
I* been kickin' £.11 this season, 
Thinkin' summer’d never come 

An’ a wonderin' what's the reason 
That we couldn’t capture some ; 

Of this geu-wine hot weather. ;Li 1 

Like the other towns has got— J 
Had begun a-doubtin' whethet .’ -7 
It ’ud ever turn off hot! j 
'Tain’t been cold enough fer freezln'— 

Only sort o' chilly, nights; 
An’ I must confess. It’s pleasin' t: 

To escape muskeeter bites! j 
But It ain’t done like It oughter— * 1 

It may be ail right for women, -V-fN 
But It ain’t het up the water 

So a man can go a-swimmln'f 
_ 

So I’ve kicked—till t’other mornM*, 
When out como .that old June sun— 

Never give a bit o’ warnin’. 
Jest turned In an’ shone like fun. 

Yesterday I durn near died— 
Hottest day I kin remember; 

Man’s a fool to kick—why. I’d 
Give ten cents if t’wur December! > 

—Teddy in Cleveland Leader. 

(Copyright. 1905, by Daily Story Pub. Co.) 

There he goes again! Darton 
clutched my arm in a frenzy of agon- 
ized interest, and pointed to the house 

opposite. 
Charles Darton was convalescing 

from an attack of fever which I, his 
roommate, had been unable to nurse 

him through. The day after we had 
moved into the apartment my firm had 
suddenly decided to send me to “Fris- 

co,” forcing me to a hurried depart- 
ure that very day. That night Char- 
ley was taken down, although I heard 
nothing of his illness until nearly a 

week later on arriving at “the coast.” 
Much as I longed to be with him, 

my business detained me in “Frisco” 
two weeks, while the return trip con- 

sumed another. So that by the time I 
reached his bedside, after an absence 
of four weeks, the fever had spent 
itself. 

I had noticed on my arrival Darton’s 
extreme nervousness but attributed it 
to the ravages of his malady. To his 
occasional furtive glances out of the 
window, I attached the same reason. 

It was the afternoon of the day 
following my arrival, as we sat to- 
gether by the window of our little 
sitting room. Darton silently staring 
into space, absent-mindedly drumming 
on the pane, a puzzled look on his 
face. 

“What’s troubling you, old man?” 
I asked, thinking to distract his at- 
tention from unpleasant thoughts. 

“I don’t exactly know, Rex. But let 
me tell you, and maybe you can solve 
the mystery.” 

“Fire away!” I laughingly cried. 
“You notice that little window 

across the street, the one with the 
green bottle on its edge?” 

“Yes, go on!” 
"Well, that window is in the room 

where I’ve seen the most unaccount- 
able things take place.' Every night 
promptly at twelve, they begin—or 
rather he begins; she is unconscious.” 

“He—she—what on earth are you 
rambling about, Charlie?” 

“I’m talking about the man across 

the street who hangs his wife on the 
wall every right.” 

Darton was becoming excited and I 
began to think he had not recovered 
from his delirium. 

“There, there, old chap,” I began in 
a soothing tone. 

“Now, Rex. don’t start that line of 
talk!” he interrupted. “I’m not off 
my head any more than you are. That 
is what the nurse and doctor did when 
I told them about the place, but I 
thought that you, my friend, would 
know better.” 

I saw that I must humor him. 
“I don’t doubt your word, Charlie,” 

I said. “Go on with your story.” 
Somewhat mollified, he continued: 

"It was on the first day after I was 

able to sit up that I first noticed any- 
thing wrong in the room opposite. 
Being restless and tired of the bed 
I slipped on my bathrobe and sat by 
the window. It was shortly after mid- 
night, for I remember hearing the 
clock strike twelve. A carriage sud- 
denly drew up at the house. I watch- 
ed more out of idle curiosity than any- 
thing else. A man alighted first, then 
the driver, getting down off his box, 
helped him to lift something out of 
the carriage. This, to my horror, 
proved to be the body of a woman,” 

"Dead?” I asked. 
"So I thought at first, but wait until 

I conclude my story. The man, after 
some instructions to the driver, pick- 
ed up the woman’s body and carried 
it into the house. In a moment a 

light appeared in the room and I saw 

the man standing in its glare. He was 

a big brute, over six feet, with a fierce 
black mustache and as villianous a 

face as I ever beheld. 
“What did he do with the woman?” 
"He left the room and returned with 

her In his arms. Then he placed her 
In a chair, ard taking something from 

f/r 
Pointed to the house opposite. 

his pocket, rolled up her sleeve and 
applied it to her arm. It must have 
been a restorative, for after a mo- 

ment she t'lgan to move. 

"But, my dear fellow,” I cried, 
"there is nothing so terrible in all 
this you have told me." 

“Wait! After he had sat around 
awhile, smoking a pipe and blowing 
the smoke in her face, he picked her 

up and—would you believe it—hung 

her on a peg In the wall,, where he 
left her until morning! That was a 
week ago. Every night since, this 
thing has been repeated. Something 
must be done. It is getting on my 
Derves.” 

“What do you think’s the matter 
with the poor woman?” 

“My conclusion is that he Is a hyp- 
notist and she is the subject.” 

Charlie had scarcely spoken these 
words when, happening to glance out 
of the window, he started up and 
pointed to the house opposite. Follow- 
ing his terrified gaze, I beheld the 
hypnotic gentleman in his shirt 
sleeves, carrying the form of a beauti- 
ful woman. He seated her in a chair 
by the window, and, standing be- 
tween the poor creature and the win- 
dow, completely hiding her from our 

inquisitive gaze, bent over her. For 
a few moments he worked away as 

if sawing something, although we 
could not see what he was up to. 

Then he stepped aside, while Char- 
lie and I shrank back, sick with hor- 

* 

I rushed toward it, but the man was 

quicker. 
ror—the woman’s headless trunk lay 
back in the chair. 

“Quick, Rex! The police!” Charlie 
shrieked in an agony of fear. 

Hatless, I dashed to the street— 
almost upsetting a policeman in my 
mad flight 

“Officer!” I cried, “A terrible mur- 

der has Just been committed in that 
house across the street. Come with 
me.” And followed by the policeman 
I ran up the stoop and violently rang 
the bell. 

We swept the astonished maid from 
our path, and dashed up the stairs, 
the policeman with drawn revolver 
and I with his night stick. 

On the second landing I paused ant 
pointing to a door, cried: “That is the 
room.” 

The officer knocked. 
“What do you want?” came a gruff 

voice from within. 
“Open the door!” 
“Go to the devil! I’m busy.” 
Crash, with the united force of our 

bodies and the door gave way. 
There stood the supposed hypnotist 

in his shirt sleeves, while still in the 
chair, but covered with a sheet, was 
the body. I rushed toward it, but 
the man was quicker. A sharp blow 
from his fist stunned me. The police- 
man felled him with the butt of his 
revolver. Collecting my scattered 
senses I rushed to the chair, and, pull- 
ing off the sheet, beheld—a wfax fig- 
ure! 

The man, recovering from the 
policeman’s blow, sat up. 

“Well, you blamed busybody, I hope 
you’re satisfied!” he bellowed, as he 
glared at me. 

“What does all this mean?" the per- 
plexed officer asked.- 

“Mean.” the professor asked. "It 
means that I was at work repairing 
my doll when you # 

burst in my door 
and floored me. I think I may ask 
you in turn, what you mean by this 
conduct?” 

The policeman was visibly em- 
barrased. Finally, he stamered: “If 
you wish to lodge a complaint just 
give me your name. We thought it 
was murder.” 

The professor, seeing the joke, re- 
covered his good spirits. 

“Not murder, gentlemen, but sur- 

gery—mechanical surgery. My card!” 
I grasped the cardboard and read: 

PROF. VOICER, VENTRILOQUIST, 
Assisted by 

His Mechanical Doll. 
“But why do you hang her on the 

wall at night?” my curiosity prompted 
me to ask. 

“To keep the rats from gnawing the 
wax!” he said, and that ali there was 
to it. • 

Longest Bridge Span. 
The longest span of any bridge yet 

erected will be placed in the canti- 
lever bridge now under construction 
across the St. Lawrence river at Que- 
bee. This bridge is being constructed 

i with two approach spans of 210 feet 
^ach, two shore arms 500 feet in 
length, and a great central spaa of 
1,800 fe'et, which is the longest yet 
built by 90 fer‘ 

v i. 

FIRST BOOK OF ARITHMETIC. 

Supposed to Have Been by Isaac 
Greenwood of Harvard. 

In a recent article referring to the 
death of Col. Nicolas Pike it was stat- 
ed that “among the curiosities he 
leaves is a three-sheet autograph let- 
ter from Washington to his uncle, 
Nicolas Pike, commending him as the 
author of the first arithmetic pub- 
lished in the United States,” says the 
Philadelphia Record. 

But the author (Pike) and George 
Washington the contrary notwith- 
standing, Pike’s book was not the first 
arithmetic published in this country, 
writes Artemus Martin of the United 
States survey. Pike’s arithmetic was 

published at Newburyport, Mass., In 
1788. 

Hodder’s arithmetic was reprinted 
at Boston, Mass., 1719; but that book 
was not by an American author. 

An arithmetic was published at Bos- 
ton, Mass., 1729, anonymously, but 
supposed to be by, and is accredited 
to, Isaac Greenwood, a Harvard profes- 
sor, which is believed to be the first 
arithmetic by an American author 
published in the United States. It 
antedates Pike fifty-nine years. 

Several arithmetics by foreign au- 
thors were reprinted here before the 
appearance of Pike’s scholarly work. 

“The Youths’ Assistant,” by Ales 
ander McDonald, was published at 
Norwich, Conn., in 1785, three years 
before Pike’s book. 

“Elementary Principles of Arithme- 
tic,” by Thomas Sarjeant, was pub- 
lished at Philadelphia in 1788, the 
same year as Pike’s book. 

ODD PLAN OF ENGINEERS. 

Bridge That Has Neither Footpath 
Nor Roadway. 

An odd bridge has recently been 
completed across the River Mersey, 
connecting the towns of Widnes and 
Runcorn. 

Its peculiarity lies in the fact that 
the bridge possesses neither footpath 
nor roadway for vehicular traffic. In- 
stead the bridge is provided with a 
car accommodating four wagons and 
300 passengers at one time, and this 
car makes trips across the river as 
often as the traffic requires. 

From steel towers 160 feet in height 
stretches a track held up on the sus- 

pension principle, and the car makes 
the passage some eighty feet above 
the surface of the river. 

This peculiar form is used to over- 
come the necessity for building 
lengthy approaches on either side of 
the river in order that the shipping 
may not be obstructed, and the pas- 
sengers are taken on at the water’s 
edge, the car being lowered to a land- 
ing station. 

A bridge adjoining requires a 

trip a quarter of a mile inland in or- 

der that the grade of the incline may 
not be too heavy, and this newer 

bridge is designed to avoid that delay. 

The Secret Chamber. 
Into the secret chamber of my heart 

Wherein no mortal enters. Lord, come 
Thou, 

And make Thy dwelling place ero day 
depart. 

The glory fades on yonder mountain 
crest. 

The long, slant shadows creep across 
the way; 

Even now the clouds are golden In the 
west; 

It will be nightfall soon; for, faint and 
far. 

The pallid moon, a silver crescent, 
hangs 

Above the low reach of the horizon bar. 

The night Is lonely and beset with fears! 
Corre Thou. O Lord, coma in and 

dwell with me 

Through the long darkness till the dawn 
appears! 

0 Thou who didst create the human 
heart. 

Didst Thou not make one sure place? 
It is high sanctuary where Thou art! 

Thou knowest. ah, Thou knowest! Words 
are weak; 

When the tongue falters and the lips 
are dumb. 

Thou knowest all the yearning heart 
would speak. 

1 wait Thy presence, O Thou Guest di- 
vine! 

Take then possession, O Thou Guest di- 
vine! 

—Julia C. R. Dorr. 

Floating Mines a Danger. 
“Floating mines from Port Arthur 

continue a menace to navigation,” 
says the Pekin Times. “The Hsinch, 
from Tientsin, reports sighting one 
of these drifting dangers. The en- 

gines were stopped and for upward 
of an hour the captain and officers en- 

deavored to explode it by means of 
rifle shots. The firing proving inef- 
fectual, a boat was lowered in charge 
of Mr. Miller, the chief officer, who 
placed the mine in tow, but after tow- 
ing for two hours It exploded with a 
terrific report. Capt. Pratt of the 
steamer Yushun reports a floating 
mine which was exploded at 100 yards 
range. This is thought a safe dis- 
tance. The only thing to be careful 
of is to have sufficient overhead cov- 

ering as a protection against falling 
fragments. The steamer Kungping 
reports sighting a large spiked mine 
twenty-three miles from Howski is- 
land. Rifle shots were fired at it and 
the mine exploded, several fragments 
of it falling upon the deck of the 
vessel.” 

Definite Directions. 
Where time is not money, ide7 3 of 

distance are always uncertain and 
frequently confusing. 

“About how far is it to Gourdnlle?” 
asked a stranger of a North Carolinian, 
who sat on the veranda, holding up 
the front side of the house. 

“Two hoots and a look, reck’n,” 
was the laconic reply. 

“Well, how far is that?” queried the 
stranger, impatiently. 

“Twicet as fur as yo’ kin ho*er an’ 
as fur as yu’ kin see beyond thet.” 

“But I’m consumptive, and can’t 
‘holler’ at all,” urged the traveler. 
“How am I to tell anything from such 
a direction as that?” 

“Better look twicet an’ not holler at 
all,” was the answer. “Gourdville 
ain’t wuth hollerin’ about nohow.”— 
Golden Days. 

Exploring the Atmosphere. 
For the purpose of scientifically ex- 

ploring the atmosphere, Comte de Cas- 
tillon de Saint-Victor made an ascent 
on June 7 in his balloon Centaure. 
taking wltn him M. Joseph Jaubert 
director of the municipal observato 
riea of Paris, and Dr. Jolly. Othei 
aerostatic ascents were made on the 
same day from Berlin, Strasburg, Bar 
man, Munch, Vienna, Zurich, Rome 
and Trappes. 

• 

Jones at Eighteen. 
Henry Arthur Jones is one of the 

playwrights of England who could re- 

tire to-morrow, if he liked, not alone 
with a fortune, but with the satisfac- 
tion of knowing that he is honored on 
both sides of the Atlantic as the au- 
thor of such plays as “The Dancing 
Girl,” “Mrs. Dane’s Defense,” and 
“The Liars.” Jones’ father was a 
farmer. The boy didn’t take kindly to 
farming, and at 13, after he had fin- 
ished at a grammar school, the elder 
Jones got him a job in a commercial 
establishment. Later he became a 

“bag-man,” as commercial travelers 
are termed in England—and so good 
a one that at 21 he was able to marry 
and settle down, very much envied in- 
deed by some of his friends who had 
not done as well financially as he. To 
their great surprise, and, presumably, 
to the dismay of his own family, he 
gave up business and launched into 
play writing before he was 30. 

It was no surprise to his intimates, 
though, for he had begun to try his 
hand at it when only 18. At about that 
time, too, he laboriously ground out 
the copy for a three volume novel, 
which, like all his earlier dramatic 
efforts, was returned to him with 
thanks. His first accepted play was 

a one-act production entitled “Only 
’Round the Corner.” It was success- 
ful in England, but probably has 
never been seen in America. His firat 
big success, produced away back in 
1882, was “The Silver King,” which 
met with as complete a measure of 
popular favor on this side of the water 
as on the other. 

Fame Forced Upon These Actors. 
“Ever hear,” inquired the man 

whose memory runs back twenty-nine 
years, “how McIntyre & Heath be- 
came famous? They were partners 
so long ago that it’s a shame to guess 
how old they are, but somehow they 
didn’t get on. It was rocky enough 
in those days. Even the best of the 
profession frequently carried their 
wardrobe in champagne baskets. 
Mind how variety actors used to be- 
speak the baskets, even before they 
were sold out? 

“Well. Mack and his partner were 

doing the best they could, and even 

then realized the advantage of a front. 
.Mack invested $8 in a silk hat. and 

William Gillette will make a pro 
fessional appearance in Paris before 
returning to this country, the vehicle 
probably being his new play, “Clar 
ice.” 

London critics expect that Sir Ed» 
ward Elgar, during his sojourn In this 
country, will gather impressions of 
this strenuous country which he will 
express In terms of music. 

Forbes Robertson will be unable to 
fill his American tour planned for the 
coming autumn, as he is under con- 

tract to open the Scala theater in Lon- 
don, which is to be operated by an 

influential syndicate. 
Charles Dillingham will have twelve 

important theatrical attractions next 
season. One of the first of these to 
take “the road” will be Frank Daniels 
in “Sergt. Brue.” This company will 

open in Cleveland Sept. 4. 
Corinne will be leading lady with 

the Rogers brothers in their vaude- 
ville wanderings in Ireland provided 
by John J. McNally. She succeeds 
Josephine Cohan as associate fun 
maker of the comedians. 

It is announced that one of the 
features of Mme. Bernhardt’s fare- 
well visit to the United States next 
fall will be her appearance in her 
own play, “Adrienne Lecouvreur,” 
which she is to present in London 
next month. 

Colin McComas, who has one of the 
important roles in “The Pearl and the 

Pumpkin,” is the daughter of Judge 
McComas of San Francisco. Miss Mc- 
Comas is a beautiful young girl who 
in a short space of time has made 
great advances in the dramatic profes- 
sion. 

George Richards of “The Pearl and 
the Pumpkin” has already won a suc- 

cess in a Vermont character as Mink 
Jones, the village drunkard in “A 
Temperance Town.” Charles H. Hoyt 
received his inspiration for that play 
from an episode that especially con- 

cerned the boys of Dartmouth college. 
Fully 400 theatrical companies are 

organized and will be sent out at the 
beginning of the coming season. Many 
of these companies open their tours in 
August, and that means that the pre- 
liminary work is now already under 
way, and that in a month from now 

things will be seething in theatrical 
circles. 

Prof. Geo. C. Marshall, the well- 

VINCENT SERRANO. 

Young Actor Who Will Be Remembered for His Good Work in “Arizona." 

Heath, being mad at such depletion of 
their joint stake, bought an expensive 
silk handkerchief. He says now it 
cost him $7.50, but my own opinion is 
that he is talking in 1905, and think- 
ing in 1876. 

“Anyhow, Mack thought a good deal 
of his dicer, and always wore it on 

the stage. Once in the middle of the 
act he discovered some dust on it, and 
asked the loan of Heath’s handker- 
chief. 

“Tom handed it over, but as he did 

so shouted, ‘Be careful of that hand- 
kerchief, man, it cost $7.50.’ 

“This short sentence was a tre- 
mendous hit, and they have been 

using it in one form or another ever 

since. They regard it as the turning 
point in their career.” 

In the Good Old Days. 
In the old days, when egg stories 

were all the joy of greenroom conver- 

sation, Comedian John E. Henshaw 
heard this one, which he is now re- 

telling: 
“I met one of the real old-time 

tragedians,” says Henshaw, “who 

looned like he might have stepped 
from the pages of a comic weeaiy. He 

was telling of what a hard time he 

was having, and reiterated the state- 
ment that Shakespeare spells failure. 

‘Why, sir/ said he, ‘in, one town I no- 

ticed a little fellow on several occa- 

sions carrying a.imge basket of eggs. 
I saw him so often and always with 

such larg« quantities of eggs that I 

finally asked him why he had so many 

eggs and what he was going to do 
with them. “I am collecting them for 

Easter,” he said. _“And what show,” 
I asked him, “plays here on Eas- 

ter?. 

Stage Gossip. 
George Ade’s new play, “The Bn<I 

Samaritan,” will have Richard Golden 
in. ita orincinal role- 

known theatrical instructor, was for- 
merly a vaudeville and minstrel star. 
He numbers among his pupils Ray- 
mond Hitchcock, Flora Zabelle, Rose 
Botti, Diamond Donner, Maude Dunn, 
McLain sisters, Nellie Lynch, Maud 
Campbell, Alice Dovey, Lillian Burk- 
hart and many prominent profession- 
als. 

Will A. McConnell writes from 
London that Mrs. Patrick Campbell 
and H. B. Irving, Sir Henry’s son, 
have formed a tneatrical alliance and 
will tour England as costars in a rep- 
ertoire whose leading feature will be 
Maeterlinck’s “Pelleas and Meli- 
sande.” This arrangement will prob- 
aoly cancel Mrs. Campbell’s proposed 
tour of America next season. 

One of the largest orchestras—if 
not the largest—in Europe is that of 
the Kursaal in Ostend; it consists of 
125 musicians. It plays daily in a hall 
seating some five or six thousand per- 
sons—hence its mammoth dimensions. 
It recently gave some concerts in 
London, but they were not well at- 
tended, there being too many other 
attractions in midst of the season. 

Lucille Yorke has been engaged by 
John Cort for an important part in 
“Ann La Mont,” a new problem play 
by Paul Armstrong, author of “The 
Heir to the Hoorah.” Excepting 
Robert McWade, Miss Yorke is the 
only member of the company who 
played in Mr. Armstrong’s latest play 
when it was given a trial performance 
in Washington some months ago. 

The Messrs. Shubert have decided 
to use an entirely American chorus in 
the production of “Fantana,” to be 
seen Sept. 4 at the Waldorf theater, 
London. The principals in this com- 

pany will be English. The organiza- 
tion now in New York at the Lyric 
theater will open at the Boston thea- 
ter on the same night that the Eng- 
lish nroduction is seen in London. 

The Flag. 
Just a stick and a rag make the con- 

quering flag 
Of a nation In travail born. 

And kings from their thrones shall the 
downtrodden drag. 

As he rock from its base is torn. 

Though the rally be slow and men’s 
miens little show 

The emotions that glow beneath. 
All too quickly the rivers through car- 

nage shall flow. 
In tyrants the sword shall sheath! 

From the whispering breeze, ’midst the 
sentinel trees, 

First, uahonored, that flag may shrink. 
While on suppliant knees the unhoused 

refugees 
At the fountain of freedom drink. 

Then, the banner unfurled, mad defiance 
is hurled 

At the vulture hand, virtue blind, 
And the worms of the world shall have 

turned and uncurled 
And struck, as the Lord designed. 

Through the storm and the fight, through 
the darknesB and light. 

Shall the flag, like an eagle fleet. 
Full spread to the wind of the cannon 

ball's flight— 
A guide and a winding sheet. 

The oppressors are vanquished, their 
myrmidons fled, 

Like the leaves of the autumn strewn. 
And that flag floats in glory where pa- 

triots bled. 
-Now all-honored and all their own. 

And the widows and orphans shall weep 
not In vain 

When Its battle-scarred folds are still. 
For their anguish has blossomed In lib- 

erty’s reign 
And free bloom the vale and the hilL 

—John Irving Fearce, Jr. 

How Logan Saved the Day. 
Illinois has had many Illustrious 

sons who in the hour of danger have 
done ter honor. Conspicuous among 
them is John Alexander Logan. Where 
now stands the flourishing city of 
Murphysboro, in a comfortable farm- 
house, John A. Logan was born Feb- 

ruary 9, 1826. 
His father, a prosperous physician, 

gave him a liberal education with a 

private tutor, and a course at Shiloh 
College and the Louisville Law 
School. 

John was a natural leader and al- 
ways had a crowd of admiring satel- 
lites ready to follow him in his daring 
adventures, and whether it was work, 
play or study that engaged him, he en- 

tered into it with all the energy of his 
Impetuous nature, writes Austin Cook. 

His experience in the Mexican war, 
which he entered when 18, coming out 
a lieutenant, furnished his entire mili- 
tary education, prior of the rebellion. 

In 1860, when our country was shak- 
en to its very foundations by impend- 
ing war. Logan held his seat in Con- 
gress by the almost unanimous vote 
of the Democrats of a southern Illi- 
nois district. 

As time went on he saw that he 
must either give up his party or his 
country, and he proclaimed himself 
for the Union. 

When the troops were marching out 
of Washington to meet the enemy in 
the eventful July of 1861, Logan left 
his seat in the House, seized a musket 
and, without taking time to change 
his silk hat, took his place in the ranks 
and fought as a common soldier during 
the terrible battle of Bull Run. 

He then returned to Washington, re- 

signed his position and hastened home 
to raise troops. 

It was an easy thing to return to his 

political constituency, who were all 

bitterly Incensed against him, feeling 
that he had betrayed and deserted 
them, but in doing what he knew was 

right he never faltered. 
The people had worked themselves 

into a perfect fury of indignation. 
Those whom he had considered his 
best friends turned from him without 
speaking, and even his relations re- 

pulsed and upbraided him. Many of 
the men, made furious by drink, swore 

vengeance upon the man who, a short 
time before, had beep their idol. 

Logan’s danger was imminent. It 
was one of the crucial moments of his 
life. He stood calmly before them 
without a shadow of fear and urged 
that they would at least hear him 
speak. 

Mounting an old wagon, he poured 
forth a stream of eloquence. 

He pictured their present prosperous 
condition, and what it would be if 
their homes were made the scene of 
bloody battles. Gradually their faces 

softened, the hands upon their revolv- 
ers relaxed, and before he had finished 

speaking they were ready to follow 
the call of their intrepid leader. His 
personal influence had won the day 
and southern Illinois was saved to the 
Union. 

Soldiers Struck by Lightning. 
“I wonder," said the Major, "if any 

of the Seventy-sixth Ohio men living 
in Chicago can tell what became of 
the boys of company B struck by 
lightning at or near Young's Point, 
La., In February. 1S63. The story was 

told me thirty or more years ago, and 
I have forgotten the details. I remem- 

ber, however, that a member of com- 

pany B said that on the night of Feb. 

14, 1863, the tent of the non-commis- 
sioned officers was struck by light- 
ning. 

“Two of the men in the tent were 

killed by the bolt and four others 
were disabled. The lightning, in fact, 
caused as much commotion in camp as 

an attack by the enemy, and there 
were all sorts of rumors as to the 

( 

sensations of those who recovered 
from the shock. The question of in- 
terest row is, were any of those struck 
by lightning permanently disabled, 
and, if so, did they have as many ( 

queer experiences as men disabled 

by wounds? The records show that j 
a good many soldiers were injured by , 

lightning during the war. What be- 
came of them? 

“Twenty years ago a Twenty-third 
Illinois man told me the story of a 

man severely wounded at the battle 
of Lexington. Mo., which that story of 
the ‘Checkess battery’ reminded me 

of. This comrade of the Twenty-third i 
Illinois was severely wounded early £ 

in the day. He remained in the s 

works, however, and fired as he had £ 

strength and opportunity. In the aft- s 
ernoon the rebels opened a furious j 
fire on the Union works and the men g 

on the firing line were ordered to j 
move out of the way so that the little t 

six-pounder on the advance line could « 

open on the enemy. c 
“All got out of the way except the c 

wounded man, who was not able to ? 

move Tar enough to escape the suc- 
tion of the wind after each discharge. 
The result was that before the other 
men realised what was going on the 

I muscles were shredded from the 
wounded man’s arm above the elbow. 
The poor fellow made no protest or 

complaint and was not rescued from 
his trying situation until the gun had 
been discharged several times. Now 
I would like to know what became of 
that man.”—Chicago Inter Ocean. 

• 

Making G. A. R. Badges. 
The method of manufacturing the 

present badges of the Grand Army Is 
most interesting, involving as it does 
some thirty-five or forty separate op- 
erations. For more than twenty years 
they have been made by Comrade 
Joseph K. Davison, manufacturing jew- 
eler of Philadelphia. At first his fac- 
tory was equipped with hand presses 
only, but additions have been made 
to the equipment from time to time 
until now his shop is foremost in up» 
to-date machinery and methods. 

The bronze metal used Is obtained 
from cannon captured from the confed- 
erates and bought from the govern- 
ment by the quartermaster general of 
the order and by him turned over to 
the manufacturer. Some of these guns 
were apparently made in England, and 
those contained the best material, 
while others made by southern manu- 
facturers often contained iron and oth- 
er Impurities. 

The complete badge weighs about 
an ounce, and as each gun weighs 
from 700 to 900 pounds and very little 
If any is wasted, a single gun will 
furnish material for some 10,000 
badges. When the manufacturing wa3 

In Its earlier stages and dependent ui> 
on hand presses the badges were 

somewhat thicker and heavier than 
those now made and the bas-relief 
more pronounced. Comrades who pos- 
sess specimens of the earlier made 
badges prize them highly, and have 
generally believed they owned one of 
the “original” G. A. R. badges. With- 
in the past score of years it has been 
customary to number each star, but at 
first no number was placed on them. 

Drummer Boy at Lookout Mountain. 
When Grant and old “Pap” Thomas 

were watching the immortal charge ol 
the federal troops up the face of Look- 
out Mountain, a certain regiment fai 
to the front was seen to waver. The 
colors began to recede; fhe storm ot 
rock and bullets sweeping down from 
the confederates intrenched above 
was too inuch for the courage of the 
men. 

Then out of the tangle, the living 
and dying, there came a little drum 
mer boy and he went beyond the col 
ors and up to a perch of rock. High 
he placed himself, his face turned up 
defiantly to the fire-rimmed moun- 

tain’s crest. Sharp and long came the 
call of his drum to the failing men be- 
low him, while on the heights men fn 
gray spared their aim for the bravery 
of the lad. 

Men of the blue rallied. They cheer- 
ed the drummer boy and swept by 
him in newr effort. They scaled the 
peaks and won the victory, while from 
the slopes still rang out his challenge 
for great deeds. It was. Molly Pitcher 
who rolled the drum at Monmouth be- 
fore she turned to swabbing the hot 
cannon. 

Well-known Chaplain Dead. 
The Very Rev. P. P. Cooney, one of 

the best known priests at the Univer- 
sity of Notre Dame, and the chaplain 
of the famous Grand Army post of 
priests in that university, died last 
month after a lingering illness. 

He was born in County Roscom- 
mon, Ireland, in 1822, but was brought 
to this country while a child by his 
parents, who settled near Monroe, 
Mich. He entered the priesthood in 
1859. In October, 1861, he was com- 

missioned chaplain of the Thirty-fifth 
Indiana, and served with that com- 
mand throughout the war. He showed 
the greatest courage on the battlefield 
in attending to the wounded in the 
midst of the enemy’s bullets, and 
there is a fine picture in the gallery 
of Notre Dame showing him adminis- 
tering the rites of absolution to the 
regiment before its entrance into bat- 
tle. 

At the close of the war Father 
Cooney became rector of a church at 
South Bend, and in 1870 he entered 
the missionary field, which, however, 
he was forced to give up owing to his 
increased, deafness.—New York Press 

On the Field of Santiago. 
The dedication of the various monu- 

ments marking the positions of the 
battlefield of Santiago, Cuba, has 
been postponed until some time next 
fall. Col. Webb Hayes of the commis- 
sion which has been charged with the 
erection of these monuments had 
planned to have the dedication take 
place on July 1, the seventh anniver 
sary of the fight, but when he went 
:o Washington to confer with the of- 
ficials relative to the programme he 
'ound that, owing to the projected 
rip to the Philippines of Secretary 
>f War Taft and the Alaskan inspec- 
ion trip of Lieut. Gen. Chaffee, the 
attendance of both of whom is desired 
n connection with the dedication, it 
vould be necessary to postpone that 
:eremony. 

The Spanish War veterans do not 
ntend to have any quarrels over their 
-arious positions in the Spanish War 
crimmages. They are proceeding 
ystematically to mark those spots, 
vhile everybody is alive and able to J 
live correct information. 

Had Done His Share. 
Sir William Russell, who was a Brp- 

sh war correspondent in this country 
it the time of the American civil war 
ays he met a volunteer about two 
niles from the field while a battle was 
till going on, but the man was gt>- 
ng away from the fight, and he 
topped to a|k what news there was 
tussell asked: “Why are you net 
p at the front?’ The man answered: 
I have fired away seventy-two rounds 
f ball ammunition and if my general 
annot win the battle on that I am n-3t 
olng to stay till he can.” 


