *
Why is a postman in danger cf los

ing his way?
Because he is guided by the direc

tion of strangers.
• • •

W hat fruit 1b like a statue?
Fig (ef-fl-gy).

•  •  •

Why should Denmark be an oml- 
kently religious country?

Because it has had so many Chris
tians kings.

• •  •
W hat would Neptune say if the sea 

were dried up?
I haven’t a notion (an ocean).

PRICE OF ELECTRIC MOTORS

Ingeniously Devised Board Used In 
Toy Department for Demon

strating New Apparatus.

In the electrical toy department of 
a large departm ent store Is this In
geniously devised board for demon
strating  electric motors In front of 
each motor Is a small, low voltap-, 
ineandesrent lamp about one inch in 
diam eter with the price of the motor 
painted upon the glass. A transform
er Is used and the lights are kept

• • *

Pa Know s W hy.
“Pa, why is it that dentists call 

their offices dental parlors?” “Because 
they are drawing rooms, my Bon.”

BOUND TO LOVE EACH OTHER

'Probably Third W om an W as Right* 
• bpt the Other Tw o Must Have 

Felt Somewhat Uncomfortable.

There was a  great crowd a t the pic- 
ure exhibition, and empty seats were 
it a  premium, when two pretty-women 
ipied and made for a place a t the 
,elf-same moment- They reached the 
irlze together,^ both pretending Ig- 
lorance of tljeV other, - and/ 7 flopping 
hemselves down, succeeded In squeez

ing breathlessly - and m iserably In. 
There they sa t then, each Scowling 
and staring  a t the rudeness of her re
spective neTghbor, each wriggling and( 
squirm ing as muchr as possible in -o r
der to  crowd that neighbor ’ ■ still 
further.’ ' F inally the situation 'became 
acute, and one ’ of the; women- Spoke 
with flue" sarcasm : "I beg your, par? 
don, bu t do you need the whole 
seat?” .

“I beg yours,” .the answ er .came, 
‘but’ I .n e v e r  talk  to" strangers.'

JuBt then  a ,th ird  p re tty  'woman

passed, stopped and addressed the 
two at once: “Why, to think of find
ing you two here together! And I 
have always wanted to introduce you, 
hecattse I Just know you will ju s t love 
each other. Mabel, this is Maud, and 
Maud, this is my dear-old Mabel. You 
are bound to love each < other, because 
you are so exactly alike in disposi
tion!” *

Lots There to Capture.
During the civil w ar’ there-w as an 

Irishman of the Thirty-sixth, Indiana,

who, while on the skirmish line a t 
Dallas, Baw a  good chance to capture 
a confederate. He availed himBelf of 
the opportunity, captured his man, 
and was passing to the rea r with hln 
prisoner, when one of his comrades 
called .odt to  him: “Pat, let me havo 
that man. I will take him over to 
General* Gross, our brigade comman
der.”- “Niver mind, me boy,” replied 
F a t  >aT -le f t’a , million back oyer the 
hill there. Go yourself and fetch one 
of the  lads over and take him to Gen

W hat belongs to yourself, but is 
fised by your friends more than by 
yourself?

Your name.
# * •

W here can happiness always be 
*ound?

In the dictionary.
* • •

My first is equality, my second -is 
Inferiority, my whole Is superiority?

Matchless.
• • •

Why does the butcher's knife al
ways keep the books?

Because the business is a  Joint af
fair.

• • •
Why are pawnbrokers like pioneers 

of progress?
Because they are always ready to 

make an advance.
• • •

Why Is a ship like a  woman?
Because she is often tender to a 

man-of-war, sometimes attached  to a 
great buoy, and frequently m aking up 
to a pier (peer).

Practicable Counter Display.

burning all the time, says the Popular 
Electricity.. Push buttons enable the 
salesman to run any motor and light 
its lamp.

eral Gross.'• V*

Enjoying the Service.
Eight-year-old Donald was usually 

restless in. church, so his' m other was 
doubly gratified one Sunday m orning 
to see him sitting with clasped hands 
and bowed head throughout a lengthy 
prayer.

.When, later* she expressed appre
ciation of his attentive m anner the 
boy’s - face softened with a pleasant 
memory. “That fly,” he chuckled, 
’ walked in and out of my hands ex
actly 270 tim es.”—H arper’s Magazine.

Five Senses.
A teacher was trying to have his pu

pils form some conception of the five 
senses, but one little chap failed to 
grasp any idea of the lecture, says 
the Youngstown Telegram.

“You know I am here, don’t you, 
Johnnie?"

Johnnie nodded assen t 
"Well, how do you know?”
“I can see you.”
"Exactly; there you- have the first 

'of the senses, ‘seeing.’ Now, if you 
should close you eyes would you still 
know I am here?”

“Yes, sir.”
. “And how would you know?” 

“W ith his face beaming with in
telligence, Johnnie quickly re. 
spouded: ^

“I know, teacher; I can smell, too.”

Seasoned Youth.
“Don’t go near tha t old fellow In 

the pasture, sonhy,?’; the farm er warn
ed the fresh-air child. “H e’s terribly 
tierce.”

“1 tried him out a’ready," the lad 
replied. “He ain’t  as fierce as an au
tomobile in the city. Got any. bears 
or lions round here!'
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