oy "

—ar.

AN OLD

RV hen the wintey staes #re winkin'
Winkin' nt the brink o' night,
An' the pale eold moon is sinkin',

Binkin® slowly out o' sight;
Then a blinkin' thre' my glosses,
My heart gets swellin' full,
A" 1 mind the lnds an’ lnssies
At an old time candy pull,

TIME CANDY PULL

Mhar was Mondy Jones, the Parson’s gal,
Laod sakes! bow my heart jumps!

A Tommy Brown, s stout o pal
Ax ovor took Hfe's thutmgm:

A’ Betsy Smith an' Jimmany Hill,
An' Sacm an® Mary Dowd,

Whose daddy owned the ol’ grist mill—
An' lots more of the crowd!

1 mind we met ot ol Dowd's place—
His kitchen wis the best—

An' the music o' the ol mill race
Kept time to qulp an® jest;

Theu when the ‘lusses waxs biled down,
1 tell you it was fun

To pull it to u golden brows
Tl it was proper done!

MThen how we danced the 'Giny Ree,
Chack full o* snap un’ spunk—

All hands around now—toe an” heel!
Bach lossie with a hunk 3

0 yellow "lnsses candy
Betwixt her lnughin' lips—

Ea? bedtime!  Dear me, Mands!
Don't it beat all how time slips?

N
Ahe

“It's grown chilly, hasn't ft7"

“Oh, yes," sald Agnes Lawton, with a
sarcastle laugh. Soe was huddling In
her dapper street gear before the pen-
non of crackling fame on her friend's
hearth, “It's blown blorribly chilly,
Muarlon—for me!"

“Another guarrel, T suppose, with
Four husband 3

“A quarrel this time that ends every-
{thing. I'in golng to my mother in Bos-
iton,"

“PBon't, my dear’

Marion Kingsland spoke thug in tones
tranquil and low. Bhe was swaying
herselr softly In a rocking chalr, and
she had folded her arms In o lelsurely
way. She was o large, blonde woman
—not hnndsome, but with a beautiful
figure nod a face full of sweet gravity,

“Oh, you've always sald that.,” roplied
young Mrs. Lawton, frowning nt the
fire. “But now 1 mean to disobey your
counsel,”

“Vory woll, Agnes; as yon please,
Remember Pve always sald one thing.
Your husband loves yon devotedly—"

"Ah, that's the very polnt, Marion!
He loves me, but not devotedly, 11e"—
nnd here Mes, Lawton lowered her face
amnd drew out the next words In a
dogged, dragging undertone—*he |8 not
falthful”

The osclllutions of Mrs. Kingsland's
rocking chale quickened the least lttle
it “Whnt husband 18%"

“Yours"

“Oh, Trent-yes! 1 wasn't thinking of
hlin'*  Sho coloved, biting ber lips.
“What Is the present trouble, Agnes?
Tell me."

“It's very slmple. 1 found a note in
Fred's—I mean My, Lawton's—oveircoat
pocket,"

“My denr Agnes,
dolng there?

“Dolng theres?**

“You were spying—Jjealonsly spylng,"
suld Marlon, with ber usunl calm, “Ad-
wit i

“You're crueler than usual, Marlon.
T was o oo to come here.  Mamimg will
sympathize, however, 1 ghall take the
3 o'clock train for Boston,”

“Was the note very dregdfal ?

“Oh, It wld its own stoty. And, as
you're awnre, this Is pot the first
tUme—"*

“That yon've gone thiough your hins

o i

what were you

band's pockets? | know. And the sig-
nature?"

“Inltlals,”

“I see. Aud n very violent quareel

follewed,"

“I'he most violent we hinve ever had,
And the last we shall ever hiyyve,”

Marlon Kingsland stopped rocking.
“Agnes," gho sald, breaking n pause, I
dou’t know p husband who In public |s
more respectinl, more attentive, more
positively gallant to his wife than
yours."

“In publie!” bristled the othor. *“What
does thit mean®”

"It menns o great deal more than
many n wife gels—many a wife of our
nequalntance whom I've heard you
openly plty In my bearing, Now an-
swer e feankly., Might not that letter
which youn found and read have ln-
plied a flicintion, a passing sentiment,
vather than the very lurld and seandal-
ous lnterpretation you put upon I, 1
sny, might [t yot? Think for n woment
bofore you answep,”

Agnes togsy] ber head, deeked fn a
tiny bonnet of tangled pausies,

“Waoll, perhinps,” she presently con-
enled, with distinet reluctance,

“Perhaps” repeated Marion, “Now
that is at least an admlgsion. It puts
Frederlek In s more pardonable light,
But It dovs not excuse you from being
most pnshly Indlsereet,”

O fumed Agnes, “1 do so detest
that kind of philosophy!*

“We womoen can cultivate none that

Is sounder” “We women, Marlon!
How woulld you feel, pray, If your
Trent—"'

“Never wind my Trent, dear. Lot us

talk generalities for a few miloutes,
There's handly a houseliold that hasn't
it Bluebeard's cbhamber,™

“Except yours. Al so yop cap af-
ford--"

“Generalitios, plense, Agnes, just for
alitlle while. There are Patimns who
do pry. and there are Fatimas who
don't. The latter bave by far the best
time of It—that Is, when thelr Blue-
benrds treat them fondly and cour-
teonsly, Discretion 18 s wonderful
safegunrd to conjugnl contentment,
The moral obllgation with wen should
be ns stroag ng 1t s with women, |
freely geant you that. But soclety does

pot grant it and o the lives of our
great-great-great-grandehlldren 1t will
pot practically empley any such system |

of ethics unless 1 miserably ere, It Is
a system talked about, written about,
and, If at some day It will be netively
explolted, on that day everybody who
now lves will lie, as 1 firmly belleve,
in groves whose deepest eat beadstopes
have grown undecipherable blurs. The
new woman may dream her drenms
and even reallge n few of them, But,
after all, It Is still a man's world, and
n man's world for many centuries It
must remain.  Fatima will reap noth-
Ing by her curlosity except unhappi-
ness, 8o many of them live and dle
In hilgsful lgnorance. And It Is so much
better that they should, Men are men,
and the leopnrd does not change his
spots.  Why not let well enough alone?
A wife ean tend and water her jealousy
and her susplelon precisely as If they
were two diferent gpecimens of fern
Iu n favorite jardiniere, Of course
marital peglect, 1 trentment, rudeness,
are all autpe chose, But 1 have olten
taken a thoughtful survey, Agnes, of
my surroundings, ‘They are very much
the satme ng yours, my dear. Weoften
meet at the same teas, dinners, danees,
We know the same set—the smart set, |
suppose otie would call it—and most of
our men friends are marrled, ke our-
selves. And I've repentedly asked my-
self, judging ns much by what they
don't gay ns by what they do say, If a
vast amount of famlly torture may not
be avolded by the simple process of
Fatima vefraining from all Interfer
epece with Bluebeard's key buneh.”

Here Agnes sprang from her seat by
the fire and looked tearfully, impetu-
ously round the tasteful sitting-room of
her friend,

“Oh, Marlon," she cried, “you tell me
you are talking generalitios, but to me
they are the most plerciing personnll-
tles! And why? Because I'm not only
Jenlous of bim—I'tm Jenlous of you!
From your serene helghts of perfect
married happiness, the wife of a man
who worships yon, as all the world
knows, who Is n model of every virtue
under the sun and who probably never
looks at n woman without thinklng how
far she folls below you, his 1deal, It s
casy enough to preach diseretion and
clrenmspection.  You have the key to
all your apartments, You're a Fatlma
with a Bluebeard who doesn't know
the meaning of a locked door,” Here
Agnes Inughed In n sort of hysterle way
aud polnted to a near chale. “That's
one of hbis overconts now." While
gpeaking she glipped ncross the room
and lifted o mass of dark broadeloth,
holding it alofy,

“Why, yes," sald Marlon, ralsing hep
quiet brows In sorprise, “He came
back this morning after leaving for
downtown and ordered a thicker one of
Btrayne because of the changed wenth-
er, SBtrayne must have left It there,
Ie's n good gervant enough, but he ng
lils careless moods.™

Agnes, with nnother odd lnugh, thrust
her hand into one of the pockets,
“You've no fear of finding anything,
you lrritatingly happy Marlon, You
nre—"

Suddenly she paused. 8he bad drawn
forth a llae tinted envelope whiell had
bheen rggedly torn open nt one of Its
gldes,

YA woman's hand, Marvion,”" ghe ex-
elaimed, “or U've never seen one!  Amd
the date of avrival four duys back. It

"

smells of violets loo. Well, really!

“Agnes!"

Marion went forwnrd and took the
note from her friend’s geasp with un-
charpeteristie specd,  She was pnle al-
rendy, but she grew paler ns she
sennned the supevseription and then
rilged the envelope to her nostrlls,

She loved her husband Intensely and
kuew that be returned her love. Not
the glightest ineldent of hep life had she
ever kept concealed from him, and she
had always felt confident that on lis
own slile there was o ke absolution of
confidence and candor. It gstabbed her
to the soul g shie thought now that no
forgotfuluess lind prevented him from
tolling hep of this note, They led fash-
fonable lives, but they led them to-
gother. Forall that they might some.
times pass hours apart, thelr constant
Intimacy and comradery were beyoud
dispute,

For a few seconds she stood perfectly
still, holidlng the Jetter. Then she went
to the overcont which Agnes had Just
replaced upon the chale and sllpped the
letter back into one of its glde pockets,

Bhe wis a womnn who had always
been held to possess no common share
of golf-command, She Justiled this be-
lief now,

“Bluebeard's chamber,” she sald,
with a smlle, but It was a smile quite
dim and joyless. And then she raised
ope Hoger and put it against her lips
In a gesure that not only symboled
silence, but enjoined it,

Agnes watehed her In astonighment.
She knew that there was never any
pose about her freiend; that what Mar.
fon serfonsly did nnd sald were done
and sald from a sincerlty at daggers
drenwn with gham,

“And you'll never even ask him
whom it's from?" Agnes exclaimed.

“Never."

“But yon suspect—"*

“No matter what 1 suspeet—""

“And you'll never let hilm kpow you
gaw It and didn’t open It¥

“Nevop"”

“But this thing, Marion, will come
between you and him. It may ruln
your future happiness™

“That ean't be helped. I It's what 1
think it [&"—here her placld volee broke
a lttle=*then letting him Enow would
do wore hiarm than good.”

“But perbaps It Is the merest trifle
afler nll,” sald Agnes, she herself now
generonus!y turning congoler despite her
own sorrows; “some prequest for inane
elal uld or 4 loan of money from sowe
woman whom we both know.™

“Perbaps,” returned Marion musing-
Iy, And then It passed throngh her
mind: “He would have told me IF it
Lbud been that, He tells me everythiog

my wife, eh? You didn't expect to sed |
we here ot this hour, did you? You
thought I was too much of & poor, hard
working Wall street drudge, didn’
Yout And you were quite right. )
am." .

“T'rent,” faltered Marion,

8he had fustantly seen that her hns
bund was a trifle paler thun usual, and
thut some agitation, which he struggle:
to hide, controlled him. His eves, wan
dering quickly yet covertly about the
room, lit on the overcont,

“Ah” he sald, “it's here.,” And then
he canght the garmeut up and thrust o
hand Into one of its pockets. Meau-
while e was talking with speed and
now addressed his wife without looking
at her,

“The fact s, Marlon, 1 remembered
when balf way down town in the ele-
vated that 1'd left an Important busl:
nesy letter In this cont. Strayne has'
Just told me that he forgot to tike the
cout upstalrs—stupld fellow—so 1 hur-
rled downstalrs aguln to get It—Ah,
bere's the letter 1 want!"

Marlon saw, If her friend did not see,
the glenm of o Hiae tinted envelope as
It wus swept [nto a breast pocket of the
overcont which adorned the person of |
Mr, Trent Kingsland, : |

And this gentleman, a [ttle fushed
after his late pallor, snld a few words
of genial farewell to Agnes, made a
few buoyant waves of the hand toward
his wife and gracefully disappeared,

The two women looked at one un-
other in sllence,

“Marfon," sald Agnes, In o volee vl
brant with feeling, “ue came back to
get that letter. And he was very con-
cerned about it, was he not"

“Very."

Agnes hastened to her friend’s side,
“Marion, do you mean that you'll never
say o word to him, even now ¥

“No, I shall never say a word to him,
even now."

Agneg looked steadily at the foor, as
if In deep meditation, Then she eanght
one of Marion's bands in both of her
own,

“But will suffer.”

“Yeg, 1 shall-guffer,”

“And—give—no—sign?”

“And give oo sign.”

Agnes stoopid and kissed the hand
shie was holding. After a slight inter-
vl she sald somewhat brokenly: “Mar-
fon, I=I don't think I'll take the 3
o'clock train to Boston after all'"—Col-
lier's Weekly,

Closs Shooting.

An Englishman whoe lived many
years in Africn says that It Is now sev-
eral years sinee e ventured to take one
of the most daring shota that ever was
hazarded. His wife was sitting In the

wete playing about bher, and he wus
without not far away, busy with a
wagon, |

Suddenly, hegays, though It was mid- |
dny, an enormous llon appeared at a
ghort distance, slowly advanced, und
laid himself quletly down in the shnde‘
upon the very threshold of the door.

My wife, frozen with fear, remained
motionless In her place, The children
took refuge In her lap, and the cry they |
uttered attracting my attentlon, 1 hast-
ened toward the deor, My astonish-
ment and horror may be lmagined when
I found the entrance barred in such a
mnuner,

The lion had not seen me, and [ glided
gently, searcely knowing what 1 meant |
to do, to the side of the house, and to|
the window of my chamber, in which
1 knew my loaded gun was stunding,

By a happy chance 1 had set It in n
corner cloge by the window, so that [
could reach It from the outside, and,
still more fortunntely, the door of the
rooit wia open so that 1 could see the
whole danger of the sceng,

There wis no time to think, for the
lion was begluning to move, perhaps
with the intention of making a spring,
I ealled softly to the wmother not to be
nfrald, and then fired,  The ball passed
direetly over my boy's head and lodged
in the forehead of the Hon lmmedintely
above the eyes, and stretehed: him on
the ground.

There was an instant of fearful sus-
pense, Then 1 fired agaln; but the seeq
ond bullet wons thrown away, for his
majesty never stirred after the flrst
shot, and 1 leaped over his prostrate
body to clasp wy wife and children in
my arums.

Only Three Monarchs Crowned.

The magniicent and costly prepara- |
tions now golug on at Moscow and else-
where for the appronching coronatinn
of the czar and czarina reenll to mind
the fact that very few Buropean sov-
ereigns have gone through the anclent
ceremonles which coustitute g "dUL\'
anolnted king." With the exception of
Queen Victorin, the Emperor King of
Austrin, Bobemia and Hungary, and
King Oscar of Sweden, no other reigo-
ing monarch has Leeu consecrated by
religlous rite. 1o the case of the King
of Italy there were obvious reasons
why the services of the chureh should
have been dispensed with, It la less
intelligible that so Catholic a king as
Carlos of Portugal should bave been
content o takg the oath in the cortes
and attend a *Te Deum™ only in the
cathedral. A mere oath, too, suteed
for the establishiment of King George
upon the somewbat rickety Helleule
throune.

The crowns of Holand and Spaln, of
course, are, so to sprik, In commilssjon,
A8 to the kalser, e Jdid nol even care to
go through the formality obeerved by
bis grandfather, whe pat the crown up-
on his own bead, but deemed It enough
to make a soletnn declaration at the
opening of the lmperial parllament.—
London letter,

Ame’iats Age,
Adn—] notice Awelln bns dated Ler
letter 1800
Amy—Yes; she won't admit that she's
reached 1597 yet.—Yonkers Statesman,

=or so HI now I've belleved.”

“Abh, good] morning, Apnwa™ a volee
suddenly sald In the bhelfopen door- |

One hundred spocnfuls make

quart

one

wiy. “Having n gossipy powwow witt |

|
Isnnc
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that struck terror into the souls of the hated Spaniards,
of freedom’s ehildhood dauys, the ovigin of this I8 ¥et in obscurity,

HE “Himno Cubanos™ is the national anthem of the Cubans; the war song that inspires the patriot with the resolotion
“to do or die": that urges him onto glorlous victory or to, in hik own eyos and those of his people, n more glorious death.
[ts stirving notes and words, voiced by many n freeman's thront, have been the prelude to the onsweep for freedom
Like other songs that have been the compnnion and the inspiration
The tune dates back many years, to the time when the

spirit of liberty—unewly awakened, and yet half-smothered in the patriotie Cuban brenst—first began to voice itself in werd-

less but meaning melody.

IPurtively breathed at first by some venturesome liberty lover, its notes awnkened responsive

echoes in many u breath which cherished.like feelings und linked in everlusting fraternal bonds hearts that before hardly

dared to think aloud the thoughts suggested by the melody,

Soon words were fitted and sung to the music,

They ceuld

have no spirit other than that of the melody, The tune was earried from place to place throughout eastern Cuba, and though

the words often varied the theme never,

“To arms!

The exact time of the origin of the tune, or who wus the author, is not known.

him out and link his name to the song ns a fitting monnment to his genins,

Not for glory, but to break the chaing of tyranny!" wag ever the
house near the open door, the children | burden, whether sung in the hills of Santingo or the plains of Puerto Prineipe,

A grateful and free posterity miy find

Long before the declaration for frecdom nt Yara

in 1868 by Cespedes and his bold Baynmese compntriots the tune, with the words substantially ns given above, were

fumillar to every lover of freedom nbout Bayamo and the neighboring towns,
Wherever they went they earvied it with them,

throughout the “ten years' war."

It

wing tiken up by the army and sung
It signalized trivmph or soluced de-

feat. It led the trinmphal march into the towns and villages wrested from the oppressors, and it infused new life inte the

drooping spirity defeated by the outnumbering foe,
then the “Himno Buayames"—the “Bayamese Hymn™; now it is the “Himno Cubanos”
| seradle-side of Coban freedom—Bayamo—by the band of brave men who first drew for the cause, found an echo in every

free Cuban heart, and has been adopted by the Nation.
From Cape Maisi to Cape San Antonio it may be henrd, not only timing the martial movements of the patriot army as

they fiy at the foe, but from the herder on the hill, the plowman ou the plain, the belle at the ball and the housewife at the

daily drudge.

Never put in printy but goon all Cuba knew It and sung it. It was

The song, brought from the

Its full-voleed notes discover every Cuban gathering, and its whistled straing cheer the lonely way of the

solitury traveler, though to be heard by the Spuniard is to be necused ne n traitor and doomed to death,

LEAGUE'S NEW PRESIDENT.

B, Potter Recently Elected Head
of American Wheelmen,

Isane B. Potter, who was elected
President of the Lepgue of American
Wheelmen, has been prominent in the
eyeling world for many years. Iis ae-
cesglon to the highest office of the
wheellng organization s, In the estima-
tion of most eyclists, a fitting tribute
to his efforts to procure for bicyelists
what they most desire—good roads, Bo
hard has he struggled for lmproved
highways that he beeame unlversally
known as “Good Roads™ Potter. Five
years ngo he cstablished an office in
New York for the purpose of spreading
the gospel of bettar ronds. Through
his efforts tons of lternture have been
eclreulated In every gquarter of the
United States. They falrly shrleked
good ronds, Thousands of draft horses
In New York had their bodies orna-
mented with protective shlelds and
thelrs eyes canopled with eanvas hooils.
On the shields and hoods the device,
“We want good roads” appeared,

Three years ago Mr. Potter started the
Good Roads Magazine, He expended

IBAAC W. POTTER.

n large ;mr{ of his private fortune In :

the book. and ouly ceased Its publies- |
tion when directed to do so by the body
of which he is now the ehilef executive,
The book died, but its death served to
lnerease Mr. Potter’s envrgy toward a
more active enmpalgn for the consmm-
mation of his pet desire, e has accom-
plished much good, and it was largely
through his efforts that the American |
League of Good Roads was formed, He
{a an officer of that organization, and in |

its councils Is highly regarded, For
two years Mr. Potter has been chilef
consul of the New York divislonn Un-
der his aggressive direct » division

growth,

¥orta nrlacdinally
Lorits pri

. alded by

Lis ll-loc;utu, the Anustroug law, vro- |

providing for the transgportation of bl-
excles as baggage, wis enacted in New
York a year ago. My, Potter Is an orm-
tor of abhility, a parliamentarian of
great force, an excellent finnncler and
an adept politiclan, IMe resides In
Brooklyn in a palatial home, which he
recently constructed to barbor a pleas-
ant little woman, whe slx months ago
begulled him from the ranks of bach-
elorhood, If Mr, Potter’s previous én-
ergetic record s o eriterion the league,
under his guidance, may be expected to
thrive during his reign as Its President,

Grent lee Avalanche.

A mass of ice comprising £.000,000
cublie feet broke awny on the 11th of
September, 1806, from the lower part
of the Altels Glacler on the Gemml
Pass, in Switzerland. With the veloe-
ity acquired in its descent this river of
fee rushed across the pasturige and up
the western slope of the valley to a
helght of 1,300 feet along the rocky
wall of the Welsstlugrat., Not belng
able to completely surmount this
barrler, the maln mass came surging
bnek—like a vast. seawave rvecolling
from the eliffs—with such force that
some of It returned to a helght of 100
feet up the eastern side, Isolated blocks
of lee were hurled clear over the ridge
into the adjoining valley. This aval-
anche was preceded by a terrific blast
of wind, which swept away chalets,
trees, men and cattle, as though they
had been feathers, These sudden aval-
anches of lee or gnow form one of the
gpecinl dangers of Alpine climbing,

“Hail Columbia's” First Rendition,

“Hanll Columhia™ was written In 1708
by Joseph Hopkinson, when Congress,
in session at Phiadelphia, was debat-
Ing what attitude to assume in the
struggle between France and England.
Party feellng ran high, and the air was
surcharged with patriotic enthusiasm,
A young actor in the eity, who was
about to have a benefit, came to Hop
kinson In despair and said that twenty
boxes remalned unsold, and it looked as
if the proposed benefit wounld prove a
fallure. 1f Hopkinson would write him
a patriotie song, adapted to the tune of
“The President's Masch" then popn-
lar, it would save the day. The follow-
Ing afternoon the song was ready; it
was doly advertised, the nouse was
packed, and, In wild enthosiasm. the
song was encored and re-encored.--la-
dies' Home Journal

Free Libraries in Gotham,
New York's appropriation for free
libraries has been Increased this year
from $u,000 to $046,000,

Rive Eat-rs,
Rice constitutes the chlef article of
diet of more thas 0,000,000 people In

British India.

MRS. RUSSELL A, ALGER.

A Leader in Boclety and in Philan-
thropic Work,

Mrs, Russell A. Alger, wife of the
new Secretary of War in the MeKinley
Cablnet, Is well known In Detrelt for
her amiability and goodness of heart.
She is a hostess of charming manner,
wide hospitality and Innate grace that
mikes every one of her guests foel per-
feetly at home while under her roof.
In the ball-room or In her own homa
Mrs. Alger always makes her presence
felt. The Algers have been foremost In
Daetrolt socdoty and the funetions at the
Alger honse hinve been pronounced the

Mis. RUSSELL

A. ALGER.

best and most elaborate In Detrolt,
Mrs. Alger will tind a congenlal field
for her social proclivities in Washing-
ton, where, as wife of the Minister of
War, she will find ample expansion for
her soclnl nature. Mrs. Alger, while
duly appreciating the value of society
and Its pleasures, s anything but osten-
tations, Bhe enjoys pleasant assoclia-
tions, and makes no secret of her pleas-
ure o that respect, At the snme time
she s not unconsclous of the fact that
there |s suffering In the world, and she
is charitable to a fanlt. Mrs, Alger's
face Is familiar to the suffering poor,
and she Is a well-known figure In cer.
taln sections of the ¢ity where the for-
tunate lo life's struggle are seldom
SPRIL

Curious Marriage Custom,

A very peculiar custom Is prevalent
In Lithuania. On the occasion of the
celebration of & marrlage the mother
of the bride, In the presonce of numer-
ons  witnesses, adminlsters to her
daughter a vigorons box on the ears,
In case of dispute between the hashand
and wife at any later period this blow
may be clted as a plea for divores, she
contending that she was constrained to
enter the bonds of matrimony by phye
sical foree,

Onio Will Have to Hump,
The sanie man was electad in Wi
lamsburg, Maipe, the other day, with-
out opposition, to seven Jilferent offices,




