“HOME AGAIN HOME AGAIN.” -

Arrival of the Gresloy Crew And Their
Rescuers at Portamonth, XN. X.—Extra-
ordinary Scenes.

Dispateb from Portsmouth.

The signal officer directed the Thetis to
her anchorage. She had scarcely dropped
her anchors when the Bear came slowly steam-
ing around the corner of old Fort Con-
stitution, as black and solemn as & hearse in a
funeral procession, and thesailors in the rig-
ging cheered again. Then came the Alert and
third cheer was heard, to which, however,
there was no responses. The flags on all the
Arclic fleot, which had been at half mast ever
since the rescue at Cape Sabine, were raised
to the masthead by signalling orders from the
secretary of the navy. who remarked that this
was a day of joy and not welcome to the surviv-
ors, and not of mourning for the lost. When
the Arctic fleet dropped their anchor Secretary
Chandler offcred his arm to Mrs. Greely and
escorted her to the gang-plank, followed by
her brothers. They were placed in charge of
Commander Merry of the Tallapoosa, who, in
his launch, conveyed them to the Thetis.

As Mrs. Greely, on the way to meet her hus-
band, passed down the companion way to the

barge, she walked with a firm tread and showed
no sign of emotion other than biting her lips
and ?ightly clutching her hands. Tho lieu-
tenent Liad not boen informed that his wifo was
about to go on board the Thetis, and a few
minutes before her arrival, in conversation
with Commander Schley, he raid he did not ex-
pect to see her, as she probably had been un-
able to reach there 8o soon. When the barge
was seen to leave the Tennessee with Mrs.
Greely and her two brothers, G. O. and C. A.
Nesmuth, sitting in the gtern sheets, Command-
er Schley said to Lieut. Greely; “Lieutenant, I
would like to see you in my cabin for a few
moments.” Commander Schley entertained
Lieut. Greely in conversation about
srctic matter until & peculiar sig-
oal was iven on the boatswain
whistle, to indicate that Mrs. Greely was on
board and ready to meet her husband. Now
the lady trembled very much. Her breath
came in gasps and her whole frame shook with
emotion. \Vith faltering steps she went to the
cabin door and just at the instant she entered
Commander Schley left the room, leaving the
long separated couplealone. Lieut. Greely was
sitting with his back to the door, but when Com-
mander Schley so abruptly left him he turned
and at the same instant saw his wife cnter.
With a loud cry that was more like a gigantic
sob half smothered, Lieut. Greely bounded
from his chair with
EYES GLEAMING IN JOY
at the sightthatgladdenedthem. Mrs. Greely,
tall, dark and stately, sprang forward to meet
her husband, crying, ‘‘Arthur, Arthur,” After
Mr. and Mrs. Greely had been alono for twenty
minutes her brothers were called in and cor-
dially and tearfully greeted their brother-in-
law. It was noticeable on board the Thetis
that everybody shed tears when Mrs. Greely
entered the cabin where her husband was,
Late in the afternoon the mother of Lieut.
Greely camo from Newburyport and was taken
st once on board the Tennessee. Shortly after
she was put in the Secretary's barge and taken
on board the Thetis. When she arrived there
Mr.and Mrs. Greely and the latter’sbrothers were
seated in Commander Schley’s cabin alternate-
ly erying and coughingand embracing. An in-
stant before theglieuten_nnt‘s mother entered
the cabin Commander Schlcy stcﬁl)od to the
door and said, “‘lieutenant your motheris here.”
Mra Grecly then entere threw her arms
around her son's neck saying only, ‘““My son.
My son.” ‘‘Licut. Greely spoke no word save
“Mother,” but in his tone and expression there
was a world of tenderness. Clasping his
mother in his arms, the lieutenant did nothing
else but sob, while his mother cried liko a
child. Fearing the excitement would be too
much for Lieut. Greely's shattered condition,
Commander Schley entered the cabin&nd wise-
ly directed the conversation into less emotion-
channels.

THE SECRETARY GREETS GREELY.

At about 4 o'clock Sccretary Chandler en-
tered his barge and was rowed to the Thetis.
He went at once to Lieut. Greely and affection-
ately took the gallant explorer in his arms in
the fervor of this greeting:

“God bless you,God bless you,” satd the sec-
retary. ‘““You have come back to us almost
from the grave. I hope your future happiness
may reward you for the terrible experience
you have had.” 4 )

Grealy responded feelingly, thanking Mr.
Chandler for his kind expressions. The writer
was introduced to Gen. Greely by Secretary
Chandler, and the former at ouce said he de-
sired to thank tho ncwsgapers of the country
for the universally kind manner in which he
had been treated by them. He could say but
little at present concerning his expedition,
the public would soon be given the entire de-
tails through official reports. When asked as
to his henlﬁ], the lieutcnant started ho felt
comparative well in all respects excepting that
he was at all times considerably affected by a
feeling of intenso weakness, He stated he
bad gained rapidly in flesh since this rescue,
but much of it was soft and

MORE INJURIOUS THAN BENEFICIAL.

He said he had a good appetite an? wa
slowly recovering, but anticipated it would oe
some time before he would recover his won 2d
strength. To-day he said was the happiest of
his lite. In that one day evervthing on earth
was restored to him for which man could wish.
Home, wife, mother and honor in one day giv-
en to a man who a few days ago wason the
brink of the grave, is as much as mortal could
desire. The lieutenant looked very happy in-
deed. He sat with his wife on one suﬁz and
his mother on the other. His face is consider-
ably bloated, his cheeksarelooking of a health-
ier color. He stood ercct as ever, but isnot
sllowed to remain on his feet long at a time.
After a brief talk with Lieut. Greely, Secretary
Chandler was conducted to the deck where the
erew of the Thetis was drawn upin line. A
hardy looking set of men they were, rough and
brave looking. A great number of invited
guests, including many distinguished persons
snd families of naval officers, were carried by
naval stearm launches to the flagship Ten-
nessee, on the quarter deck of which the chief
ceremonies were held. At about 2 o'clock the
Alliance rounded the foot of the point and
came to anchor some distance astern the
Tennessee. The Thetis followed fifteen min-
ates later and anchored abreast the Alliance.
As the Thetis' anchors went overboard, the
guards on all the ships in the harbor were
manned, flags runto the masthead and three
rousing cheers given. Then the band struck
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o “HOME AGAIN,”

snd among the assembled guests few there
were whose ey-8 were not bedimmed with
tears. It was an effecting scene, and many
sturdy and bronzed men-of-warsmen were
seen to brush the tears away with their coat-
sleeves. Ten minutes after the Thetis had an-
chored, the Bear rounded the point, and soon
came to anchor in the wake of the Thetis.
Again the yards were manned and sgain the
gallant seamen gave three cheers, which were
repeated when the Alert steamed slowly
around and dropped anchor abreast of the
Bear. Becretary Chandler was standing on
the quarter-deck to receive the commanding
officors of the relief squadron, and within
half an hour after coming to anchor the
officers were standing on the deck of the flag-
ship. It was remarked at the time thatnot
a single gun had been fired in honor of the ar-
rival of the squadron and Lieut. Greely, and
the quictness of the demonstration was much
commented on. To avoid publicity as much
a8 possible Secretary Chancler arranged to re-
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ceive the commanders of the rolief ships in
the after cabins. Acting Admiral Luce es-
corted them to the presence of the secretary of
the navy as
COMMANDER SCHLEY

stepped into the cabin he was greoted by
Secretary Chandler, who clasped his hand
with fervor, and passing one arm around
his shoulder, said in a voice almostsmoth-
ered with emotion: “I am glad to welcome
you home.” Commander Coffin, of the Alert,
was next introduced, and in answer to &
query of Chandler, said: *“I was never in bet-
ter health in my life. It seems to have agreed
with us. Lient. Emery, of the Bear, was next
ushered into the secretary’s presence, and re-
ceived a cordial welcome from representatives
of the navy department. After brief and in- |
formal conversations between Commander
Schley and Secretary Chandler, ‘the former
looked anxiously around the cabin, and grad-
ually his countenance bccame overcast with
gloom.  Surgeon General Gunnell noticil:f
this look of disappointment, stepped forward,
saying: “Your wife is in yonder state room,
captain.”  With a bound the commander
reached the presence of his wife and daughter.
After half an hour spent in conversation and
genoral handshaking, the commandin of-
ficers ef the rolief ships returned on board their
respective vessels. Many were the appeals made
by all classes of people to Chandler to permit
them to goon board the Thetis to catch a
glimpse of the Arctic hero, Greely, butthese
requests were invariably refused. Rrs. Gree-
ly, wife of the explorer, had reached Ports-
mouth on an early train this aftermoon and at
once conveyed to the flag shi{), reaching there
about three o'clock. After the commanding
officers hadall gone back to their ships Mra.
Greeley was put on board of the secretary’s

barge.
COMMENDED THE CREW.

’I“ihe secretary stepped up to the crew and
said:

My men, your commander tells me youn have
done your duty nobly and that you have been
a crolit to tho navy and the country appre
ciate your service, and on behalf of the navy
department 1 desire to thank you.

fter cordially embracing Sergeants Long
and Fredericks and the other two survivors of
the Greely expedition, the secretary was con-
veyed to the Alert, where he paid his respects
to Commander Coffin and inspected the crew.
He aiso addressed the crew of the Alertin about
the same words as the crew of the Thetis. The
secrctary next went on board the Bear,
where he and Lieunt. Xmory had an informal
conversation. As secretary Chandlerstood in-
specting the crew of the Bear, who were drawn
up before him, a dozen genuine Esquimaux
dogs rushed out of the cabin, leaping and fro.
licking around the scamen. The dogs were
brought back by Lieut. Emory, who desires te
see if the breed cannot be cultivated in thie
climate. After addressing the crew of
the Bear in a few words of commendation, the
secretary re-entered the barge and was con-
veyed to the Tallapoosa, which was crowded
with invited guests, Here lunck wus served
in the main saloon, and the rest of the after-
noon was spentin such pleasure as the time
and place afforded. Just before dark Lieut.
Greely’s wife, n.other and brothers-in-law were
taken ashore in the acting admiral’s barge and
were driven to the residence of that officer,
where they will remain until they go to New-
buryport. The other survivors will remain on
board the Thetis for the present. Gen. Hazen
notified the survivors that they would be pro-
moted as soon as they were well enough ta
:ﬁcupy the positions that would be open for

en.

Scene in Court.

A gorrowful commentary on the
words in Proverbs, “A foolish son is
the heaviness of his mother.” was wit-
nessed not very long since in a Phila-
delphia court-room. A reporter from
the Pacific coast, who was present, sent
the following account of it to the San
Francisco Bulletin: Wm. Moore and
Wm. Richards were convicted of hav-
ing forcibly entered the house of John
Shaffer and stolen two hundred and
seventy-eight dollars. Mooreis twenty-

five years of age and married.

Before sentence was passed, his
mother, a poor German, came weeping
to the bar, and said she desired to

make restitution of the theft. She had
come all the way from Baltimore, she
said, and brought her earnings with
her for that purpose.
duced a leather hand-bag, %ook out
half-a-dozen five-dollar gold pieces, a
roll of notes, all of them of small de-
nomination, and counted them out in
the hands of the Clerk of the Court.
When the desired sum was made up,
there was left only enough to take her
back home. The money was placed on
Judge Ludlow’s desk.

“Take it back,” said the Judge, “and
tell this poor woman that the payment
of this money will not save herson from
prison. The law must be vindicated.”

The mother wept hard, and said,
““Oh, I understand. I didn’t hope to
save my boy from prison. I pay this
money because I want to do what’s
right. Justice is justice.”

“With that understanding,” said the
Court, “let the money be received.”

Sentence of Moore and his accom-
vlice was deferred until the last day of
the term. A criminal with such a
mother should suffer keener punish-
ment from self-blame and self-contempt
than from a full term under the law.

Sacred Music.

Musical Opinion. “Desist,” ex-
claimed an indignant mother to her son

hear sounds issuing from the piano in |
her drawing-room which were not quite
compatible with her Sabbatarian ideas'
of Sacred music. “desist, you know what
an aversion I have to that kind of musie
being played on Sundays.” ‘“‘But, mam-
ma dear,” answered the son , “the piece
is called ‘The March of the Jewish

priests it must be sacred so pray con- |
tinue.” This reminds us how, some few |
years ago, we were weather-bound at a°
small house in the country near—Faver-
sham, Time: Sunday Evening—a wet
one. *Oh, I should like you to hear my
little daughter play.” “Ma, dear, what
shall I play? I don’t know any sacred
pieces,” After a short ““aside” between
mother and daughter, a well-worn
“Hamilton’s Piano Tutor” was produced,
and the ‘‘Maiden’s Prayer” was accept-

ed as “sacred” by our worthy hostess. i
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A MISTAXE.

How your sweot face revives again.
The dear old time, my Pearl,
If I may use the pretty name
ed you when a girl.

You are 80 young; while Time of mo
Has made a cruel prey,

It has forgotten you, nor swept
One graco of youtf: away.

The samé sweet face, the same sweet smile,
The same lithe figure, too!

What did you say? ‘It was pcrchmce
Your mother that I knew?’

Ah, yes, of course, it must have been,
And yet the same you scem,

And for a moment, all these yoars
Fled from me liko a dream.

Then what your mother would not give,
Permit me, dear, to take,
The old man’s privilege a—kiss—
Just for your mother's sake.
—W. W. Story.

A LONDON HOLIDAY.

It was not & pleasant thing to be
locked out on that cold November
night when the rain was coming down
in torrents. Pleasant or not, Joseph
Norton, Esq., only son of the Rev. J.
Norton, rector of a place with an out-
landish name in North Wules, was
staring up at the outside of the lodg-
ing-house not far from Clovent garden,
with the knowledge that, although he
had the latchkey in his pocket, and
was sober enough to properly insert
that latchkey, he was locked out. He
had been to one ef the theatres, and
had stopped onthe way back to have a
bite of supper, and so was about five
minutes too late. His respectable land-
lady always told her young gentlemen
that unless they gavenotice beforehand
the honse would be locked and bolted
np at 12. Joe Norton turned away
from the door, heartily wishing himself
at home m the yuiet rectory, and think-
ing it an unlucky iay on which he re-
solved to spend a fortnight'in London,
when lhe noticed a man just opp osite
him, leaning against a lamp-post, with
his hands in his pockets.

“Halloa, sir, can’t you get in ?”

“No, I can’t answered Joe; and what
is that to you ?”

“‘Oh, nothing if you like, only I can
show yeu where to have a couple of
hours’ amusement, instead of walking
about in the wet. I’m a waiter sir, and
my time to begin work isabout 1 o’clock,
8o if you'll stand a drink for the address,
T'll take you straight there. You can’t
get in without some one tointroduce you,
unless the governor knows you, and I
guess he don't.”

Joe was perfectly certain the governor
did not. The bargain was struck, and
very lucky Joe thought Limsclf. At 1
sharp they entered a dull, respectable-
looking street in which to all appearance
every house was closed and every in-
habitant asleep. The ordinary kitchen
door was opened by a pretty maidser-
vant; who silently admitted them and
opened the door of what appeared to
be a good-sized cupboard. Stepping

! inside, Joe found himself in a brilliant-
ly-lighted rcom with about eighteen

She then pro- |

men, mostly in evening dress, playing
cards. He knew as much about gamb-
ling and cards asa bear knows about
dancing beforeitis taught. He noticed
all the various typesof the genus gamb-
ler, and ordered a cigar and a glass of
sherry, as he was evidently expected to
do something, and that was abogt the
least e could do to stop there at all, No,
thought he, they shall not tempt me to
try to play. So he watched. Present-
ly the green baize door which formed
the cupboard on the other side was
opened and a man came in—a hagg:rd-
looking man, tall and gentlemanly, but
with a fearful look of despair on his face

.a8 he walked across to where Joe was

standing.

“Havejvou been playing to-night, sir ?”
asked the stranger.

“No, I never play.”

“Then don’t begin to-night, lad.

“See that man there? Heis the pro-
prietor. Just look at his face as he
handles the money. Sece how the gold
flashes through his fingers. Look!”

Joe was heartily wishing himself out-
side, even in the pouring wet, and was
wondering how to get there. The man
frightened him with his wild, disjointed
talking; so he pulled out his purse to

| pay for what he had. Quick as thought,

before he had time to move, the purse
was gone, and the man had disappeared.

[ Luckily he had some loose money, and
'so calling his friendly waiter to him

he informed him of what had oc-

“No use to make a fuss, sir. Il tell
old Bullseye and he'll let you go.”

Giving him an address as to where to
come for his promised fee, Joe was cau-
tiously let out into the kitchen, where
he discovered the maidservant, who,
with a tired look, was sitting with her
hands in her lap. She started up ashe
entered.

Joe soon explained, told of his loss,

when one Sunday afternoon she could cyrred.

Priests,”” “Oh! very well,” replied the and described the man who had robbed
mater, “if it is anything to do with him.

“I know him, poor fellow,” she said.
“I know where he lives.”

“Then,” said Joe, “I shall be greatly
obliged if ycu will give me his address,
and I will send the police on the rascal
in the morning.”

“Willyou. Would you like all the
world to read in the newspapers as to
where you lost your money ?”

That was quite a new way of looking
at it. It would haxdly do for the rector
of that quiet, secluded Welsh village to
vead in the weekly papers a vivid de-

seription of a gamblingsaloon, in which
his son was robbed. Meantime the girl
had put on a dark bonnet and cloak,
and had filled a basket full of eatables.

‘‘Now, sir, come with me and I will
show you where he is; and, if I am not
mistaken in your face, I do not think
You will be hard on him. Come.”

She took his hand, and led him up
the dark areasteps. No one was about,

and shortly afterward they got intothe:

Westminster bridge road. After the
girl had examined two or three doors,
she turned the handle of one and went
in, beckoning Joe to follow Ler up tha
close, dark, wooden staircase, lighted
by the help of one of Joe's matcles.

“Listen,” she said, when she got to
the top.

They were standing by aun open door:
Joe listened, and heard the voice of the
man who had stolen his purse,

“Kate, dear, see here is money,
gold, gold, gold! A kind gentleman
gave it to me, and now they can’t turn
us out to-morrow, and you can have
food and wine, dear, and then you
will get better. my darling.”

“Godbless him,” said & sweet, sud
voice.

“That's what I told him, dear,” said
the man again.

“Look,” said the girl.
look.

There, close to the bed, knelt a. man
trying bard to keep back his sobs,
holding a woman’s hand in his; and
the woman wholay on that tumble-
down bed was stroking his brown hair,
and trying to comfort him by saying
she would soon be better.

“Will you hurt him now ?” whispered
the girl. “Tell me.”

The truth wms Joe could hardly speak.
He had a lump in his throat, and was
rather filmy about the eyes; but he
shook his head, and drew his compan-
ion farther from the door.

“I had better not go in,” hesaid, “he
might say something before her that
might frighten her about that, you
know.”

The young girl by his side caught his
hand and kissed it. That did not by
any means improve Jeo's equanimity.

“I will go and tell him a friend wants
to speak to him. May I say a friend ?”

Joe vigorously nodded his head. The
man came out soon. The landing on
which they stood was only lighted by
the refle ction of the candle in the room.

“I guossed it was you sir. Don’t tell
her to-night, that’sall. It will kill her
when she does know it. I never meant
to take it, sir. I went to see if I could
get some money from her father. It
was 50 hard to see her starve in this
wretched hole, and now it will be worse
than ever.

There in the dim light which made
darkness visible, Joe held out his hand.
The man looked atit and then into
Joe's face. Then he broke down. The
reaction was too much and the man
sobbed aloud. His wife heard it and
raised herself up.

“Lucy,” she said, ‘‘what is that ; more
trouble ?”

‘““No, no; only joy, and here is the
gentleman—that money, you know.”

‘“God bless you, sir,” said she.

Lucy was going to stay there, and an-
nounced her intention of never returning
to her father. ‘‘He will have to get
some one els: to be his servant-maid
now. I only got your message this
morning. I will stay with you and get
some work, and we'll see if William
can’t get some, and you will get well,
we shall all be as happy as possible.”
And the little woman bustled about,
and found some sticks, and Joe found
some more matches, and they gota bit
of fire somehow, and before Joe left he
thought that his night’s adventure had
not turnel out so badly as might have
been expected.

Lucy Manvers’ sister Kate had been
married about five years ago to a poor
young artist, who had every wish and
will to succeed in his profession, and,
with a young man’s buoyancy, made
up his mind that he was certain to do
s0. Mr. Manvers had forbidden the
wedding altogether and solemnly told
his daughter he would never see her
again should she marry William Tay-
lor. She did so however; but with
little money and no introduction, it
was not easy for her husband to get
on; and by degrees he went down in
the world till he got about as low as he
possibly could gct. He had on the
evening on which Joe met him gone in-
to the gambling room in the hope of
getting a little help from Mr. Manvers,
who, at one time had great hopes of his
two daughters making good marriages.
They were then one of the principal
attractions of tne satoon, and when his
eldest girl married against his will he
said that, were she starving, he would
never help her. And he kept his word
for once in his life faithfully. Lucy
would only stay with her father after
her sister left on condition that he
never asked her to enter the saloon
again; so, as he could trust her better
than any one else, it was her duty in
the evening to keep guard over the
kitchen and cupboard entrances.

Joe went home aext day, having had
quite enough of London, and made a
full confession. He also discovered
suddenly a want of pictures in his fath-
er's neighbors’ houses, and spoke of a
certain artist whom he thought might
be induced to came and paint a few of
their magnificent views around there.
Joe’s father did exactly what Joe ex-
pected. He sent up £20, to be repaid
by degrees, and found a little furnished
cottage for the London artist and his
wife, and & sister-in-law. And some-
how, Mrs. Norton took a violent fancy
to Lucy, who looked ten years younger
than when Joe saw her first. And af-
ter a bit she grew so charming that Joe
thought somebody else among the

And Joe did

mountains might want her if he did not
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look after her himself. 85 one morn-
ing there wasa quiet. weddingin the.
pretty little church, and Lucy Manvers.
was made Mrs. J. Norton, Jr. And to.
make everything better, Mrs. Taylor soon
grew almost well, and her husband,
with hard work and encouragement,
soon found himself one of the most ris-
ing artists. And so altogether:Joe
30\'er-regretted taking a “London Holi-
Y.

LITERATURE OF THE FACE

How-to Read and Interpret Character: in
the Various Features.

From Forney's Progress,

Observe how, when the shrewd paim-
ist is reading the lines of a hand,, he
scans the face with almost equal inter-
est. These learned people know how
the:soul dwells in the eye;and the abil-
ity to understand its language ia.inborn

with most folks without having to study
it, though extremely sensitive persons
have told me that more persons of dis-
crimination rested in. their hands than
they could read from every: feature of
the face, the fingers being- so full of
vision that they could feel a color with-
out seeing it: so full of nerves that
an impression was instantaneons and
could be relied upon; so full of life that
when their possessor was. in love they
tingled with an affectionate intoxication.

1t 18 said that very quiet eyes thatim-
press and embarass one with their re-
pose signify self-command, but also
much complacency and some conceit.
Restless eyes that cannot look one stead-
ily in the face denote a deceitful, de-
signing mind. Eyes in which the white
has a yellowish tinge and is streaked
with reddish veins, prove much of
strong passions and hasty tempers.
Very blue eyes bespeak amind inclined
to coquetry; gray eyes signify dignity,
intelligence and excellent reasoning
faculties; greenish eyes, falsehood and
a fondness for scandal. A malicious
mmd is often indicated by greenish
eyes. Black eyes show a passionate
lively temperament, and oftentimes a
most deceitful disposition; brown eyes
ard generally tender and true, indicat-
ing a kind and happy disposition.

Of the nose. A Roman nose denotes
a business-like character; a long nose is
a sign of good sense; a perfectly straigh
nose indicates a pure and noble seul,
unless the eye contradicts it; a nez re-
trousse signifies a spirit of mischief, wit
and dash; a large nose generally indi-
cates large mind and good nature but
lack of cnergy.

Thick lips generally mean either
great genius or stupidity ; very thin lips,
cruelty, avariciousness, and if the lips
are habitually compressed, falsehood.
Dimples on the cheek are known as the
abodes of roguery, and in the chin, of
Cupid and his pranks.

A lean face speaks more of intelli-
gence than a fat face, generally speak-
ing, and they do say, beware of a full,
round and greasy face—it means treach-
ery.

Irrascibility is accompanied by an
erect posture, open nostrils, moist
temples, displaying superficial veins
which stand out and throb under the
least excitement, large, unequal, ill-
renged eyes, and equal use of both
hands.

A genius may be expected from me-
dium statue, blue-gray or brown eyes,
prominent and large forehead, with tem-
ples a little hollow; under lip slightly
retiring, a fixed, attentive look, and
habitual inclination of the head either
backward or forward.

Senator Thurman'’s Fish Story.
Cleveland Press.

Once upon a time, when crowded
about hiz Presidential aspirations, Mr.
Thurman replied: “I realiy have no
ambition in that direction.” A look oq
incrudulity on every face was the only:
response. The Judge took in those
looks and related a littlestory :

“One summer I was at the Oakland
House, Maryland, spending a little va-|
cation up in the cool mountain region.
Wae got telling fishing stories. I related
something of my own experience when
I was present and saw caught a catfish
weighing 90 pounds. When I told the
weight there was a general laugh, and I
was humorously awarded the prize for
telling fish stories. I quietly remarked
to my incredulous friends that I hoped
soon {o convince them of the correctness
of my story that in Western waters
there were catfish of 90 pounds weight.
When I returned to Columbus I went
to the leading restaurateur and instruct-
ed him to procure me the largest catfish
that could possibly be secured. He re-
ported in a few days that he
had one. I walked over and found an
excellent specimen, weighing 75 pounds.
I had him boxed and oarefully packed
in ice, and shipped him by express to
my disbelieving friends at the Oakland.
From the restaurateur I got all the re-
cipes I could for catfish chowder, cat-
fish steaks, stuffed catfish, roast, ete.,
and sent them on by mail. I tele-
graphed as follows: ‘Skin your fish be-
fore you cook him,’ a catfish’s skin being
80 rank as to spoil the flesh when the
fish is cooked with it on. They got my
telegram and were puzzled. When the
box arrived, dripping from the melting
ice, they were more puzzled. The let-
ter which arrived by the same train as
the fish, explained all. They had a
fine feast, and at it formally organized
with a president and secretary and
passed the following resolution, which
was sent tome:

‘“‘Resolved, That the truth of Allen
G. Thurman’s statements should never
be questioned; that his fish stories are
always absolutely true, especially his
cattish stories.” ” :




