“AT THE CONCERT.,

“It has beon a mistake,” said Nathan |
“It has Deen a bitter mis-
I eannol see how either of us |

Tausslg.
take,
ever made 1L, Dut the sooner we re-
triove i, the better.
all, 1 have not quite ruined your life,
though you seem to think that 1 have.
As for myself, 1 defy you to ruln my
life. No woman ¢hall do that, nor
man, either”

“Oh, no!” Interposed his wife seorn-
fully, “no one could ruln your life,
You are too Independent and too gel-
fish. One could lavigh one's best love
on you and you would never know it
One could hate you and you would not
ecare, | have been angry and oul of
sympathy with you for weeks at a
time, and you did not even suspect 1L
I'm tired to the soul of living with a
galvanized mummy."”

“Of ‘ecourse,” responded Tausslg,
smilingly, “you naturally wounld be,
Therefore, lot us weparanto without
further delay. A divorce I8 nol neces-
sary. I shall have no further nse for
matrimony, and, ds for you, 1 know
your seruples much too well to think
that you would ever be Lthe wife of an-
other man during my lifetime. Now,
{ have a proposition to make."

Ilvu.tl

“Imt one of us take the child and
the other the home, You ars to chose.
If you take Claribel, then leave me the
books and pletures and the other
things we have cared for. [If you
choose the home | will take our
danughter and go. The offer Is not,
perhaps, a generous one, It 15 not
chivalrous. 1 ought to offer you the
home and the child, But I see no
veason for belng more than just. 1
have been as unfortunate as you, and
see no reason of despolling mysell of
overything."

Mary Taussig looked about her at
the familiar, beautiful room. The fire
‘danced In the great fireplace; the ple-
‘tures she and her husband had select-
ed together looked at her from the
walls; her chalr stood In Its accus-
‘tomed place by the reading table, Be-
,yond, In the dining room, she caught
tho gleam of the china and erystal ahe
had enthusiasticnlly selected in hap-
pler days, The beauty and the usso-
ciation of vhese material things ealled
to her with a thousand tempting
volees. Her face grew white.

“1 will take the child,” she sald. "l
choosa Claribel.”

The mnext morning, leading her 8-
year-old daughter by the hand, she
opened the door of her houss for the

laat time. At the ultimate moment
‘she turned and looked back upon her
land of lost dellghts.

i “What a pity that we hate each oth-

.er,” ghe sald to her huupund. “It s
80 Inconvenient.”
“Ien‘t IL?" he assented. He bowed

{her out. The latch snapped behind
+her.  She walked to the pavement,
Iholﬂiu her little girl by the hand.
.One more look backward escaped her,
and she gave a sharp crp.
"“My home, my home!" she sald.

i “Mamma, you hurt my hand so!”
sobbed Claribel, “Why do you talk
#0? 1 don't want to go walking. 1
want to go back to the nursery and
play with my dolls."

Iuside of the house n man flung him-
pell, face downward, upon a couch and
eriod:

“My lttle glrl! My little girl! How
am | golug to live without my little
girl?"

-« & =

Ten years later Mary Tausslg and
her davghter entered the Auditorium
one Friday afternoon for the pleasure
of listening to a concert by the Chi-
cngo orchestra. Mary Taussig walked
with the Independent step of one who
is In the hablit of walking alone. There
was & clonr and sad lght In her gray
eyns. Her brow had grown loftler

than It had been in the days of her
youth, Dignity and patience and kind-
liness spoke In her every fealure, As
#he moved along In her violet colored
garménts ‘no woman In the nudlence
that day, young or old, had a person-
ality so appealing and so pleturesque,
About her young daughter there ap-
peared to be something unfuliilled,
The face wore an expression of long-
ing and the wvague and enchanting
restiessness of n young girl, but some-
thing suggestive of more definite re-
gret and deprivation. With the frank

distegard of beauty, which the young |
can ‘afford to assume, the girl had cos-

Black plumes
shaded her face; her lttle chin was

tumed herself in black.

hidden In her somber furs, and the

delleate band with which ghe pressed
down her theater chalr was gloved in

black.

‘This slender hand c¢anght the casual
glance of the gentleman occupying the
©eat seat, and he followed it with his
ayes til L rested on the owner's lap,
Sulll Ite fraglle contour held him, as it
and he sat
slaring at & ldly, with no care, appar-

It awakened memorles,

ently, to Uft his oyes higher,

Perhaps, after

It was not until after the musie had
begun and one of the too obvious de-
soriptive symphonles of a certain mod-
ern composer began to make Ita In-
gistent way Into the comprehension of
the audlence that he chose to 1ift his
eyes. When he heheld the faee of the
young glrl next him a strange and
lt-unulrt-lwnrlllm light stole into his

face, and his fixed regard cnused the
| girl to return his look. For an moment
| perplexity had ita way with her. Then
| an expression of awe—almost fright—

appeared in her eyes. Then, quletly
and naturelly, the two knew them-
| #elves for father and danghter meeting
after ten years,
There was no need of Claribel's soft
pregsure on her mothor's arm to make
her mequalnted with the fact Nathan
| Taussig sat there beslde them. She
had notieed him when she stopd In
| the alsle walting for her daughter to
| procede her, A mist elouded her sight
apd It seemed to her for a moment as
If death were actually knocking at her
house of life, But she foreed herself
to ewlmness nnd seated hersell.

It was fate, no doubt. From the
day she had left her own home she
had not lived In Chleago. For a time
she and her daughter had known
peaceful English country 1ife; for
yvears she had lived in a quiet, beautl-
ful Massachnsntis village, where Clnrl-
bel had attended school. For the first
time she had returned to Chileago.
What likellhood, sba had asked her-
self, was there of meeting Nathan
Tausslg in a clty of two million sonls?
Yet here,on the first occaslon on which
she ventured Into a public place, she
met him. It was fate, no question,

The music had changed. The or-
chestrn was giving to the people the
most reverent thoughts of a master,
True and sweet and comforting was
the serene major harmony, and the
dew of Its beauty fell Into the very
clsterns of the heart. In the trembling
young girl in the sable garments it
awoke a world of tenderness, The
longing and dissatisfaction from
which she had suffered took concretes
form In her elated Imagination.

It was her father that she wanted—
her father's love, her father's guld-
ance, his authority! As the rivulets
of spring dance down the hillslde to
find the river, so her soul sought that
of her father. The musle, “yearning
like a god In pain,” impelled her to
indulge In an exquisite impulse. She
slipped the glove from her warm and
quilvering fingers and Inid them softly
—sgoftly as a kiss—wlthin the hand of
the man beside her. On his part there
was a second's hesitation as If the
falthful nerves of lhis hand had not
told his aching heart the truth. Then,
with a grasp, such as a sinful one
might take upon an angel's robe, he
closed his hand upon that of the girl
and over the two sprend a happiness

lke the balm of a starlit summer
night.
The concert ended In time. The

three arose. They faced ench other.
Ench looked beautiful to the eyes of
the rest. The crowd passed nlong the
alsles, It would have been profans to
have sald anything commonplace, Yot
it was no place for an extraordinary
word, It was Claribal who first found
courage Lo speak.

“It is strange that you knew me"
she sald to her father. "Tell me, was
it your eyea or your heart that first
Informed you who 1 was?"

“l eannot tell. But now that we
have met, are we to part?’ His eyes
asked the question of the elder woman,
though It was the younger one he ad-
dressed,

“Nathan Tausslg,” rald his wile,
“let the girl have her rights. She
wants you, and needs you, Take her
home with you for a time."

“Bul you must come, too, Mary.
Come, life Is going fast. Let us ha at
peace. What were the old fends? |
have forgotten what they wers all
about. 1 only remember how lonely [
m'll
“Who am 1, sald Mary Tnussig, with
those dlvine melodles of the master
atill ringing In her soul, “that [ should
refuse to walk the path appolnted for
my feet?"

S0 they went out together—those
three—onto the street, and &0 home —
Chicago Tribune.

Milltary Salule.

You've undoubtedly noticed during n
military review the offieers salute
while passing the reviewing stand by
bringing the hilts of thelr swords to
thelr faces, It Is 4 custom which dates
back to the time of the Crusaders.
When the Crusaders were on the
march to the Holy City, the knights
were in the dally hubit of planting
their long, two-handled swords upright
in the ground, thereby forming a
cross, and before this they performed
thelr morning devotions,  On all mill-
tary ocecasions they kissed the hilts
of thelr swords In token of devotlon to
tha cross, The method of saluting by
bringing the hand to a horizontal po-
gition over the eyebrows dates back
to the tournaments of the middle ages,
when after the Queen of Beauly was
enthroned, the knights, who were to
take the part In the sports of the day,
marched past the dias on which she
sat, and as they passed, shielded their
| pyes from the rays of her beauty by
[ placing thelr hands horizontally to
thelr foreheads,

SBhe Kuew.

Blshop Whipple of Minnesota sazs
that when he was abroad he dld a groat
deal of parish work In aeghie. After
holding a service In the English church
outside the walls, he overheard one
Engllshwoman say to snother: “Who
was the bishop who preached today?"
“The bizghop of Mimosa,” she replied,
“He comes from South Africa, you

He was a man of middle age, prema- i know."

turely gray, with a serious and Intel-
face, and the manner of one
who s weary with too much work or

i
T

Glod works through human Instry-
ments, through the natural laws that
he has lnstituted. —Rev. P. C. Yorke,

ENGLAND ON DECLINE

LOSING PRESTIGE
TRADE.

IN WORLD'S

Ameriea and Germany Dounding For-
ward While Gront Mritain Rests Con-
tent with
Adyance.

Her Isurels — Amerion’s

From her proud position as acknow!-
edged head of the tradlug nations of
the world, thers Ia a possibility, and
even a probabllity that Great Brita'n
will In the near future be relegatod

Germany, France and other nations
that are showing more.enterprige In
the world of commerce and trade and

which have beon bounding forward
with tireless energy while Eagland
has been resting wscomingly content

with her laurels, snys a writer in the
St. Louls Globe-Democrat,

Only those who watch the ecourae of
nations fully appreciate the laxity and
carelessnesa which have marked the
actions of Great Britaln as a trading
nation within the last twenty-five
yoars, and only those who now look
At the figures and who conslder what
the Transvaal war means, can count
the cost. The truth Is that England
has not kept pace with the world's
progress, and that to-day, whether she
conquers the BDoera or not, her trode
supremacy o threatened,

No branch of industry exemplifies
this more fittingly than the manufac-
turing of cotton goods Not many
years ago Liverpool ruled the raw
cotton market, and Lancashire milla
riuled the munufpctured cotton goods
trade of the world. Today English
mills congume but 40 per cent of the
cotton spun In Burope, and the pozl-
tlon of Liverpool as the dumping
ground of the cotton crop s more 2
theory than a reality.

France, Germany, Switzerland and
Russin have made mighty strides In the
cotton manufacturing business, and all
at the expense of England, In Ger-
many the greatest progrees s shown,
but within the past ten years America
has had an Impetus to this branch of
industry that promlses ere long (0
place her in the front rank.

Particular attention In paid to cotton
because it Is and has been for more
than fifty years the greatest Industyy
of England, furnlshing employment not
only for hundreds of thousands of op-
eratlves, but making up a goodly part
of the stuff sold by Great Britain to
her colonies and to other nations.

Now, however, Englaud appears to
have reached the apex of her suprem-
acy In the cotton trade., Within the
lnst five years the number of spindles
In England have Increased only 500,000
while the other countrles of Europe
report an lncrease of 4,600,000, Fif-
teen years ago England manufactured
56 per cent of the cotton goods made
In Europe. Last ygar England’s per-
centage was only 40, and by the signs
now showing, the percentage will be
still smaller this year.

With natlons as with individuals, re-
pose comes with plenty. England, ap-
parently, has been content of late to
rest on her trade laurels. While Eng-
land has been resting the other great
natlons have been exerting themselves,
Germany and America belng partieu-
larly enterprising. and unless a great
change comes aver the spirlt and char-
acter of the English merchant within
the present generation the struggle for
commaerclal supremacy will be between
the Teuton and the American,

In one department of the world's
business England Is yot supreme, That
I8 the ocean carrying trade. Not only
Is she supreme In this, but never be-
fore did her ship-owning subjects en-
joy such prosperity as now.

Actions, Not Words,

There are thoge who say happiness
is nothing; that one should not care to
look for It. When yon hear such a
sentiment cxpressed, know that the
speaker I8 saying what in his inmost
soul he disbelloves. While nobody be-
lleves that happiness is the only object
to be sought in life, there 1s not that
human belng who, while he lives, say
what he may, ie not seeking It openly
or unacknowledged to himself, He
who loftily waives off the acknowledg-
ment of this fact, generally is at the
same moment finding pluusible ex-
cuses, of duty or present necessity, for
securing to himeelf all pussible ease
and enjoyment, What Is uncomforti-
ble and disagreeable to do s gure to be
contrary to his ideas of “right.” What
he wishes to do can never be “wrong.”
By men's actlons, not by thelr words,
must we judge them,

The Kalser An Ardent Sportsman.

It Is well known that the Kulser is
an ardent sportsman, but the following
catalogue of his bag since 1872, care-
fully complled by a journal devoted to
gport, 1s quite startling. The Emperor
WiHliam, we are told, has killed durlng
twenty-seven yeoars 1,223 bucks, 1467

does, 2,548 wild boara, 771 roebucks, 17,-
446 hares, twentyv-two foxes, 121
chamolg, 1,202 rabblts, 12,720 phes-

sants, 604 herons, and other birds and
beasts, making o grand total of 40,957,
It I8 fortunate that the kalser hus
other ocoupations, pletures to  palnet,
operas to compose, sermons Lo preach,
impromptu speeches to prepare, other-
wise Germany would run short of
fauna.

e e

English Posihl Employes,

The English postoffice employs not
far short of 80,000 women, and It is
probtable that the largest number are
employed in telegraphy, or In dutles
relating thereto. In London alone the
number would appear to exceed 1,600,
of whom no fewer than 1,000 are em-
ployed at the central telegraph office
at St Martin's-le-Grand.—Scottish
Awmerican,

o a place on the list below Amerlea. |

BCOGUS BATTLE SCENES

Made to Order By Franchmen — Posiag
Tor the Neenes,

New York correspondence Chicago
Inter Ocean: The damand for photo-
graphs of Boor war scenes for publl-
cation has so far outrun the supply
that Ingenlons Frenchmen have de-
vigad a scheme by which any style of
war pletures may be made to order on
short notlce. The Prench photographes
have secured some old horses, a fow
gune and a score or more of supern
]fr'.nn one of the Paris thealers. The
supers, who are photographed as
Boers, may be distinguighed by their
long whiskers, and the Englishmen
may be known st o glance by thelr
uniforms Noar Parls Imitation
breastworks have been crnstructed
and these are stormed several thnes a
day by the superz while the camera
man takes thelr When a
general offfeer Is wonnded the scane |s
produeed by the ald of an eld horse
and a super, who Is paotographed in
the nct of falllag oni of the saddle,
Such Hitle odds and ends of war ns
photographs of  snlpera, plokeis,
girotcher-hearers, ¢te., are caslly coun-
terfeited before a camera, and the ve-
sults are jusl na good for the papors
which buy them as would be photo-
graphs from the battlefield. There is
| one genulne pleture of a ford some-
whore in South Africa which has done
service every time a river Is crossed.
It Is a peaceful looking pleture, with
a big tree at the left In the foreground
a shallow river hehind R, and half a
dozen cows or sheep wading to the
further shore, Whenever any division
of the English army has crossed a
tiver anywlhere this pleture has been
trotted out to Hinatrate the exact place
of crozsing. If the English forces keep
on maneuvering as they have for the
past two months they may cross this
particular river at this very ford.
Along with the mass of counterfeit ple-
tures which nre sold in this country
| ave many gonuine ones,. None of the
genuine photographs up to date, how-
ever, has been half o dramatic ag the
French counterfelt.

pletyrea,

FASCINATINGPLACETOMARKET

Infinite Varviety of KEversthiog — Peas
Sold Ly the Ssucerful,

Probably there is no better market
in the whole world than New Orleans
affords, says the Boston Transcript. In
the historie old French market the
products of every clime meet on com-
mon ground. Here |3 the fine refrig-
erated beef from Chicago and Kaneas
City, kept until it Is just the right
mellowness, here are the marvelons
products In infinite variety of south-
ern waters—pompano, sheepshead,deep
sen  trout, redsnappers, flounders,
erabs, shrimp and erawfish for the
blegue beloved of Creoles, and a thou-
sand nameless varieties of fish and
shellfish;  here In  season may be
bought deer and bear and duck and
wild turkey and snipe and quall and
all the varleties of birds and game we
know in the mnorth, with papabotes
and grasses and dellcate little reed
birds to makean epicure’s mouth water
merely to look upon them; in  the
vegetable department the stulls are
heaped with every vegetable yvou have
ever known, and many whose names
and uwsages are anfamillar to you-
queer things from Central American
ports, with queer flavors that you firat
endure, then adore. Here, squatting
on the outskirts, by the side of their
baskets, are the last remnants of the
Choctaw tribe of Indians, "dull, fat-
faced women, with file and bay and
sassafras leaves to sell. But nothing
else Is 80 odd to you as the fact that
In the French market you have had
to adjust yourself to an entirely new
system of measurements. You can
not buy your peas or potatoes by the
peck or bushel .as you have been used
to all your life, “How much?' you
nsk the market woman In her stall,
and she replies s0 much a saucer.
There they are, piled up In a neat 1t-
tle pyramid In a saucer, the delicate
green peas or the pink new potatoes,
and you haven't the very slightest idea
how many saucerfuls it will take to
make a2 menl for your family.

Horse-Power.

Watt, the great Ilmprover of the
steam engine, Introduced into the vo-
cabulary of machinists the term horse-
power, When he first began the man-
ufacture of steam englnes, he experl-
enced much difficulty in ascertalning
from his distant customers what sized
engine they required, and they were
not less puzzled how to communicate
to him the Information. He was fre-
quently gulded, however, by thelr
mentioning the number of horses
which the engine ordered was design-
od to replace, Acting upon this hint,
he ascertalned by experiment that the
very strongest of the London brewera’
horses (animals of wonderful size and
strength), conld exert a force equiva-
lent to ralsing 33,000 pounds ane foot
a minute. This force he called one
horse power, and adopted It as the
standard In regulating the sige of
gteam engines, Now, not one horse
in a hundred is able to exert that de-
gree of strength, A steam engine of
ton horse-power can, In reality, do the
work of about twenty horses,

Foollsh Juestion.

Higing—""Waell, has Dr. Green given
you any rellef? 1 suppose you tonk
my advice and called him in?" Twen-
tystone (troubled with  obesity)
“Look here, did you send him to me
to poke fun at me?" Higins “Eh?
No. Why?" Twentystone—"Hecauso
the first thing be asked me was: “Do
you feel heavy when you get up in the
morning ™

Killed Marnslf by Shootlog.
At Springfleld, Mass., Wiillam Met-
calf, a well known loeal printer and
publigher, killed himsel! by shooting.
L

QUEEN VIC'S LIFE,

SHE DRESSES PLAINER THAN
HER SUBJECTS.

Livea More Frogally and Malntalus a
Greater Alr of Comfort and Homell-
noss About Her I'riviate  Rooms— Her
Dally Labuors,

The home life of Queen Victorla has
ever been a subject of widespread in-
terest and sympathy, Her somewhal
dull and monotonous childhood, her
ldyllie married life, her Jong widow-
hood and her peaceful by busy old age
have alike attracted both writers and
readers on every hand. Perhaps the
most remarkable feature in the queen’s
career has been the skill with which
she has contrived to malntain the sim-
plieity of an old-inshioned English
home [ife, notwitshstanding the pomp
and ceremony which necessurily be-
long to court. This s largely due to
her early training. The daughter of
the duke of Kent, a prince of very
limited Income, the voung Princess
Victoria saw little of the luxury which
Is commonly supposed to abound In
royal circles, Strict economy was the
rule of her early home, and the lesson
has never been forgotten,

Amid the costly magnificence which
characterizes the state apartments the
queen’s private rooms are always not-
able for their comfort and homeliness.
In matters of dress, too, Queen Victoria
is far more economical than many of
her middle<class subjects.

The queen attributes her long life
and excelient health very largely to her
practice of spending a2 much time as
possible In the open alr every day. In
her youth riding was her favorite recre-
atlon, and In Scotland she has almost
lived on pony back. Now, of course,
carringe exercise has taken its place.
Every morning her majesty goes out in
her little pony chair, often visiting the
farm and stables in the course of her
drive. Sometimes her chair is drawn
by a beautiful donkey which was pur-
chased in the south of France by his
royal mistress to save him from Il
tredtment. This donkey rejoices in the
name of Jacko, and on holiday ocea-
slons wears a curlous harness adorned
with bells, and with two foxes' bhrushes
hanging over hig blinkers. The greater
part of the forenoon af each week day
is devoted to business, for no woman in
the land gets through more actual work
in the course of each week than the
queen, Her dispatch boxes ave ar-
ranged on a table et In Windsor park,
near the Frogmore teahouse, whenever
the weather permits. Here the queen
carefully reads and annotates the in-
numerable dispatches which come to
her from the foreign and home offices,
for it has been the rule of her life to
attend personally to all important af-
falrs of state,

But this by no means represents all
the multifarious occupations of the
queen. Her private correspondence is
enormous, for it I8 a kind of unwritten
family law that all her children and
grandehildren shall write to her every
day. All important housekeeping ques-
tiona are settled by the roval mistress
herself, who often orders the meals and
even keeps an eye on the household
linen.

Even the smallest details of domestic
economy are not regarded by the queen
as beneath her notice. A story is told
that on one ocension she went Into o
practically disused room at Windsor
and noticed a cabinet that had evi-
dentiy not been dusted that day. She
promptly wrote the royal autograph in
the dust, and beneath the name of
the partlicular mald whose duty it was
to dust the room, This may seem rath-
er a small matter, but when one re-
members that nearly 2,000 persons are
employed In Windsor castle and its
precinets it shows a very remarkable
knowledge of the personality of so vast
a sl

The Power of Imaginaiion.

Stories llustrating the power of fm-
agination are many. Here I8 a new
one, It comes from a recent number
of the Psychological Review which re-
lates an interesting experiment made
by Mr. Slosson with the view of dem-
cnstrating how easlly thiz faculty of
imagipation may be called Into play.
In the course of a popular lecture, Mr.
Slosson presented before his audience
it bottle which he uncorked with elah-
orate precaintions, and then, watch in
hand. asked those present to indicate
the exact moment at which a peculinr
odor was percelved by them. Within
fifteen seconds, those lmmediately ar
front of him held up their hands, and

within forty seconds, those at the
other end of the room declared tha
they distinetly perceived the odor.
There wag an  obstinate  minority,

largely composed of men, who stoutly
declaved thefr inablility to detect any
odor, but Mr, Sloggon helleves that
many more would have given In, hnd
he not been compelled to bring the ex
periment within a minute
of opening the bottle, several persons
In the front rank finding the odor so
powerful that they hastily quitied the
raom. The bottle contalned nothing
but distilled water. It would be Inter-
esting to know the effect of the ex-
planation on the auwdience, but  thi
part of the story s lefi to the Imagina-
tion of the reader,

to A close

Would Miave Then.

Visitor (looking at portralts)-
“What a lot of ancestors you've got!"™
Porkenchopps —“That's dend rvight. 1
didn't want a0 many, but Sarah she
fosimed, " —Brooklyn eLife,

A Contrary Man,
Nixon—"Would you call Dickson a
coptrary man?" Fundenberger—"Con-
trary? < Why, that man would try to
toboggan up hill!"—Harper's Bazar,

STOPPED DRINKING.

New Orieans Drankard Saw a Verbmtam
Neport of Hia Monologas

“There goes a man whom 1 reclaim-
ed from the Demon Rum,” remarked o
New Orleans court stenographer re-
cently, ‘it happened in this way., Ho»
I8 a tip-top fellow, and has no end of
abllity, but four or five years ago ho
began to let liguor get the best of him.
He had a fine position at the time, and
I don't think he exactly neglected his
work, but it got to be a common thing
to see him standing around barrooms
in the evening about two-thirds full
and talking foollsh. A few of his close
frisnds took the liberty of giving him
a quiet hint, and as usual in such cakes
he got highly Indlgnant and denied
point blank that he had ever been in
the least under the Influence of liguor.
All the same he kept increasing the
pace, until it becamo pretty eéasy to
predict where he was going to land
and It wag at thus stage of the game
I did my great reformation act. 1 was
sitting In & restaurant one evenlng
when he came In with some fellow and
took the next table, without seeing me.
He was just drunk enough to be talka-
tive about his private affalrs, and on
the impulse of the moment I pulled out
my stenographer’s note book and took
a full shorthand report of every word
he gald. Tt was the usual maundlin rot
of our good fellow half seas over, shad-
mg off In gpots to boozy pathos, where
both gentlemen wept in thelr beer, and
Including numerous highly eandid de-
talls of the speaker's dally life. Next
morning [ copled the whole thing neat-
I¥ on the typewriter and sent it around
to his office. In less than ten minutes
he came tearing in, with his eyes fair-
l¥ hanging out of thelr sockets. ‘Great
heavens, Charley!® he gasped, ‘what ls
this anyhow?' “It'e a stenographie re-
port of your monologue at s last
evening,” 1 replled, and gave him a
brief explanation. ‘Did 1 really talk
like that?' he asked faintly. 'l assure
you it is an absolutely verbatim re-
port,” sald 1. He turned pale and walk-
ed out, and from that day to this he
hasn't taken a drink. His prospects at
present are splendld—In fact, he's one
of onr coming men. All that he needed
was to hear himself as others heard
him.”

SOMETHINGNEW AT BULLFIGHT

Some of the Spectators May Lose Thelr
sight.

A disgraceful scene was wltnessed
in & bull ring, when there was a strug-
gle between a small panther, an old
lioness, a large bear, and a powerful
bull, says a Madrid correspondent of
the London Standard. In a short time
the bull terribly gored the panther and
tue lHoness, but he had more trouble
with the bear, which required several
terrific  tossings and wounds from
which blood flowed freely, before the
wretehed animal gave In. The proceed-
ings were witneased by 12,000 specta-
tors of all ranks, who were &) much
engrossed in the fight and so enthusl-
astie over the victory of the bull, that
they hardly noticed the report of a gun
fired by the keeper to goad on the wild
beasts when at first they did not show
fignt. About twenty persons, however,
hurriedly left one of the stone galler-
fes, and when the performance was
nearly over it was found that these
twenty spectators had been wounded,

geveral seriously, In the eyes and fhee -

by the slugs fired at the animals, All
the injured were instantly attended to
by the doctor of the infirmary at the
bull-ring, who stated that one man—
an Austrian baker—would lose the
sight of both eyes, while another would
not be able to see agaln with his left
eye, On hearing this the crowd be-
came very demonstrative toward the
tamer, who was at once arrested and
taken to the office of the elvil govern-
or by the gendarmes. He is to be
prosecuted for having caused the In-
juries to the ‘occupants of the gallery.
The Madrid papers denounce the au-
thoritles for allowing the use of fire-
arms in a crowded bull-ring, but only
¥l Correo and El Correspondencia have
the cournge o lament the fact that
such scenes ore possible In the capltal
of Spain,

Age Limit for Choese.

“A few days ango,” sald Harry Cun-
ningham, of Montana, al Chamber-
lain's, “the late Charlie Broadwaler,
of our etate, gave a banquet to about
a score of his personal friends. It was
an elaborate spread, and one of the
chief items was some twenty-year-old
brandy that cost Mr. Broadwater a
tabulous price and regarding which he

gpoke with much enthusiasm. At the
| 8

wind-up of the feast coffee and Roque-
fort cheese were hrought In though the
latter was not commonly down on

Montans menus at that period. Sit-
ting near the host was one of his spe-
ola! friends, who, after eyelng the
Roguefort a trifle susplclously, tasted
it, made n wry face and shoved his
plate to one side, ‘You don't seem to
like that,! remarked Mr. Broadwater.
‘Indeed, I do not, Charlle. Your twen-
ty-year-old brandy is all right, but I'll
be d—=—d if 1 like your twenty-year-
old cheege,” "—Washington Post.

sprand of the Kogllsh Iangusge.

Writing on the decline of the Frenoh
language, M. Jean Finot polnts out
that at the end of the last century
French was the language spoken by
the greatest number of civilized people,
whereas now it stands fourth. English
is apoken by 116,000,000, Russian hy
§5,000,000, German by 50,000,000, and
Frerch by 58,000,000,

A (Queesn’s Collectlon of Dolia

Queen Wilhelmina has preserved her
dolls and adds constantly to her col-
lection
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