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that build and break 
The cloud-paviliors for my sake— 
This fleeting beauty, high and wild, 
Towardi which X wonder, as a child. 

I thank Thee for the strengthening hills. 
That give bright spirit to the rills: 
For blue peaks soaring up apart, 
To send down music or. the heart; 
For tree-tops wavering soft and high. 
Writing their peace against the sky ; 
For forest farings that have been; 
For this Fall rain that shuts me in, 
(living to my low little roof 
The sense of home, secure, aloof. 

Aral thanks for morning's stir and light, 
And for the folding hush of night; 
For those high deities that spread 
The star-filled chasm overhead; 
For eltin chemistries that yield 
The green fires of the April field: 
For all the foam and* surge of bloom: 
For leaves gone glorious to their doom— 
All the wild loveliness that can 
Touch the Immortal In a man. 

Father of Life, I thank Thee, too. 
For old acquaintance, near and true— 
For friends who came Into my day 
And took the loneliness away ; 
For faith that held on to the last; 
X'^or all sweet memories of the past— 
Dear memories of my dead' that send 
AJirufc Oi iac, ai-u ui me © cuu— 

That make me know the light conceals 
A deeper world' than it reveals. 
—Edwin Markham, in Success. 

-^Thanksgiving §fery^ 
J*&'i (\f\Tue ^WtHWon^owacW. 

Nl> — and John’s 
folks, Pliineas?” 

Amelia Quimby’s 
breath failed at 

the last syllable. 
She had gathered all her strength 
for that question. She did not dare to 

look across at Phineas. His reply 
rumbled deeply in his throat, but she 
could make out all the words. Fifty 
years she had lived with Phineas 

Quimby. 
”1 said we'd have Jerry’s folks here 

to Thanksgivin' dinner. We ain’t had 
’em for some time, and this is a kind of 

a extry year, bein’ our anniversary.” 
“1 know, father—our fiftieth anni- 

versary. That's why I wanted— 
wanted—John’s—” 

“You better write to Jerry right off. 
Fetter do it to-day, and Silas Hlunt’ll 
mail it for ye to-night. It’s Si's night 
to go to lodge.” 

Nothing more, and when she had said 

“father,” Amelia Quimby had played 
her last card'—her trump. She had not 

called him “father” since Jerry and 
John were great brown boys and it had 

happened. Twenty-seven years ago, 
was that? Ah, the heartbreak a 

in other can hide in 27 years! When 
she has had twin sons laid in her arms, 
and held them one on one side and one 

on the other, and gazed for long, weak 

days from one little pink face to the 
other,—when she has watched them 

grow out of pinafores into trousers, 
out of childhood into tall, splendid 
strength, when she had fed them and 

patched them and loved them—ah, to 
lose one of them, then! Mothers know. 

At first, she had hoped for a recon- 

ciliation. Y'ear after year, at Thanks- 

gi\iug time, she had hoped. For, odd- 
ly enough, it was en Thanksgiving day 
she had married Phineas Qnimby, and 
two years later, outlie day after, that 
they had laid his twin sons in her arms. 

The day was doubly momentous to her. 
But year had added itself to year and 

the wound was unhealed yet. Phineas 
Quimby was Phineas Quimby still, and 
John was still his son. How could they 
change? How could one ever say the 
relenting word to the other, that in 
1 l. ..j j.1. •» 
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was all that would be needed? 
“Only, I’d hoped so much from 

this Thanksgiving!” Amelia Quimby 
mourned. “Why, it’s going to be our 

fiftieth anniversary—you’d think a 

father and son would come back to 
each other on the golden wedding day! 
It was too soon to hope for it on the 
silver one; but now, after all these 
years, you’d think I had a right to hope 
for it!” 

“JeTry’s folks” meant Jerry and his 
wife and the two grown girls. But 
John’s folks—the mother smiled wist- 
fully as she counted up the little names 

on her fingers. There were so many; 
it took all her fingers but two! John 
had not been married as long as Jerry. 
His “folks” were little folks. 

“And this year there’s the twins. 
They’d be big enough to come. And to 
think they’re both boys, and their 
names”- Suddenly the wistful voice 
quivered and John’s mother cried over 

the names of bis little twin sons. The 

pathos of them and of her empty arms 

that yearned for them broke down her 

patient endurance. 
“I \Tant them—oh, I want them! I 

want John’s little baby boys!” she 
cried out aloud. But there was no one 

to hear. Phineas had gone away to 
his work. She sat down, as she had 
done so many times, to write to John. 
That was her only comfort, and it had 
never been denied her. Two sacred 

things there were in the life of Phineas 

Quimby and his wife, Amelia, that had 
never been violated, even by the quar- 
rel that long ago had separated father 
and son. The father had never denied 
the mother the solace of her letters to 
her boy, and never by word or intima- 
tion had Amelia Quimby complained of 
her husband. To-day, as always, she 
said only kind words of him. There 
was no mention of Thanksgiving day, 
or of the disappointment that rankled 

in her breast. 
“Kiss both the babies for me—first 

one and then the other, a hundred 
times!” she wrote.' “Tell little Jerry 
1 love him, and tell little John. An 

tell me about their eyes—you forgot 
to say the color—and their hair, and 
their little fists. Does little Jerry 
keep bis thumb between his first and 
second fingers when his fist is shut up 
tight? Little John?—then you’ve 
named them wrong. You’ve mixed 
those children up! Before it is too late, 
you’d better let them swap names.” 

The letter ran on lovingly, with a 

message in it for one child after an- 

other. Ami for John himself there was 

the old message—“Your mother is 
lovingyou, John.” It was always there. 

To Jerry she wrote briefly. Jerry 
was a busy man, with n hundred out- 
side interests—outside'of mother.' His 
let ters to hel- were wont to be rare and 
short, but there was always a message 
to father in them. She missed that in 
John’s long, tender letters. 

"I’m half afraid to write,” she 
thought, as she took up her pen; “Jer- 
ry's folks have so many rich friends, 
and so many places to go to—I’m afraid 
they won't want to come.” But she 
dipped her pen in the ink and began. 

“My dear boy”—she always began 
her letters to both sons that way—“My 
dear boy, your father says to put on 

all your bonnets, every one of you, and 
come to the old home to keep Thanks- 
giving. He’s quite set upon it. You 
know—you haven’t forgotten, dear?— 
that it is our golden wedding Thanks- 
giving, and it’s time you came! Think 
of having a father and mother 50 years 
married and not coming! Your father 
says to say he has waited as long as he 
can—and you must come home or he 
will disown you! And lie is in earnest, 
dear! He is hungry for a sight of your 
face. And your mother—dear boy, 
come right home quick! I want t® kiss 
you all.” 

Both letters were sealed, and then 
she directed them in her quavery, 
quaint little blind. But her face was 

grave enough. 
T_ .... 
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to come, and 1 don’t know what Phin- 
eas would do if they didn’t, lie's 
set his heart. We ought not to have 
waited till the last minute—I don’t 
see why we did. There won't be time 
for them to answer—oh, dear, they 
haven t been heme for so long, and I 
can’t help thinking they won't want 
to come now!” 

But she went briskly to work with 
her preparations. She cooked and 
cooked till the shelves in her neat 
pantry groaned under their loads. 
Jerry’s folks could not have cleared 
them in a week. She made the mince 
pies the way the boys had always 
liked them, long ago. She made a mo- 
lasses sauce for the pudding because 
they had been fond of that kind. 
And she made two little saucer pies 
she had never failed to make, long 
ago. They were pumpkin pies, and 
she crimped the edges carefully. 

“Jerry’s girls are grown up, and 
maybe they won’t care for them— 
maybe nobody will,” she thought, 
“but I always made them for the 
boys, and I said 1 would to-day7. Only 
I hoped, then, that John’s* folks 
would come. I hoped till the last 
minute." 

It was the last minute now, and 
mother had given up. She had set 

spiralled. She hurried up to the 
lumber-room over the woodshed and 
pulled down the long old cradle that 
Phineaa had pieced out long ago, to 
keep baby toes from meeting when 
Jerry lay at one end and little John 
at the ether. It was heavy, but what 
did mother care? The strength ol 
ten slender old women animated her 
us she tugged and pulled it down. 

Now, the pillows and the little old 

log-cabin quilt! As if she did not 
know where those were! She ar- 

ranged them with eager fingers and 

pulled the cradle into the kitchen, 
for father would come in at the kitch- 
en door. Then mother went back tc 
John's folks. 

”1 want the babies, John—give me 

them both for a little while,” she 
said. "No, don’t you come, dear—do 
you think 1 don’t know how to take 
care of little twin sons?” 

She carried them both at once in 
the old way. A little head lay warm 

against each arm. There was not a 

moment to lose if her plan was to 
succeed, and she went away swiftly 
with her precious load out to the 
kitchen, straight to the little old cra- 

dle. There was time to deposit the 
babies, one at each end. on the soft, 
time-yellowed little pillows, and to 
draw the log-cabip quilt snugly up 
under each tiny pink chin. There 
was a minute or two even to jog the 
cradle c few times, and then mother 
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wheels. She stole softly away and 
left John’s babies to do their work 
alone. But a prayer was on her lips. 

“‘A little child shall lead them’— 
it’s in Thy Book, Lord. Let John's 
little children lead father back to 
John,” she prayed silently. 

Phineas Quimby was late. The 
neighbor had kept him longer than 
he expected, and it fretted him. 
Neighborly assistance was all right 
enough, but on Thanksgiving Day, 
when your son's folks were coming 
home, it was vexing to be kept al- 
most till dinner-time. 

“Get up, Dan; get into a trot, will 
ye? Do you want the turkey to be 
all eat up before we get there? Jer- 
ry's folks won't know what to make 
of these doin’s; get up. there, pony!” 

He rattled home, into the lane, past 
the house to the barn, his mind in- 
tent on grievances, else he might 
have seen the peering little faces at 
the parlor window—mother had for- 
gotten those. 

Old Dan put up and given his 
Thanksgiving dinner of oats and 
clover-sweet bay, Phineas Quimby 
strode into the house. A frown was 

on his face. Being Phineas Quimby, 
this interference v^itli his plans an- 

noyed him greatlyr. Jerry’s folks 
were not plain farmer folks. They' 

I X [it 
PHINEAS QU1MBV STOOD STILL OVER THE OLD CRADLE. 

me long lame witn Her whitest linen 
and her prettiest dishes. Theh she 
had dressed herself in her best dress 
and sa+ down to wait. She was quite 
pale. Mother was a little afraid of 
Jerry’s folks. She wished Phineas 
were here to help her receive them, 
but he had been called away unex- 

pectedly, and would not be back 
much before dinner time. One of the 
neighbors had needed him. 

Somewhere down the road sounded 
the rumble of stage wheels, and 
mother got up, nervously, and stood 
on the floor, listening. It was such 
a pity Jerry’s folks had had to come 

up in the stage! Hark!—yes, it was 

turning into the lane. It was almost 
here. She must go to the door and 
meet them. A strange, girlish shy- 
ness swept over the little old figure, 
and two spots of pink color blos- 
somed in her wrinkled-cheeks. 

The rumble ceased. A confusion of 
voices greeted mother’s ear—sweet, 
shrill little voices, with the bubble of 
laughter running through them. And 
then, above them all, a man’s deep 
voice called: “Mother! Mother, 
where are you?’’ What did it all 
mean—for it was John’s voice call- 

ing! It was John’s wife getting out 
of the stage, and John’s little chil- 
dren chattering and bubbling! John’s 
f cite! 

Mother found herself at the do(*r 
in the midst of them all, and her 
woDder and faint dismay were 

drowned in the sweetness and joy of 
their coming and the warm rain of 
their kisses on her face. 

There were so many little voices in 
her ear, so many little arms around 
her neck! And John wras there—a 
big, bearded John, with little John’s 
love in his voice! There was no room 

for dismay at all—only joy. It was 

later when the mystery had cleared 
itself away and it was almost time 
for Phineas to come that the dismay 
came back. Dear land, what would 
Phineas say? 

Mother stole away by herself and 
looked things in the face. She had 
not told John that it was all a mis- 
take, and that his letter had gone to 

Jerry and Jerry’s invitation come to 
him. It was tfll clear enough now’ to 
mother, but she had not told John. 
How could she? In a moment the 
joy was overwhelmed in the utter 

dismay. For Phineas would be home 
soon, very soon. 

Something must be done. The lit- 
tle children—if the father should see 

John’s children, would they not plead 
for him? No, wait—the babies— 
John’s tiny twin sons! Mother 

laughed aloud with delight of the in- 

would hardly understand this—what! 
What was the old cradle on the kitch- 
en floor for? And little Jerry and lit- 
tle John in it! 

Phineas Quimby stood still over the 
old cradle and gazed down into it in 
helpless bewildertnent. Had he lost 
his wits, or had the years rolled 
from his bent old shoulders and left 
him standing there, strong and 
straight, looking down at the crum- 

pled faces of his little twin sons? 
Was he young again? Were the old 
age and the loneliness and the heart- 
break in his stubborn old soul only 
a bad dream? And he was young 
and had little John again—had both 
his boys! 

The babies stirred from their pla- 
cid drowse, and one of them flung 
out a lusty little fist and opened a 

pair of wide blue eyes. Little John, 
that one was! With an inarticulate 
cry of tenderness and love, father 
stooped and gathered the warm, 
sweet morsel into his old arms, and 
laid his grizzled head against it, in 
the old, old way. Mother found him 
so. 

“Father, father!” she cried, from 
the doorway. All her soul was in her 
eager, old voice. 

“Hush, don't speak, mother; don’t 
wake me up! I’ve got little John in 
my arms.” 

In the quiet kitchen there was only 
the sound of baby-crooning then. 
Mother had lifted little Jerry, and 
was cradling him in her own arms. 
The noon sunshine lighted all their 
faces, young and old. It was father 
who spoke first, after awhile: 

“Don’t tell me, mother, I know all 
about it,” he said, quietly. “I know 
we ain’t grown young again and 
found our baby boys. It was only a 
minute I half believed that—I come 
in so sudden and found tuein in the 
old cradle with the old quilt over 
’em. I’ve got my wits back now, and 
I know all about it. Tliis is John’s 
baby I’ve got here, and John’s baby 
over there in your arms. They’re 
John’s twin babies—did you think I 
never hunted up John’s letters to you 
and read ’em through and through? 
Do you think I don’t know the names 
of all of John’s little shavers by 
heart, mother? Here, you may have 
’em both. I’ve got to go—I want 
John.” 

“Here I am, father. I’m here!” 
And it was John standing there in 
the door, and father striding toward 
him with his hands out! And it was 
mother with her arms full of John’s 
babies who hovered over them both 
with unspeakable thanksgiving in 
her heart.—Country Gentleman. 
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A Monster Barbecue at Armour & 

Co.'s Packing Plant in Sioux 

City, Iowa. 

A LOSS OF NEARLY A MILLION DOLLARS. 

A (Iraud Spectacle, Accentuated by Terrific 
Kxploitionit of Drum* of Ammonia and 
the Squeala of Frightened lloga—The 
Fire Department Inadequate and llelp- 
leas. 

Sioux City, la., Nov. 17.—Armour & 
Co.’s packing plant, which occupied 
four acres of the stock yards and was 

valued at $000,000, was totally de- 

stroyed, early Sunday morning, by a 

fire which started on the second floor 
of the fertilizer building, and is 
thought by Manager Lennon to have 
been due either to spontaneous com- 

bustion or to an imperfect dryer. The 
loss is partly covered by $721,500 in- 
surance. Six hundred men are thrown 
out of employment by the Are. 

Within an hour after the fire was 

discovered by a watchman six streams 
of water were being thrown upon the 
fire, which was gutting the fertilizer 
building, which was 120 by 00 feet 
and four stories high, but the pres- 
sure was inadequate. The floors and 
contents of the building burned like 
chaff. The roof soon fell and the 
ore must mruugii iniu me ut'ci-iuu- 

ing house. 
A Terrific Explosion. 

At the same time the cattle chute 
ignited and in five, minutes fell with 
a crash. Once in the beef-killing 
house the flames began to dance mad- 
ly. From this house to the oleo build- 
ing was but a step, and when the oils 
started to burn the fire presented a 

most spectacular appearance. The 
big lieef hoi se, containing 500 car- 

casses, .next, caught fire, and the 
whole plant, except the liog house, 
was a lake of fire. The roar was ter- 
rible. 'Flic country for miles around 
was lighted up. Suddenly there was a 

terrific detonation, followed quickly 
by another, and then another. Twen- 
ty-four drums, containing 100 pounds 
of ammonia each, exploded before the 
reserve supply in the ammonia cis- 
tern was reached. That explosion al- 
most razed the entire plant. The 
flames were blown through the fire 
wall which separated the hog house 
from the other buildings. The hog 
house contained 3,500 dressed hogs 
and 2,500,000 pounds of pork produces. 
Steadily the fire crept against the 
wind and through the office building. 
Not ;i scrap of paper was saved. 

Lire Hons Ail<1 Their Squeals. 
When the last of the ammonia 

drums was going off a burning chute 
fell upon a bunch of live hogs, and 
their squeals were added to the ap 
palling chorus. After the fire got a 

good headway in the hog house, the 
shops, chicken packing plant, ice 
houses and ice runways and smaller 
department houses were consumed in 
quick succession. The terrible roar- 

ing continued unabated, the high 
brick walls crumbled and crashed 
one by one, and the conflagration 
gradually ate its way through build- 
ing after building. 

The fire department, was helpless, 
as its apparatus was inadequate. The 
pressure was hardly strong enough 
to throw water to the roof of the 
pork house. When the walls of this 
department burst the firemen played 
their streams on the out-buildings un- 

til daylight. 
The fire burned all day, and Sunday 

afternoon there was another terrific 
explosion, which threw bricks and 
pieces of iron for hundreds of yards. 
No one was hurt. 

WILL BE REBUILT. 

Tlie New I’liint Will Be Larger than 
tlie Old One. 

Kansas City, Mo., Nov. 17.—C. W. 
Armour, of tlie Armour Packing Co., 
stated Sunday that the plant at Sioux 

City destroyed by fire would be re- 

built at once. The new plant would 
be much larger and finer than the 
one burned. The company will in the 
meantime remain in the market, the 
cattle purchased to be distributed be- 
tween Omaha, Kansas City and Chica- 
go- 
_ 

A SNORER’S TRAGIC END. 

A Kentucky Gentleman Refuses a 

Bequest to Tarn Over in Bad 

and Is Instantly Killed. 

Somerset, Ky., Nov. 17.—John Sloan, 
an old citizen of this county, was shot 
and killed hv .Tames Pratt, of WTiitlev 

county, at the Colyer hotel, early Sun- 

day. Sloan retired in an intoxicated 
condition in a room occupied by sever- 

al other men. Pratt aroused Sloan, 
telling him to turn over. This angered 
the old man, and he advanced on 

Pratt, according to the statements of 
other men in the room, with a knife 
in his hand. Pratt drew a revolver 
from under his pillow and, after warn- 

ing Sloan, fired, killing him instantly. 
A Bad Boy and a Brick. 

Peoria, 111., Nov. 16.—Harry Robbins, 
agtd eight years, is dead as a result 
of an injury to the stomach caused by 
a brick thrown by Willie Curtis, aged 
nine. The boys are attendants at the 
Columbia school, and inmates of the 
Home of the Friendless. In a quarrel, 
Wednesday, at recess, Curtis hit his 
companion with the missile. Nothing 
was thought of the injury until Fri- 
day night, when the doctors were 

called, and after a consultations or- 
dered the removal of the lad to a hos- 
pital, where he died Saturday .morn- 

ing. 
A Report Revived. 

London, Nov. 16.—The Westminster 
Gazette revives the report that Amer- 
icans are trying ta buy British rail- 
roads. The paper says it hears that 
an American syndicate has offered to 
purchase the Great Central, that the 
negotiations are still in progress, and 
that if they are successful the road 
will be electrified throughout. 

The New Spanish Cabinet. 

Madrid, Nov. 16.—The members of 
the new cabinet took the oath of of- 
fice to-day. 

_, ■. — "Z. .-'V V. u'ir .N-. 

t 

A SIXTY THOUSAND LOSS. 

Destruction of the Michigan Cereal Co.'! 
Plant and Other Pfoperty 

at 8t Louie. 

fit. Louis, Nov. 16.—A fire,which wai 

discovered at 4:24 o’clock Saturday 
morning, completely destroyed the 
plant of the Michigan Cereal Co. at 
410 Poplar street and heavily dam- 
aged the building and stock of the 

Pavyer printing machine works ad- 

joining on the west. The complete 
loss it $60,000. 

The loss to the cereal 'company is 
from $20,Q00 to $25,000, with only $12,- 
000 insurance. The Pavyer printing 
machine works company owns both 
buildings on which the estimated loss 
is $30,000. The loss on their stock by 
water is $5,000. The printing machine 
company is fully indemnified by in- 
surance. 

No one knows how the fire originat- 
ed. The “still alarm” was turned in to 
Company 30. The response was im- 
mediate,as the company had less than 
a block to go, yet on its arrival the 
four-story building was doomed. Soon 

‘25 companies were on the scene, and 
the firemen worked herocially to pre- 
vent the flames from spreading to the 
east and the two-story Pavyer print- 
ing machine works on the west. The 
latter establishment was saved by a 

stout fire wall. 
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control had been obtained. 
The Michigan Cereal Co. has been in 

operation since last May. B. L. Hoge 
is president ajid M. L. Hurd secretary 
of the concern, which employs about 
30 men and girls. 

lliis is the second fire the company 
has sustained since it began business. 

Dr. Bernays and O. D. Kiester. the 
livestock man, are heavy stockhold- 
ers. The company will resume opera- 
tions immediately. 

Only two men were in the building 
when the flames broke out,the watch- 
men and engineer. The latter discov- 
ered the danger first and gave the 
alarm. The engineer, who had only 
been employed for a farvv days, had a 
narrow escape from asphyxiation in 
the basement. Finding egress cut off 
he crawled out of the ash hole in the 
basement. 

A DREADFUL EXPERIENCE. 
Survivors of the Wrecked Steamer 

Elingamite Suffer Terrible Tor- 
tures Before They Are Rescued. 

London, Nov. -17.—The Daily Mail’s 
correspondent at Wellington, N. Z., 
telegraphs that the eight survivors 
from the wreck of the British steam- 
er Llingamitc who were rescued on a 
raft by the British survey stenmer 
Penguin, went through a dreadful ex- 
perience. The raft from which they 
were taken measured only 12 feet 
long by 7 feet wide and had 16 per- 
sons on it when it left the wreck. The 
only food on board was two apples, 
i he first apple was consumed on Tues- 
day and the second on Wednesday, 
each being divided into 16 portions 

i' rom Sunday, the day they were 

wrecked, until Thursday, when they 
were rescued, the survivors drifted 6(1 
miles on the half submerged raft. 
Several attempts were made to land 
on the Three Kings islands, but with- 
out success. Three men died on Mon- 
day night from drinking salt water. 
All of the survivors suffered the tor- 
tures of thirst, and four other men 
and the stewardess died of exhaustion 
before they were picked up by the 
Penguin. They had a cruel disappoint- 
ment on Tuesday night. A steamer 
was sighted in the distance, and fran- 
tic shouts were raised by those on the 
raft to attract attention. The steamer 
lowered a boat, which passed within 
fifty yards of them,but theboat’s crew 

apparently did not see the raft, and 
returned to their vessel. 

TROLLEY AND FREIGHT TRAIN. 

They Collide in Chicago, with a Re- 
sult that One Man Is Dead and 

Many Wounded. 

Chicago, Nov. 17.—One man was 
killed and a dozen men, women and 
children more or less seriously in- 
jured in a collision, Sunday night, be- 
tween a Western avenue electric train 
and a Chicago, Burlington & Quincy 
freight train at the Eighteenth street 
crossing. j ne motor ana trailer, 
which made up the electric train, was 

crowded with passengers, and it seems 
a miracle that so many escaped in- 
stant death. The dead man’s name 
was Hugh Curran. 

A mistake of the flagman at the 
crossing was responsible for the acci- 
dent. The freight, which consisted of 
42 cars with an engine at either end, 
broke in two as it neared Western 
avenue. The front part of the train 
passed the crossing and the flagman, 
not noticing the remaining portion of 
the train coming at full speed, half a 

block pway, pulled up th? gates and 
gave the signal that the crossing was 

clear. The electric train, which had 
been waiting for the train to pass, 
started to cross the tracks and was 

hit square in the middle by the last 
half of the freight train. Both of the 
street cars were overturned in the 
ditch by the collision. 

Got It Good rfnd Hard. 

St. Louis, Nov. 16.—John W. Hilleck, 
a farmer, of Bloomfield, Mo., who 
posed as a pension agent, was sen- 

tenced by Judge Adams, in the United 
States district court, to ten years in 
the penitentiary, on a plea of guilty 
to four counts in an indictment 
charging fraud in securing pensions. 

Died ’at a Ripe Old Age. 
New York, Nov. 16.—Mrs. Harriet 

Bartlett, widow of Prof. W. H. Q. 
Bartlett, who was an instructor at 
West Point for nearly 40 years, is dead 
in Yonkers, at the age of 90. 
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Moody Had a Dock Hunt. 

Beaufort, S. C., Nov. 16.—Wm. H. 
Moody, secretary of the navy, who has 
been inspecting the grounds of the 
United States naval station here, left 
Saturday. Secretary Moody accom- 

panied by two naval officers, enjoyed 
a duck hunt on adjacent islands. 

thirteen Were Drowned. 
St. Michael, Azores, Nov. 16.—The 

Norwegian ship Telefon, Capt. Thor- 
sen, which left Norfolk, Va., October 
21, for Cardiff, Wales, has been aban- 
doned. Thirteen of her crew were 

drowned, including all the officers. 

mi aiyu m 
King Leopold of the Belgians Made 

a Target of While On His 

Way to Church. 

NOT ONE OF THE SHOTS TOOK EFFECT. 

The Shooter Immediately Arrested, 
and the Police Had Some Dlflloul- 

ty In Heacaing Him From the 
Hands of a Crowd Who Wanted 
to Kill Him. 

Brussels, Nov. 16.—Three shots were 

fired at the king of the Belgians Sat- 

urday morning as he was proceeding 
to the cathedral to attend a te drum 
in memory of the late Queen Marie 
Ilenriette. No one was hurt. 

The man who fired the shots is an 

Italian. He stood in front of the 
Bank of Brussels on the Rue Royale. 
The other chambers in his revolver 

proved to he blank, so it is presumed 
that those fired were equally harm- 
less. The man was immediately ar- 

rested, and the police had some diffi- 
culty in rescuing him from the hands 
“of the crowd. He gave the name of 
Rubino. 

The royal cortege consisted of sev- 

eral carriages, besides that of the 
king, containing the count and count- 
ess of Flanders, prince and princess 
Albert of Flanders, the Princess Clem- 
entine, and aides-de-camp and ladies 
of honor. 

When examined by the police, Ru- 
bino confessed that he intended to 
shoot King Leopold and said he held 
anarchist beliefs. 

A fuller investigation satisfied tlio 

police that Rubino really fired a hall 
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the window of Corate D’Oultreraont’s 

carriage and grazed the grand mar- 

shal’s face. When rescued from the 
mob, Rubino was placed in a cab and 
infuriated crowds of people immedi- 

ately surrounded it and attacked the 
vehicle with knives and sticks. The 
police had great difficulty in forcing a 

way to the police station through the 
crowd, which shouted alternately: 
“Kill him,” and “Long live the king.” 

The cab was badly hacked with 
knives. A search of the prisoner re- 

vealed a package of ball cartridges. 
It is reported that Rubino had been 

heard to express arnrchist opinions, 
and it was also said that he came to 
Brussels from London express^ to 
kill King Leopold, and went to the 
cathedral for this purpose, but re- 

frained from shooting at the king for 
fear of killing soldiers who stood be- 
hind his majesty. 

Rubino is also reported to have said 
he was employed in the Italian secret 
service in London and that he came 
to Brussels a fortnight ago with the 
intention of assassinating King Leo- 
pold. 

The news of the outi'age spread rap- 
idly throughout the city and the 
greatest excitement prevailed. The 
people thronged the streets, eagerly 
discussing the attempt on the life of 
the king, and large crowds gathered 
in front of the various bulletin 
boards. The newspapers issued fre- 
quent editions and these were eagerly 
bought. General abhorrence was ex- 

pressed by the people at the appar- 
ently deliberate attempt to assassi- 
nate the sovereign. 

King Leopold appeared to be qxiite 
unmoved by the attempt of Rubino to 
kill him. After luncheon at the pal- 
ace his majesty entered a motor car 

and proceeded to the railroad station, 
where he boarded a train bound for 
Groenendael. 

KING LEOPOLD’S ASSAILANT. 

His Maine In Gennero Rubino, and 
the Police of Rome Say He I* 

an Advanced Socialist. 

Rome, Nov. 17.—The ministry of 
the interior has established the identi- 
ty of the assailant of King Leopold. 
His name is Genero Rubino, and he is 
described in their records as an ad- 
vanced socialist. He was condemned 
to a long term of imprisonment for 
stealing at Milan in 1893, but he ef- 
fected his escape to England, where 
he is supposed to have imbibed his an- 

archist principles. 
Wanted to Kill King: Edward. 

Brussels, Nov. 17.—According to 
some reports, Rubino, in the course of 
his examination before the magistrate, 
declared that he selected King Leo- 
pold for his attack on account of his 
majesty’s inhuman conduct towards 
his daughter, Princess Stephanie, at 
the time of her mother’s death, and 
he also wished to show to the an- 

archists in London who doub*ed his 
loyally mat wnue tney only taiKea ne 
acted. He would have killed King 
Edward, he added, but for the strong 
feeling of the English people in favor 
of the monarch. 

Leopold became king in 1833, and it 
is said that he has tired of the trou- 
bles that annoy and threaten hia 
throne, and wants to abdicate if he 
can do so without causing a revolu- 
tion. 

BLEW A BOY’S HEAD OFF. 

Pearl Justice Smelled the Mniile of 
a Unn and William Smith 

Palled oa tho Trigger. 

Chlllicothe, 0., Nor. 17.—Fearl Jus- 
tice and brother met William Smith, 
who was returning from a hunting ex- 

pedition, near Greenland, Sunday. The 
boys had a friendly conversation, and 
Smith told Pearl Justice to smell the 
muzzle of the gun. Justice did so and 
Smith pulled the trigger, blowing off 
the young man’s head, killing him in- 
stantly. 

A Quiet Sunday Lynching. 

Elizabethtown, Ky., Nov. 17.—Hait- 
ian Buckles,who was on Saturday sen- 

tenced to life imprisonment for the 
murder of Robert L. Reid, deputy 
marshal, was hanged here by a mob 
early Sunday morning. The mob con- 
sisted of 75 men, some of whom are 

supposed to have come from Larue 
county. On account of the number 
they had little difficulty in getting 
Buckles from the jail. He was taken 
from the courthouse yard and hanged 
to a tree, after which the mob dis- 
persed. 

OR THE LITTLE SUNFLOWER. 

The President Had a Sunday Dinner InCamp 
of Roast near Paws. ’Possum 

and ’Taters- 

Smedes, Miss., Nov. 17.—Sunday was 

a quiet day at the president's camp on 

the Little Sunflower. There was no 

hunt, but the president and several 
members of the party spent a couple 
of hours in the morning rambling 
over the forest trnils on their horses. 
Dinner was the chief event of the day. 
The menu included roast bear paws 
and ’possum and sweet potatoes. Din- 
ner was served in camp style on a 

rough pine board table set up in the 
open air. Tin plates and tin cups were 

used. There were not enough knives 
and forks to go around, and the col- 
ored cook announced to the amuse- 
ment of everybody, as the party sat 
down, that on account of the scarcity 
of the articles he had distributed 
them only to the "colonel” (as the 
president is invariably called in camp) 
and the “foreign gentlemen.” 

The president is enjoying his out- 
ing very much, lie has not had three 
days of such complete freedom and 
rest since he entered the White House. 

The insurgent newspaper men re- 

turned to the assault Sunday. Hav- 
ing been repulsed on the land side 
by Mr. Mangum’s pickets, they re- 

solved to try to effect an entry to the 
camp by the water route. A boat wa3 

chartered at Vicksburg, according to 
the story in circulation here, and it 
was reported to have left that place 
at three o’clock Sunday morning. The 
route of the expedition is to be up 
the Mississippi to the mouth of the 
Yazoo, thence up the latter river to 
the Big Sunflower. The distance,owing 
to the twists and bends in the river, 
is over forty miles, but if the party 
started it did not reach its destina- 
tion. The river men say there is now 

a sand bar at the mouth of the Yazoo 
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over 12 inches. 
The Chicago party which is hunting 

with Bob Bobo's pack of hounds 70 
miles north of here is reported to have 
had better luck than the president’s 
party, according to a message re- 

ceived here. The party during the 
last week bagged 11 deer and four 
bears. Ilolt Collier's dander is up, 
and he vows that the “colonel” will 
not go home empty handed. His dogs 
had a good rest Sunday, and will be 
in fine condition to resume the chase. 
The weather, however, is not favora- 
ble. It has turned colder and rain is 

falling. 
A report circulated among the col- 

ored people that the president was 

going to Smedes, Sunday, attracted 
about a thousand negroes to the sta- 
tion. They waited here until dark be- 
fore they would be convinced that the 

report was incorrect. 

WANT TO KNOW THE FACTS. 

The I’rMldfnt Will Be Asked for 
Information In lleKaril to Ab- 

ductions in Tampa, Fla. 

New York, Nov. 17.—After a thor- 
ough discussion of the kidnaping of 14 
leaders of the union cigarmakers’ 
strike, in Tampa, Fla., about a year 
ago, and the more recent abduction of 
the mayor of that city because of his 
alleged sympathies with the strikers, 
the Central Federation of Labor, Sun- 
day, unanimously decided to lay the 
matter before President Roosevelt and 
request him to call for a report of 
the commission which he some time 
ago appointed to investigate the mat- 
ter first mentioned. It was also voted 
that the question be placed before 
the National Federation of Labor, now- 

in session in New Orleans. 

CHURCHONHISTORICG ROUND. 

“The Little Church at the Old Fort” 
Holds Service* to Commemorate 

Battle of Fort Washington. 

New York. Nov. 17.—In “the Little 
Church at the Old Fort,” officially 
known as the “Holy Rood Protestant 
Episcopal church,” which is situated 
on the site of the battle of Fort 
Washington, services were held, Sun- 
day, commemorative of the battle. 
Among the societies represented at 
the services were the Empire State 
society, Sons of the American Revolu- 
tion, the Mary Washington Chapter 
Daughters of the American Revolution 
and the Americnn Scenic and Historic 
Preservation society. 

Yarious revolutionary relics dug up 
in the vicinity were displayed in the 

chapter room of the church. 

THE BATTLESHIP ILLINOIS. 

The Blgf Ship Han Joined the Squad* 
roil Mobilizing at Norfolk, Yd, 

For the Maneuvers. 

Norfolk, Va., Nov. 1G.—The United 
States battleship Illinois has joined 
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South Atlantic maneuvers. The squad- 
ron now in Norfolk and Hampton 
Roads is made up of the battleships 
Illinois, Alabama, Kearsarge, Massa- 
chusetts, Indiana and Texas, and the 
cruisers Detroit, Cincinnati and San 
Franciseoand several converted yachts 
and gunboats, together with a large 
torpedo fleet. 

A New College President. 
Obcrlin, 0., Nov. 17.—At the semi- 

annual meeting of the board of col- 
lege trustees, to be held on Wednes- 
day, Dr. Henry Churchill King will be 
announced as the president of Ober- 
lin college, to succeed the late Dr. 
Barrows. 

Secretary Wilson 111. 

Washington, Nov. 17—Secretary 
Wilson is confined to his home by a 
severe neuralgic cold which has de- 
veloped since the recent political cam- 

paign in which the secretary took an 

active party. 
Fatal Collision la Colorado. 

Rifle, Col., Nov. 17.—A collision be- 
tween an extra stock train of the Col- 
orado Midland road and a freight train 
of the Rio Grande road a half mile 
west of here, caused the death of E. 
R. Thorp, fireman of one of the Mid- 
land engines. Two train men and 
a passenger were injured. 

A High School Burned. 
Marion, Ind., Nov. 17.—The high 

school building caught fire, Sunday 
night, from the heating apparatus, and 
was destroyed. The loss is $60,000; 
partially insured. 


